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Chapter 101 
The Market (1) 


“T think you might look a bit more intimidating if we stick a beard on 
you,” Kristina said thoughtfully. 


“Do I even need to look more intimidating?” Eugene questioned. 


“Since youre trying to disguise yourself as a slave trader, wouldn’t it 
be better if everyone could recognize you as a slave trader as soon as 
they looked at you?” Kristina argued. 


“Maybe so,” Eugene admitted as he looked at Kristina with a falsely 
apologetic expression. “But why are we only working on my disguise? 
You need to disguise yourself as well.” 


“Why do I have to put on a disguise as well?” Kristina objected. 


“Then, do you really intend on trying to get into a slave market while 
wearing a priest’s outfit that tells everyone that you’re a priest? Do 
you really think those bunch of bastards would be willing to let you 
in?” Eugene pointed out. 


“ ..That might truly be the case, but I have no intention of changing 
my outfit or altering my appearance,” Kristina insisted, her face 
hardening into a stubborn pout as she stuck her chin out. It seemed 
that she was unwilling to take off her priest garb for any reason. 
“Also, there’s no need for me to put on a disguise as well, is there? If 
we come up with a reason for why a priest might be accompanying 
you, then—” 


“Setting aside your position as the Saint, that course of action is sure 
to bring a lot of scorn to the Holy Empire. For one of their priests to 
actually accept money from a slave trader in order to help them 
purchase an elf... will you really be alright if such rumors start to 
circulate?” Eugene asked with a raised brow. 


At these words, Kristina’s face stiffened even further. After hesitating 
for a few moments, she got up from her seat. 


“...Tll give it some thought,” Kristina said, giving in. 


“Tn fact, it’s not like anything will happen if you don’t follow me,” 
Eugene offered as an alternative. 


“There’s no way that I can do that,” Kristina firmly denied. “It is my 
duty to accompany you on your journey.” 


“Why would you go so far as to call it your duty?” Eugene teased her 
as he turned back to look into the mirror. 


He was using a transformation spell a level higher than the one he had 
used on Bolero Street in the past. Although he still wasn’t able to 
make any changes to his skeletal structure, Eugene’s current face had 
completely transformed into that of a grumpy middle-aged man. On 
top of that, his hair color had been changed from gray to yellow; after 
covering his hands in oil, Eugene smoothed his hair to the side. 


A slave market was going to be held today, and all the tribes of Samar 
were expected to be attending in large numbers. This market, which 
was only held twice a year, would exhibit several races that 
particularly captured the interests of its foreign visitors, and the most 
valuable among all these races were the elves. 


Before heading out to rediscover the elven domain by using the leaf of 
the World Tree, Eugene had decided to attend the slave market in 
order to rescue the elves that were to be exhibited there. 


His reason for doing so wasn’t particularly pressing. 


It was still uncertain whether the leaf of the world tree could truly be 
used to lead them into the elven territory, but once that matter was 
taken care of, Eugene had promised to take the elves living in the 
village back with him to the Lionheart clan’s main estate. Although it 
would be better if he had first sought out the permission of the main 
family, since he had already decided on this course of action, he 
intended to just take them back with him for now and then ask for 
permission later. 


And since he was going to take them with him anyway, wouldn’t it 
wrap things up nicely if he took care of the elves that were going to be 
exhibitted at the slave market first? 


“T think a beard might be going too far,” Eugene muttered as he 
looked into the mirror and twisted his face this way and that way. 


“Yes, I believe that your face already looks intimidating enough as it 
is, young master.” The one who had just chimed in with her 

opinion!+! was a one-eyed elf. She was staring at Eugene with her 
single eye, and unlike her polite manner of address, her gaze wasn’t 
all that polite. 


Although Eugene and Kristina were the guests of Guardian Signard, 
many of the elves living in this village harbored antipathy toward 
humans. 


That was also the case for this one-eyed elf named Lavera. The elves 
living here felt particular animosity toward Eugene, since they had 
been informed that they would be leaving Samar soon in order to 
follow him and live in the forest that belonged to the Lionheart clan. 


They understood why this was happening. Guardian Signard had 
personally informed them of the facts behind this move. Rather than 
Samar, which was infested with barbarians and slavers, it would be 
much more comfortable for the elves to live in the forests of the 
Lionheart clan’s main estate. Since they would even be moving over 
the fairy trees that had long protected the elves of this village, there 
would also be no need to worry about the Demonic Disease. 


However... several elves, including Lavera, felt unavoidable fear at the 
thought of being protected not by their own kind or by the forest, but 
by the hated humans. 


Eugene also had a rough idea of what kind of position this proposal 
had left the elves in. He had to admit to himself that by first attending 
the slave market and rescuing the elves that were being exhibited 
there, he was hoping to make a public demonstration of his goodwill 
toward the elves. 


‘Although I don’t really have the spare time to care about how they 


might react to it,’ Eugene mused. 


Still, it should at least soften the hostility that they had shown him 
from the very start. They wouldn’t have any choice but to do so, 
right? They were taking an unnecessary risk in going to the slave 
market, and they were going to have to spend a lot of money to 
purchase the exhibitied elves and escort them back to the village. 
Then, Eugene would also be allowing them to live in the Lionheart 
clan’s estate, which was much safer than this forest. 


‘After having done that much, if they still mindlessly dislike us just 
because we’re humans, would they still be able to call themselves 
elves? They would just be mannerless bastards instead.’ 


While having these thoughts, Eugene changed the cut of his cloak. 
Then Kristina, who had headed out a few moments ago, returned to 
Eugene’s side. 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina called. “Take a look at this.” 


On her return, Kristina’s face was covered with a proud smile. Having 
covered up her priestly outfit with a large robe, she walked over to 
stand in front of Eugene and spun in circles. 


“Tf I do this, then there’s no need for me to take off my priest’s garb, 
and if I put up the hood as well, I can even cover my face,” Kristina 
declared. 


“Don’t you think that it’s a little funny to brag about that like it’s some 
great discovery?” Eugene asked mockingly. 


Kristina’s smile faltered at this question. She stopped spinning around 
on the spot and, while glaring at Eugene with narrowed eyes, she 
buttoned up her robe. 


“..Is it really alright for me to not follow along?” Narissa, who was 
standing nearby on her crutches, asked hesitantly. 


She certainly was afraid of going to the slave market, but she also felt 
the desire to assist Eugene and Kristina, who had already done so 
much to help her. 


“You should just wait here,” Eugene said firmly. “If we needlessly take 
you with us, it would be a pain if we were to run into the Garung 
tribe.” 


“’..Yes...,” Narissa accepted meekly. 


Narissa’s shoulders shook slightly at the words ‘Garung tribe.’ It had 
only been a few days since she had thrown herself off of a cliff in 
order to escape her tribal pursuers mounted on giant wolves. 


“There’s also no real need for you to follow us,” Eugene said, 
addressing Lavera. 


Lavera shook her head. “Do you really think that a foreigner without 
any goods for sale will be able to enter and exit the market as he 
wills?” 


Her argument was irrefutable. Eugene checked the ivory plaque that 
he had already received from Signard. This plaque was issued by the 
Erbor tribe, one of the great tribes of Samar. Without this plaque, no 
matter what they did to disguise themselves as slave traders, they 
wouldn’t even be able to enter the market. 


“Perhaps you could rely on the Lionheart name to get in,” Lavera 
proposed. “If you reveal your true identity, Master, then the various 
tribes are sure to receive you as an esteemed guest and allow you to 
participate in the market. 


“I don’t want to get in there bad enough that I’m willing to smear dirt 
all over the clan’s name,” Eugene grumbled as he stood up. 


With a smile in her single eye, Lavera assured him, “As long as you’re 
carrying the plaque and have trade goods to sell, you can enter the 
market by just paying a small entrance fee.” 


“Will there be an inspection?” Eugene asked. 


“There shouldn’t be. In the first place, those plaques are only spread 
amongst the slave traders,” Lavera explained. 


Eugene didn’t bother to ask why Signard would have such a plaque. 
Wasn’t the reason obvious? The slave traders who originally held it 
must have been caught sneaking around, trying to capture a few of the 
wandering elves, only to meet their ends at Signard’s sword. 


“Don’t worry about it too much. Since I’ve had personal experience 
with the slave market, I can provide you with all the guidance that 
you need,” Lavera said as she fastened a set of shackles around her 
own neck and limbs. 


Watching this sight, Narissa began to tremble in fright. Especially 
when Lavera locked the heavy chains around her own ankles, Narissa 
couldn’t bear it any longer and was forced to sit down with a pale 
face. 


“Sob... hic... sob...” 


Unlike Narissa, who had been overcome by her trauma, Lavera’s eyes 
had settled into a cold gaze. She staggered upright and then placed 
the end of the long chain in Eugene’s hand. 


“’,.Do I really need to hold on to this so early?” Eugene asked 
uncomfortably. 


“You need to get used to treating me with as much cruelty as your 
face suggests you are. If you pointlessly treat me with care, the other 
slave merchants and the natives will be suspicious of you, Sir Eugene,” 
Lavera insisted. 


“Come then, slave,” Eugene immediately acquiesced and awkwardly 
tugged on the chain. 


At this sight, Narissa was forced to cover up a shaky smile, while 
Lavera just shook her head without saying a word. 


“’m Ryan.” 


“ ,.And I am Tina.” 


Before they arrived at the slave market, they stopped to get their 
stories straight. Eugene’s alias was Ryan and Kristina’s alias was Tina. 


Ryan was a former mercenary turned slaver, and Tina was Ryan’s 
wife. 


“Do I really need to be your wife?” Kristina asked petulantly. 

“Then do you want to act as a slave as well?” Eugene asked in return. 
“..In the first place, for a couple to work as a pair of slavers—” 
“There’s a saying, isn’t there, that ‘birds of a feather, flock together’?” 


“When you say that with your current face Sir Eugene, no, Sir Ryan, it 
feels very offensive to me,” Kristina protested. 


“Sorry to say, but your current face isn’t exactly a looker either,” 
Eugene said without sounding particularly apologetic. 


Kristina’s face twisted into a scowl at these provocative words. 
Kristina’s face had been transformed into that of a middle-aged 
woman who looked venomous-tongued and ill-tempered. 


“While you’re at it, you should also change the way you speak.” 
“Huh?” 


“Your polite way of speaking doesn’t fit that face at all. You should 
mix in a few curses, and make your voice a bit scratchier...,” Eugene 
trailed off in thought. 


“.,.Do I really need to do that?” Kristina asked reluctantly. 


“Would you rather be more of a hindrance than a helper by making a 
fuss and drawing attention?” Eugene challenged. 


“Tl... Pll do my...,” Kristina hesitated and then changed tracks. “G- 
Got it, boss.” 


“Tt looks like you just can’t pull it off.” Eugene shook his head. “Why 
don’t you try acting like a mute instead? There shouldn’t be any need 
for you to open your mouth while we’re in there in any case.” 


Kristina squeezed her lips shut and glared at Eugene. If she had her 
usual face, she would have been able to hide her anger behind a smile 
instead of glaring at him like this, but perhaps because of how her 
face had been altered, her angry stare looked especially harsh today. 


Only the largest of tribes held the right to host this slave market. This 
time, the market would be held in the territory of the Zyal tribe. 


‘I thought that we would be going to a city at least.’ 


Perhaps because both foreigners and tribespeople would be coming 
and going, the market would be held in the middle of the forest 
instead of in a city. In terms of being a black market, it resembled the 
Bolero Road that he had visited in Aroth, but otherwise, the slave 
market held here was incomparably more primitive than Bolero Road. 


Even the entrance reflected this fact. The warriors of the Zyal tribe, 
who had set up patrols throughout this area of the forest, gave wide- 
eyed looks to the merchants who were trickling in, while making 
threatening gestures to the guests from the other tribes. 


‘It feels like the market is just a front.’ 


Eugene had a rough idea of what was going on here. The slave market 
only opened twice a year. During those times, even hostile tribes were 
not allowed to fight each other. This was because the great tribes had 
prohibited any fighting within the slave market. 


Even so, in a place where so many people gathered, seeds of conflict 
couldn’t help but be sowed here and there. With how much wariness 
and hostility each tribe harbored toward the others, the tribes felt the 
need to inflate their own stature in order to deter each other’s 
influence. 


The distinguished guests who were connected to each of the tribes 
also deeply enjoyed such a sight. For them, the market itself was a 
rarely-seen attraction. Also, slaves weren’t the only things traded here 


— various other items of interest were also being exchanged. 


Samar was vast. This place wasn’t just overgrown with trees; many 
other valuable resources rarely seen in the rest of the continent were 
buried within. Various priceless gems and mithril extracted from 
Samar’s mines and the materials rendered from the forest’s monsters 
were all sold here. Apart from that, there were also potions that could 
artificially increase one’s mana or strengthen one’s body. These were 
the product of the legacies being passed down through each of the 
tribes from their ancestors. 


For these foreign nobles, such things were more valuable than slaves, 
even if these slaves were elves. 


“.,.. want an elf with some kind of physical imperfection,” one such 
noble muttered to himself. 


It was Dajarang Kobal. Rather than things that weren’t of obvious 
value, this pig was more interested in an elven slave that he could see 
with his own eyes, possess, and play with. 


“.,.-There’s no need to rush,” Ujicha persuaded Dajarang while 
resisting the urge to sneer. 


This chief warrior of the Garung tribe had somehow managed to 
survive the encounter with the unknown assailant a few days ago. 


It was all thanks to the unknown man’s whims. After looking at the 
pathetic Ujicha, who had pissed his pants on the spot and was begging 
for his life, the man had simply disappeared. 


Ujicha felt no shame from what had happened. Anyone who was 
placed in such a situation would have peed their pants. In fact, none 
of the warriors of the Garung tribe who were there at that time had 
come out of it with dry pants. Some had even shit themselves. There 
weren’t just one or two of them who had also collapsed to the ground 
and started begging for their lives. 


Compared to these warriors, Ujicha seemed practically dignified and 
had kept his honor as the chief warrior. He might have begged for his 
life, but he hadn’t fallen to his knees. He might have pissed himself, 


but at least he hadn’t emptied his bowels. 


He somehow hadn’t died and had managed to live another day. Wasn’t 
that enough to ask for? 


One of Shimuin’s Twelve Finest, Bron Jerak, had lost his life, but 
Ujicha had survived. Dajarang Kobal, an important guest, had also 
made it out of the situation alive. 


That was enough to count the situation as a success. Ujicha had not 
been able to get Bron to introduce him to the ladies of the Shimuin 
Kingdom, but as long as he managed to satisfy Dajarang’s desires, he 
could still ensure a splendid future for himself in Shimuin. 


“You... just let me tell you, you’d better make sure to take good care 
of me,” Dajarang glared at Ujicha with an arrogant upturn of his eyes. 
“Just because Bron got himself killed, it doesn’t mean that you can get 
away with treating me badly. After all, you... you know who my 
father is, don’t you? Do you really think I wouldn’t notice what you’re 
really feeling on the inside?” 


Dajarang sure was an asshole, but it wasn’t like he was completely 
brainless. Before he had come here, he had been forced to listen to 
dozens of lectures about the importance of the deal being made 
between his father, Count Kobal, and Ujicha. Even after arriving at the 
Garung tribe, the deceased Bron had also given him dozens of 
reminders. 


“About your tribe’s mine. You know that my father is the only one 
who can give you the terms that you want for the deal, right?” 
Dajarang haughtily sniffed. 


Although not necessarily the truth, Count Kobal was the best trading 
partner that Ujicha had found after reaching out to several places. In 
the first place, Count Kobal was an aristocrat of major importance 
even within the entirety of Shimuin. 


“Bron’s death... well... it was unavoidable. I-it wasn’t my fault,” 
Dajarang stammered. 


Dajarang had no desire to recall that moment. No, he did not. What 


made it even more frightening in retrospect was the fact that Bron had 
died. 


Even though he had been the least of Shimuin’s Twelve Finest, Bron 
had nevertheless been one of the twelve strongest knights in Shimuin, 
and Count Kobal had valued him very much. That was why he had 
attached Bron as an escort for his foolish son and had sent him to 
Samar. 


“T understand what you’re saying, young master.” Ujicha widened his 
eyes innocently as he looked at Dajarang. “Bron’s death was an 
accident. Should the deal be finalized, I will make sure to testify to 
Count Kobal as the young master wishes me to.” 


“Right... that’s right. B-Bron died after falling in a cesspit. After 
getting drunk... h-he fell in your tribe’s toilets because of their open 
design!21], He stumbled into the hole feet-first and died,” Dajarang 
declared proudly. 


Ujicha hesitated, “...Rather than that, how about we say that he died 
while trying to ride a horse after he had too much to drink. In any 
case, there’s no need for the young master to worry. Since I’ll do all 
that I can so that you don’t need to worry about anything.” 


“M-mhm, okay then,” Dajarang accepted. “I’ll make sure to 
compliment you to my father, so that my father can grant you a 
knighthood.” 


At the word ‘knighthood,’ the corners of Ujicha’s lips twitched 
upward. Although he felt sorry for the deceased Bron, thanks to Bron’s 
death, Ujicha’s future was becoming even brighter. 


Having lost such a knight, Count Kobal was sure to be on the lookout 
for strong warriors. Ujicha had the confidence that he was skilled 
enough to fill Bron’s spot. After receiving a knighthood from Count 
Kobal, if Ujicha was able to accumulate enough merits, he might even 
be able to get his name listed within the Group of the Twelve Finest 
that Bron had been a member of. 


‘If that happens, then... I’ll be sure to live a luxurious life as an 
aristocrat,’ Ujicha thought to himself with a smile as he turned to look 


at his surroundings. 


He looked around the primitive and dirty market. Foreign slaves, 
naked and in chains, were displayed like pieces of meat hung up at a 
butcher’s stall. 


“Please save me!” 


There were all sorts of similar calls. Every foreign slave was shouting 
who they were and what country they were from, hoping for rescue. 
The tribal criminals who had been punished with slavery were just 
looking around with fearful eyes, even as they inflated themselves to 
try and look as muscular as possible. 


Seeing this, Ujicha made up his mind. Right now, he had arrived at 
this market as this pig’s escort, but someday he would return here 
again after having become a noble of Shimuin. In front of these big 
guys from the greater tribes, whom as the chief warrior of the Garung 
tribe he wasn’t even qualified to look in the eye as they swaggered 
about, he would return as a noble that they would all struggle to line 
up to greet. 


While picturing that distant — no, not-so-distant future, Ujicha’s lips 
quivered into a smile. 


“Ujicha!” At that moment, Dajarang shouted, grabbed Ujicha by the 
arm, and started shaking him. “Th-that elf! Over there!” 


“What elf?” Ujicha asked. 


Up to this point, they had been taking a look around the market, but 
they had only managed to find one elf for sale. The problem was that 
the elf was a man and Dajarang didn’t show any interest in him 
because all his limbs were intact. 


However, now, Dajarang’s voice was filled with more desire than ever 
before. “Right in front of us!” 


Ujicha looked up ahead to where Dajarang was pointing. 


“.,.But she has all her limbs?” Ujicha pointed out hesitantly. 


“Don’t you see she’s missing an eye!” Dajarang shouted, practically 
gulping back his drool. 


Indeed, now that Ujicha took a second look, the elf in front of them 
had lost her right eye, leaving behind a mass of scars. 


Dajaran muttered excitedly, “She doesn’t even have an eyepatch... 
Are... are those scars from a knife? Or could they be burn scars 
instead?” 


The scarring left on blatant display had aroused Dajaran’s interest. 
While Ujicha definitely couldn’t understand such a twisted taste, for 
the sake of his glorious and sweet future, he had to satisfy Dajarang’s 
desires. 


Ujicha gave a confident nod of his head and quickly strode forward. 
“Oi, you there,” he shouted. 


The merchants dragging this elf with them were a man and a woman. 
Dajarang’s eyes fluttered as he glared at the man holding the elf’s 
chain. 


The male merchant’s physique was quite good, but it couldn’t compare 
to that of Ujicha’s, who had been training in the forest for decades. 


‘Could he be a mercenary turned slaver? That means his skills 
shouldn’t be that great.’ Ujicha evaluated the skills of this slaver with 
the sharp eyes of Garung’s chief warrior. ‘The one beside him... could 
she be his wife?’ 


Seeing how their faces were similarly worn down, they seemed like a 
married couple. 


‘Her body doesn’t appear to have been trained all that much. Could 
she be a wizard... or just a bed warmer?’ 


The answer didn’t really matter. 


While blatantly showing off his imposing biceps, Ujicha blocked the 
path of the two with his arms folded and demanded, “That elf. Sell her 
to me.” 


Chapter 102 
The Market (2) 


The slave market would be open for two days and elves would only be 
exhibited on the first day. On the second day, the focus would be on 
monsters that had already been tamed by the natives or young 
trainable monsters. 


Because they were a rare race that fetched a high price, there was a 
separate area where the elves could be bought and sold. 


Eugene had no shortage of funds. Even at their lowest prices, he could 
get at least a billion sals from selling the jewels that he had managed 
to rip off from the Emir of Kajitan, and apart from that, before 
entering the forest, he had sold a portion of the jewels for about five 
hundred million sals. 


According to Lavera, the basic price of the elves that were sold during 
this market was about three hundred million sals. Though the price 

varied depending on gender, appearance, and physical condition, most 
elves could still be purchased by going up to five hundred million sals. 


Usually, there were at most two elves exhibited each time this market 
was held. This meant that with the money that Eugene had on him, he 
should be able to snap up all the elves. 


‘It’s even cheaper than I thought’ was Eugene’s first thought upon 
hearing the price of an elf from Lavera. 


But in hindsight, it wasn’t really all that good a deal. The elves who 
returned to Samar usually had a few flaws. 


In the case of Narissa, one of her legs had been amputated, while 
Lavera had lost an eye. If an elf were able to escape slavery and travel 
to this distant forest, they were bound to have gone through many 
hardships along the way, and in the process it was also likely for them 


to have received irrecoverable wounds. 


These wounds weren’t necessarily physical wounds either. Even elves 
were helpless in the face of mental illnesses. PTSD in particular was 
one of the chronic diseases most common among elves who had 
experienced slavery. 


To sum up, their limbs weren’t always intact, their virginity wasn't 
guaranteed, they weren’t necessarily young, and even their minds 
might not be sound. Not only that, the chance of them being afflicted 
with the Demonic Disease was not zero, so it was actually surprising 
that elves still went for at least three hundred million sals. 


‘That’s about the same price as a pair of giant’s testicles,’ Eugene 
recalled. 


Gargith, that son of a bitch. Eugene ground his teeth as he recalled 
that distant relative of his that he had last seen several years ago. 
Thanks to that jacked-up muscular pig, his sense of economic scale 
had become strange. 


‘I wonder if he’s still chasing after strange supplements like this?’ 
Eugene thought idly. 


In fact, Eugene had received several letters from Gargith while he was 
in Aroth. Gargith had made sure to send letters of congratulations on 
each of Eugene’s birthdays, along with a gift of things like 
supplements that were supposed to be good for the body. 


Of course, Eugene hadn’t eaten any of them. All of the supplements 
that Gargith had sent were full of questionable ingredients. These 
supplements were instead repackaged into gifts for Lovellian and 
Melkith, who were secretly worried about looking their own age, so 
thanks to Gargith, Eugene had even become pretty well-liked by 
Melkith. 


“Sir Ryan,” Kristina called out his alias. 


“T know,” Eugene said as he stopped his idle reminiscing and looked 
up ahead. 


From a short distance away, a giant bald-headed man was swaggering 
over towards them. Eugene looked at the tattoos inked here and there 
on his bulging muscles, then checked the tribal markings hanging 
from his waist. 


‘The Garung Tribe.’ 


Eugene wasn’t flustered. This market was a huge event that always 
drew a large number of the tribes in the area to participate. It was 
because of this that he hadn’t brought Narissa, as he was afraid that 
her being recognized might cause a commotion. As for the risk that 
someone recognized his face despite his disguise? That was nothing to 
worry about. Eugene had annihilated every single one of the warriors 
of the Garung tribe who had attacked him in their first encounter, 
where he hadn’t had his hood up. 


“Oi, you there,” the bald warrior called out to them, his gaze looking 
down on them. 


Eugene himself was on the tall side, but the warrior surpassed him by 
a head. 


“That elf. Sell her to me,” the warrior demanded. 


Eugene had been wondering what this guy was going to say. Looking 
behind the bald warrior, Eugene spotted the pig-like noble that was 
snickering to himself. 


His skin that seemed like it hadn’t seen much sunlight, a belly fat 
enough that it was poking out of the fabric of his shirt, and hands that 
had never suffered from a day of work in his life... 


That emblem on his chest... I don’t know which clan it belongs to. His 
clothing isn’t in the Kiehl style, either. He must be from Shimuin.’ 


The Sea Kingdom Shimuin was an island country found in the 
Southern Sea. 


Eugene responded to the demand. “My apologies, but this elf cannot 
be sold.” 


Ujicha’s face contorted into a scowl at this reply. He glared down at 
Eugene with a gaze filled with killing intent, but Eugene just shrugged 
gently with a troubled expression on his face. 


“You can’t sell her? Why not?” Ujicha barked out. 


Eugene hesitated. “That’s... there’s a reason why I can’t sell her to 
you.” 


“What’s the reason?” Ujicha growled. 


Even though she had lost an eye, Lavera was nonetheless beautiful, so 
Eugene had been expecting that someone might make an offer for her 
and he had already thought of a reason for which he could turn them 
down. 


“This elf has been cursed,” Eugene stated. 


“’,.A curse? Are you saying that she’s caught the elf-killing disease?” 
Ujicha asked. 


“Indeed, it seems that you’re already aware of it. Yes, this elf has 
caught the disease. She can somehow survive by staying in this forest, 
but if she leaves the forest, she will die within a few days,” Eugene 
explained. 


Ujicha’s brow furrowed at these words. Instead of pressing Eugene any 
further, Ujicha turned his head to look back at Dajarang. 


“So what if she’s caught the disease? Why should that matter?” As if 
he had been waiting for this opportunity, Dajarang stepped forward 
with a smile. “In fact, it’s even better that she’s caught the disease! 
Doesn’t that just make her price cheaper? Oi, that elf, ’11 buy her for 
one hundred million sals!” 


Eugene just let out a snort at Dajarang’s shout and shook his head. 
“There is no way that I can do that. Even if she’s caught the disease, 
an elf is still an elf, so how can I sell her for the low price of one 
hundred million sals?” 


“Then Pll give you three hundred. Three hundred million sals. That 
much should be enough, right?” Dajarang couldn’t contain his 
excitement, his fat ass shaking from side to side. All the while, he had 
been scanning Lavera from head to toe with greedy eyes. 


Eugene hesitated. “...You’re offering three hundred million? But you 
don’t seem like someone who lives in this forest, sire...” 


“Why does that matter?” Dajarang demanded. “I can just play around 
with her while I’m staying in this forest.” 


It seemed that this guy was crazy. Was he really saying that he would 
pay three hundred million sals just to play around with her for a few 
days? Three hundred million sals was a huge amount of money, 
enough to buy a pair of the giant’s testicles that Gargith so enjoyed. 


Eugene composed himself, “...Sire, pardon me, but may I ask how old 
you are?” 


“T’m twenty-three years old.” Although he didn’t know the reason why 
Eugene was asking this question, Dajarang puffed up his chest as he 
replied. 


Eugene let out a deep sigh at these words and shook his head from 
side to side. 


‘Twenty-three years old? It looks like he’s just a brat who’s never once 
had to earn money with his own abilities and was just lucky enough to 
be born into a noble clan. Is he really trying to waste the money that 
his father works so hard to earn, just for a few days of fun?’ 


Eugene saw a reflection of Eward in Dajarang. The unfilial bastard 
who had been sent abroad to Aroth in order to study magic, only to 
play around with succubi and almost get initiated into black magic. 


“Sire, I am truly very sorry, but I refuse to sell this elf to your grace,” 
Eugene firmly rejected the offer. 


“What?!” Dajarang burst out. 


“Although it might be hard for you to believe this, despite all 
appearances, I am proud of my profession and the way I do business,” 
Eugene said sincerely. “If my insight is correct, then your grace should 
be the heir of a high-ranking Shimuin nobleman, and my pride as a 
merchant would never tolerate selling a sick elf like this to such a 
personage.” 


Pride? What kind of bullshit excuse!1] was that? What kind of pride 
could a merchant who sold such flawed elves even have? 


“You lowly merchant, just what in the world do you think you’re 
saying? Could it be that you are afraid that I might pester you later for 
a refund on the grounds that the elf is diseased?” Dajarang glared at 
Eugene with wide eyes. “I am Dajarang Kobal. My father is Shimuin’s 
Count Kobal. I swear on the name and honor of my clan that I won’t 
try to persecute you in any way after our deal has been struck.” 


To think that he would actually place the name and honor of his clan 
on the line just to buy an elf that he intended to use as a perishable 
plaything. 


‘This spoiled bastard is even worse than Eward,’ Eugene realized. 


Hiding his disdain, Eugene denied him again, “It’s not like I don’t 
believe you, sire. It’s that my pride as a merchant won’t allow me to 
do it. I refuse to sell this elf to anyone, not just to you, sire.” 


“You son of a bitch. I’m saying that I’m fine with it, and I’ve even got 
the money to pay for it, so why are you putting up such a fuss and 
refusing to sell to me? Fine, five hundred million, I’m offering you five 
hundred million sals. Still not enough? Then eight hundred million!” 
Dajarang spat out these words with a spray of saliva, but he still kept 
his voice from rising too high. 


While it was true that Count Kobal was a high-ranking nobleman of 
the Shimuin Kingdom, apart from the Garung tribe, he hadn’t been 
able to establish a connection to any of the other greater tribes. It was 
too late to throw out a new line now, as the Zyal tribe was already 
busy managing the current market. If a fight were to break out in the 
market, the Zyal tribe was sure to intervene and Dajarang couldn’t 
risk getting in trouble with them. 


“Sire, what you’re asking me to sell isn’t an elf, it’s my pride. Even if 
you offered me eight billion sals instead of eight hundred million sals, 
I will never sell my pride,” Eugene said with a wide-eyed look of 
sincerity. 


Dajarang was left speechless, pounding his chest in frustration, but 
Ujicha was looking at Eugene with admiration. What pride! Although 
it was only the pride of a merchant, those pride-filled words had 
heavily resonated with what little was left of the warrior’s spirit 
within Ujicha. 


“Then... then if you’re not going to sell her to me, why not just give 
her to me,” Dajarang pleaded petulantly. 


“Please don’t say something so ridiculous,” Eugene scoffed. “I’m not 
going to sell this elf, I’m going to take her out into the forest and kill 
her myself.” 


Dajarang’s jaw dropped. “Why would someone who calls himself a 
businessman eat such a loss...” 


“Tt’s not a loss if it’s for the sake of keeping my pride. Well then, I 
think we’re done here.” Without saying any more, Eugene stepped 
past Dajarang. 


Dajarang reached out to try and grab hold of Eugene, but Ujicha 
managed to grab Dajarang’s wrist first. 


“Y-you son of a bitch,” Dajarang cursed. “Why are you stopping me? 
No, before that, why did you just stay silent instead of helping me?” 


“If I had come forward to threaten him, the Zyal tribe wouldn’t have 
stayed still,” Ujicha said in his defense. 


“So what?! I... I need that elf...,” Dajarang said, panting in rage. 


“Don’t worry about it,” Ujicha lowered his body and whispered into 
Dajarang’s ear. “In any case, he said that he wouldn’t be selling the 
elf. When he leaves the market and exits the Zyal tribe’s territory, we 
can attack him at that moment, kill him, and take the elf for 
ourselves.” 


“’,.Will that really be okay...?” Dajarang asked doubtingly. 
Ujicha reassured him. “It will be fine.” 


Usually, such an action wouldn’t be allowed. This market had been 
opened following an agreement made between the various tribes. The 
agreement also specified that the merchants provided with plaques to 
attend the market were not to be attacked. 


But Ujicha didn’t care about that. Although the pride-filled words that 
the merchant had uttered had resonated with his warrior’s soul, 
Ujicha would still much rather be a nobleman than a warrior. 


“’,. Your nonsense sounded very persuasive,” Kristina said once they 
were alone. 


“Tf you thought that it sounded persuasive, there must be something 
wrong with your head,” Eugene snorted. 


“In the first place, I did call it nonsense, didn’t I?” Kristina defended 
herself. “Thanks to Sir Ryan, it seems that I’ve learned a rather useless 
life lesson.” 


“Life lesson?” Eugene repeated. 


“Yes. The outcome of an argument is often decided by how loud your 
voice is, rather than logic,” Kristina said with a sigh. “And rather than 
persuasion, you should just back them into a corner and give them no 
room to respond.” 


“Tina, you really are a genius...!” Eugene gaped at Kristina with a 
look of admiration. 


Kristina just tilted her head questioningly at his sudden exclamation. 
yeti?” 


“The ‘life lesson’ you spouted just now is something I actually learnt 
entirely from you. But why have you only realized it just now? Could 
it be that you taught it to me without even realizing that you were 
doing so?” Eugene praised her sarcastically. 


“Please just shut up,” Kristina hissed as she rolled her eyes and glared 
at Eugene. 


The following transactions all went smoothly in their own way. 
Eugene bought two male elves, and one of them had even been 
afflicted with the Demonic Disease, so he was able to purchase the elf 
for less than the market price. 


If there was one thing that could be called a minor issue, it would be 

that the last elf exhibited for sale was a female. She hadn’t caught the 
Demonic Disease and she didn’t have any scars, so the merchant who 
was selling her had been able to drive up her price until it was much 

higher than market price. 


“...One billion sals,” Eugene raised the bid even as he felt like he was 
about to cough out blood. 


The spectators that had flocked to this impromptu auction let out 
cheerful roars. In order to pay one billion sals, Eugene would need to 
dig into the last of his remaining gems. It might be stating the 
obvious, but the Lionheart clan’s Black Card couldn’t be used in a 
market like this. 


‘Don’t raise the bid any more,’ Eugene begged inwardly. ‘Wait, no, 
please do raise it. That way I can just give up cleanly.’ 


Feeling distressed at the potential loss of so much money, Eugene 
clenched his fists tightly. He didn’t want to make a fuss, so if he 
needed to, he would reluctantly pay for the elf with his remaining 
jewels. 


However, now that he didn’t have any money left, wasn't the only 
option to give up if someone had a higher bid? So Eugene still held 
out hope that someone would post a higher bid, so he could be free to 
give up. Of course, that didn’t mean he would just give up on saving 
that elf. He would just be left with no choice, really, no choice at all, 
but to don a mask and become a robber. 


“A billion sals! Someone has offered a billion sals,” the auctioneer 
called out. 


‘Please, someone, anyone, please place a bid.’ 


After a final countdown, the auctioneer announced, “Sold for a billion 
sals! Congratulations!” 


“What’s there to congratulate, you son of a bitch,” Eugene cursed 
quietly. 


“Huh?” The auctioneer leaned closer 


“No... thanks for this,” Eugene said as he swallowed the anger that 
was welling up inside of him and took out his box of jewels. 


With this purchase, Eugene had managed to squander all the jewels 
that he had brought into the forest with him. The slave trader who 
had managed to sell his elf at twice the market price had a truly 
gleeful look on his face. With his molars on full display |21, he 
calculated the total amount as he assessed each gem individually. 


“All done, youw’re free to take her with you.” Once he confirmed that 
the jewels had the appropriate value, the merchant happily handed 
over the elf. 


cc 


...” Eugene silently accepted his new purchase. 


“T?’m happy to have reached such a good deal with you. But you really 
are quite unusual, brother. What are you planning on doing with four 
elves?” the slave trader asked. 


Eugene’s mouth snapped open to let out an angry reply, only for him 
to get a hold of his boiling emotions and turn away from the man. 


All four elves, including Lavera, were riding in the cart that they had 
brought with them from the elven village. 


Kristina hesitantly asked, “...Sir Ryan, are you feeling fine?” 


“No, I’m not,” Eugene ground out. 


“Your money was used to save those in need. Don’t think of it as a 
waste,” Kristina advised. 


“Who said that I was?” Eugene huffed. “I just said that I wasn’t feeling 
fine. Do I look like someone who’s going to act upset just because I 
had to spend one and a half billion?” 


“Aren’t you feeling pretty upset right now?” 
“This is just how I usually look.” 


Although he had never had to worry about money ever since he had 
been reincarnated, Eugene still couldn’t help but feel that it was 
wasteful to have spent so much money. 


‘It’s alright... it might have been one and a half billion sals, but that’s 
only enough to buy five pairs of giant’s testicles,’ Eugene tried to 
comfort himself, but this didn’t help him very much. 


While Eugene was riding the horse that was pulling the cart, the elves 
who were riding behind him were all listening to Lavera’s tale. The 
elves had all thought that they would definitely be branded as slaves 
and sold to other masters, but Lavera’s words brought hope to these 
newly purchased elves. 


As they traveled, Eugene’s scowling face also began to loosen up little 
by little. 


“'..Sir Ryan,” Kristina spoke up. 
“T know,” Eugene said with a grin as he pulled on the horse’s reins. 


As the horse accelerated, the cart started rattling. None of the elves 
made any noise to show surprise. Until moments ago, the faces of 
these elves had been filled with hope, but now all that was seen 
spreading across the elves’ faces was fear. 


Lavera tried to stay calm. There was no need for her to worry. The 
Guardian of their village, Signard, had spoken to her personally before 
they left. They were going to a dangerous place, but there shouldn’t be 


any danger. No, well, they might run into something dangerous, but it 
wouldn’t pose much of a problem. 


Signard had said these words while trying to reassure Lavera. 


...But was that really the case? Lavera’s shoulders began to shake at 
the sounds she was hearing. She could hear the pounding footsteps of 
a tribal warrior drawing closer. Why were they being chased? The 
natives of the forest should be bound by the rule of not attacking the 
merchants who were invited to the market. 


“ ..Sir Ryan...?” Lavera sought out some reassurance. 


Tension and fear was causing her breaths to quicken. Lavera placed a 
hand on her chest to calm her pounding heart as she turned to look at 
Eugene for reassurance. 


Hearing a call come from behind him, Eugene turned his head around 
to look back at her and asked, “What’s with your expression?” 


“A-are we going to be alright?” Lavera stammered. 


“Of course we’re going to be alright. This actually works out great for 
us,” Eugene replied with a bright smile. 


While their pursuers had been quickly narrowing the gap between 
them, past a certain point, they had stopped drawing any closer and 
were keeping their distance. Were they waiting until Eugene and his 
party had reached a point where an attack wouldn’t cause any 
political problems for the raiders? 


I guess I should be grateful,’ Eugen thought to himself as he 
continued heading straight forward, not seeing any need to change 
direction. 


Like this, they soon left the territory of the Zyal tribe. As the cart 
slowly headed deeper into the forest, Eugene was left wondering when 
their attackers would approach. Was it now? 


Yep, it was now. 


Their pursuers sped up and quickly closed the distance. Then, they 
overtook the cart. The warrior who had been chasing after Eugene’s 
group appeared to have been jumping through the tree branches 
above the road, as he fell from the air a good distance in front of 
them, blocking the path of the cart. Without panicking, Eugene 
brought the cart to a halt. 


“Urp...!” Dajarang, who had been hanging on to Ujicha’s back, 
covered his mouth as he held in the urge to vomit. 


He quickly got down from Ujicha’s back, collapsed onto the ground 
and vomited. 


“Get down.” Even as the sounds of vomiting continued to ring out 
from behind him, Ujicha did not look back at Dajarang and instead 
pointed his finger at Eugene as he made this demand. 


As he did, he also checked to see that Kristina and the elves were still 
riding in the cart. He wasn’t interested in Kristina herself, since she 
had yet to remove her disguise of a middle-aged lady. However, after 
he handed the one-eyed elf over to Dajarang, that left three elves for 
him... 


Ujicha licked his lips with a smile. 
Eugene stood up without getting down from the driver’s seat. [3] 


“You said that your name was Dajarang Kobal, right?” Like Ujicha, 
Eugene stretched out a finger and pointed at Dajarang. 


“Urp... Uwaaargh...” Dajarang was unable to reply to the question 
and just kept vomiting. 


But the truth was that his reply didn’t matter. 


Eugene had spent one and a half billion sals in order to buy these 
three elves. Dajarang had said that he would buy Lavera for eight 
hundred million. 


In other words, Dajarang had at least eight hundred million sals’ 


worth of gems on him. 


‘It can’t be helped.’ Eugene suppressed the urge to laugh as he leapt 
down from the cart. ‘I had no intention of robbing him. But since this 
bastard decided to try and engage in robbery first by blocking my 
way, then... ’ 


That just left Eugene with no other choice. 


“Don’t you understand what kind of situation you’re in?” Ujicha’s lips 
twisted into a scowl as he looked at Eugene, who showed no signs of 
fear. 


Ujicha hadn’t brought any of the other warriors from his tribe with 
them, but there shouldn’t be any problems. It was just a single lowly 
slave trader after all. Tearing someone like him to pieces would be 
even easier for Ujicha than catching and killing an insect... 


“What?” Ujicha unconsciously spat out a surprised cry. 


The slave strader, who had been right in front of them until just now, 
had suddenly disappeared. 


1. The original Korean idiom for bullshit was ‘the sound of a dog 
chewing on a bone.’ @ 


2. The original Korean term has it as ‘his gums were in full bloom.’ = 


3. Pending clarification as previously it said that Eugene was on 
horseback. 


Chapter 103 
The Market (3) 


‘Where did he go?’ 


Ujicha, chief warrior of the Garung tribe, couldn’t help but feel 
flustered. He had lost sight of the slave trader. Could the man have 
escaped? But would he really have run away, leaving behind the elves 
that he had paid so much money to purchase and even his own wife? 


More importantly, if the merchant really had run away, just when had 
he found an opening to do so? Ujicha had been looking right at him, 
never once turning his gaze away. 


In fact, he had blinked a few times. As he was only human, Ujicha 
definitely couldn’t go without blinking. 


It was precisely during that blink of an eye. That span of time was 
long enough for Eugene to accelerate away from his position. 


Bam! 


A kick from outside his field of vision slammed into Ujicha’s jaw. This 
blow completely surpassed all of Ujicha’s expectations. Who could 
have imagined that a lowly slave trader would be able to move like 
that? 


As a result, Ujicha didn’t even manage to let out a cry. The surprise 

attack was too quick and sharp. With just one blow, Ujicha had lost 

consciousness. His pupils widened sightlessly as the over two meters 
tall giant staggered on his feet. 


Splat. 


Collapsing backward, Ujicha’s bald head fell right in the center of a 


puddle of vomit. Dajarang, who was still gagging as he found himself 
unable to shake off the motion sickness, couldn’t help but let out a 
scream. 


“Wh-wh-what!” 


Without even wiping away the vomit that was staining his mouth, 
Dajarang jumped backward. At least, he tried to jump backward. As 
someone who had been overweight for most of his life, his 
overworked knees were unable to execute the sudden ‘leap!’ 
command. 


In the end, Dajarang wasn’t able to back off as far as he had intended. 
After only having taken a couple of steps, the churning that this 
movement set off within his bloated body once again set off his urge 
to vomit. 


“Uwaaaargh...” 


Dajarang vomited all over the unconscious Ujicha’s face. Eugene had 
seen all sorts of messy and terrible things during his previous life, but 
his face still distorted in an honest look of disgust at the sight in front 
of him. 


“Fuck, that’s nasty,” Eugene cursed. 
Dajarang just kept vomiting. “Urp... Uwaaargh...” 


“Just how much did you eat that you can keep vomiting and vomiting 
without any sign of stopping?” Eugene spat out as he wriggled his 
fingers. 


Strands of wind condensed around his fingertips and shot towards 
Dajarang. 


Boom! 


A bullet of wind struck Dajarang right in the solar plexus and stuck 
there without scattering. As someone who had contracted Tempest, 
the Spirit King of the Wind, Eugene could control this ‘breeze’ as 


easily as if it was the mana within his own core. 
“Urp... Uwaaargh...!” 


The ball of wind embedded into the pit of Dajaran’s stomach began to 
swirl. As it drilled into Dajarang’s fat belly, it sent vibrations 
throughout the rest of his body. It wasn’t just Dajarang’s flesh that was 
sent rippling — the violent ball of wind shook Dajarang’s innards, 
forcing everything that still remained in his stomach and had yet to be 
vomited up and out of his esophagus. 


For someone like Dajarang, who had been born to a count and lived a 
life without any suffering or hardship, the pain that he was presently 
feeling was an unknown sensation that he had never before 
experienced in his life and hoped never to experience again in the 
future. After Dajarang had vomited out everything that had been in 
his stomach, he was left crawling on the floor, tears and snot dripping 
down his face. 


Dajarang begged, “Pl-pl-please, please spare me...” 


“Who said that I was going to kill you?” Eugene spat out as he 
wrinkled his nose. 


He had been worried that Dajarang would just keep vomiting without 
being able to answer his questions, so Eugene’s assault had just been 
meant to make sure that there was nothing left to vomit. Instead of 
getting any closer to Dajarang, Eugene just pointed a finger at him. 


“Hee!” Although Eugene had only pointed a finger at him, Dajarang 
let out a squeal and got onto his knees. 


Dajarang would never forget the pain that he had just felt when those 
outstretched fingers had launched the ball of wind that had assaulted 
him. As such, Dajarang couldn’t help but preemptively get on his 
knees in a begging position. In all his twenty-three years of life, this 
was the first time that this young master had lacked confidence that 
his authority as the son of a count would be enough to protect him 
from the threat right in front of him. 


“How much money do you have on you?” Eugene bluntly asked, 


Pinching his outstretched index finger and his thumb together, Eugene 
formed a circle with his hand. It was obvious what that gesture 
symbolized, but this greedy demand actually reassured Dajarang. If all 
that Eugene wanted was money, wasn’t that simple and easy to 
handle? 


“J-I have about three hundred million sals in actual currency. In 
jewels, I have about a billion sals,” Dajarang honestly confessed. 


“And what would you do if I asked you for that money?” Eugene 
prompted. 


Dajarang stammered, “O-of course I’ll give it to you...” 


“T’m grateful that you’re willing to give it to me. But maybe you'll 
remember this incident later and try to get revenge on me?” Eugene 
purposefully emphasized the word ‘later’ as he stared at Dajarang. 


These words caused Dajarang to make the best use of his head in all 
his twenty-three years of life. He immediately reached a conclusion: 
since the word ‘later’ had been uttered, wouldn’t it mean that the 
merchant didn’t intend to kill him? 


Dajarang immediately shook his head. 


“O-on Count Kobal’s honor, something like that definitely won’t 
happen,” Dajarang swore. 


“Why are you placing your innocent father’s honor on the line?” 
Eugene grumbled as he stared at Dajarang. “I never did anything to 
provoke you. If I really had to come up with something, it would be 
that I didn’t sell you the slave that you wanted. But as a merchant, it’s 
up to me to decide whether or not I sell you something, isn’t that 
right?” 


“Y-yes,” Dajarang quickly agreed. 


“Then things should have been over once we parted ways, but then 
you had to try and kill me. Isn’t that right? You definitely colluded 

with that native who’s lying over there, the one who’s still out cold. 
You were planning on killing me, and also planning on killing the 


woman who’s with me, then you would just steal away the elves that 
I’ve been transporting for yourself. Am I right?” Eugene eyed him 
challengingly. 


“Yes...,” Dajarang reluctantly admitted. All the while, Dajarang was 
inwardly praying to himself, ‘Don’t wake up.’ 


Ujicha was still lying there unconscious. But what would happen if he 
woke up? Would Ujicha be able to do anything to change this 
situation? The chief warrior of the Garung Tribe, someone who had 
been knocked unconscious by a single blow from this slave trader, and 
who had begged for his life while pissing himself in front of the 
monster that had killed Bron? 


Trembling in fear, Dajarang slowly reached into his pocket. 


Eugene nodded in approval. “Since you’re the one who caused all of 
this to happen in the first place, you should also be the one to take 
responsibility for this.” 


The item that Dajarang pulled out of his pocket was a small purse. 
Darang turned the purse upside down and shook it. Several large 
jewelry boxes fell out with a thud. 


“This is the price that you’ve paid to keep your life,” Eugene warned 
him as he stared at Dajarang with narrowed eyes. “If you try to find 
me again, then you won’t be able to pay me off with just jewels, I 
truly will take your life as the cost of your sins.” 


Eugene’s face had been disguised. The identity that he had used to 
enter Samar was also a fake one. And in the first place, ever since he 
had truly entered the forest, he had never actually used his identity 
card. As for the currency and the jewels that he was currently taking 
from Dajarang? Things like these could be laundered cleanly no 
matter the amount. 


Even so, Eugene had still given Dajarang a warning. Then, he 
summoned up a breeze that carried the heavy jewelry boxes over to 
him. 


“.,.Aargh,” just then Ujicha opened his eyes with a groan. 


The first thing that he sensed was an indescribably complex and subtle 
‘flavor.’ Behind that, lingered a somewhat familiar ‘smell.’ These two 
things quickly awakened his dazed mind. 


“Gagh!” Ujicha shouted as he shot upright. 


While scraping off the vomit that covered his head and face, Ujicha 
quickly took in his surroundings. He saw Dajarang on his knees, and 
the jewelry boxes floating in the air. And in front of him stood the 
slave trader. 


Rage drove Ujicha’s body into immediate action. He let out a roar and 
charged at Eugene. 


Ujicha wasn’t someone who had won the position of the chief warrior 
solely on the basis of his fearsome looks. His mana, which had quickly 
sprung into operation, accelerated Ujicha’s body into a blur. 


However, this level of acceleration still seemed slow to Eugene. He 
clicked his tongue and gently pressed his foot into the ground. 


Bababang! 
The ground in front of him rose to become a barrier. 


‘Magic!’ Ujicha realized in alarm as kicked off the ground into a jump. 
As he did, he felt that something was off. 


The warriors of Samar were all able to receive the protection of the 
spirits without having to learn summoning magic. The warriors who 
were born in this vast forest possessed an affinity to spirits from birth, 
and in Ujicha’s case, he had received the protection of the spirits of 
the wind. 


The primal spirits existing in every gust of wind were what allowed 
Ujicha to move so agilely for his size. However, his current leap 
forward wasn’t as powerful as he’d been expecting. 


Ujicha had intended on leaping high into the sky and crushing this 
cheeky slave trader’s skull by smashing down on him from above. But 


his current leap only barely allowed him to jump over the barrier. 
‘What’s going on?’ Ujicha asked himself. 


The reason was quite simple. Primitive spirits without their own will 
couldn’t resist the command of higher spirits, and all the wind in the 
area was under Eugene’s control. In other words, Ujicha’s 
compatibility with Eugene was the absolute worst. 


Eugene waved his right hand towards Ujicha. 
Roooar! 


A huge gust of wind swallowed Ujicha. The gust then transformed into 
a storm of blades, tearing Ujicha’s clothes into pieces. 


“Gaaagh!” Ujicha screamed as he struggled in the middle of this 
slicing whirlwind. 


Eugene stared at Ujicha with an indifferent expression on his face. 
Unlike his hairless scalp, Ujicha’s body was covered in thick hair. 
Eugene nodded to himself and clenched his hand into a fist. 


Bang! 


The gust of wind exploded. With his body engulfed by the wind, 
Ujicha had all of his hair torn out at the root by the explosion, leaving 
not a single strand behind. 


“Kyaaah!” Ujicha let out a high-pitched scream as he experienced a 
pain the likes of which he had never felt before in his life. 


The smooth-shaven Ujicha fell to the ground, but he didn’t manage to 
land on his feet. Eugene raised another gust of wind that lifted Ujicha 
back into the air. 


“L-let go of me!” Ujicha demanded as he tried to somehow wrestle 
himself free of the wind’s grap. 


Ujicha’s core churned as he squeezed all he could out of his mana and 
earnestly prayed to the spirits that had granted him their protection. 
In addition to that, he even activated the battle sorcery of the Garung 
tribe. 


The Garung tribe’s battle sorcery borrowed the power of the soul. It 
could be seen as a kind of necromancy. It wasn’t just the Garung — 
there were several tribes that used this type of battle sorcery that was 
derived from necromancy, and the techniques that Ujicha used 
weren’t anything uncommon to Samar. 


But it was something that in Eugene’s opinion shouldn’t be used. 
Eugene felt the souls that were being drawn to Ujicha. It was similar 
to how black magic could summon resentful spirits and completely 
erase the selves from their past lives. 


‘How disgusting,’ Eugene thought with a scowl. 


Eugene hated this type of sorcery because of how much it resembled 
black magic. As such, he didn’t feel the need to show any mercy. After 
all, his opponent wasn’t someone who deserved mercy in this first 
place. This bastard was the one who had tried to attack him 
unprovoked. 


“Uwaaagh!” 


Dajarang covered his ears, his body trembling as he tried to block out 
the screams that were coming from above his head. There was also 
crackling and popping as Ujicha’s bones were forcibly twisted. Ujicha 
quickly started screaming for mercy, causing Dajarang to recall a 
memory from just a few days ago that he had earnestly hoped never to 
recall. 


It was the memory of the monster that had torn Bron into two pieces 
with such ease. Their bestial eyes that had flashed gold from beneath 
their hood, and the sharp fangs that appeared each time the monster’s 
lips curled up into a smile. 


‘I-I just want to go back,’ Dajarang desperately prayed. ‘Back to my 
home... to Shimuin... ’ 


The sound of Ujicha’s screams began to fade away. It wasn’t because 
the screams had stopped; instead, the source of the screams was 
quickly flying away from Dajarng. 


Would a human be able to survive having their limbs twisted like a 
pretzel and then being thrown into the distance? Even if fate somehow 
allowed them to survive, how would they be able to continue living in 
this savage forest with a body that couldn’t move on its own? 


But none of that mattered to Eugene. He packed the jewelry boxes 
inside of his cloak, then he returned to the cart. 


“May you have a peaceful death,” Kristina prayed in the direction that 
Ujicha had flown with her hands clasped in front of her. 


These words felt like a nasty joke to Eugene, he sneered and said, “It’s 
ridiculous to expect a peaceful death for him. If he somehow manages 
to survive, he’s in for a fate worse than death; and even if he gets 
lucky and dies as soon as he hits the ground, he’l! still have to suffer 
all that pain before he dies.” 


“However, after his death, he may find peace,” Kristina responded 
with a soft smile. 


Yep, she was just as twisted as expected. 


As he hid such a thought, Eugene grabbed hold of the reins. With a 
rattle, the cart began to move. 


The elves were completely silent, not even daring to breathe. 
However, even as they did their best to not attract attention, they 
were glancing over at Dajarang who was still kneeling on the ground. 
The elves, who had become accustomed to being persecuted while 
being sold as slaves, felt an unfamiliar pleasure when they saw this 
human noble kneeling on the ground and pleading for his life, still not 
daring to raise his head. 


The same went for Lavera. She touched the scarred pit that had once 
been her right eye before it was stabbed out with a sword by her 
former master and then cauterized. An unfamiliar heat was burning in 
her eye socket. Heat of a completely different kind from the pain that 


she had felt when she was burned. 


‘...How cool,’ Lavera thought to herself as she stared at Eugene’s back 
with a passionate eye. 


“’,..1 think that you should probably head west,” Signard said vaguely. 
“Your words don’t sound very certain,” Eugene critiqued. 


“Tt can’t be helped. I told you that I haven’t been able to properly 

retain the memories,” Signard grumbled with a frown. “All that’s left 
of my memories are... a few fragmented recollections. Solely relying 
on those, I wandered around desperately searching for our domain.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then why don’t we just go looking for it together?” 
Eugene offered, his head tilted to the side in question. 


Signard didn’t answer right away. After staring at Eugene for a few 
moments, he grinned and shook his head. 


“Of course I can’t do that. Because I don’t know what might happen 
while I’m away from the village,” Signard explained. 


Although it was the first time that Eugene had made this offer, he had 
already expected that Signard would reply in such a manner. The fairy 
trees’ barrier wasn’t absolute. The reason why this village built for the 
wandering elves had lasted for all these years was because Signard cut 
down all the intruders who attempted to approach it. 


“...In the recent years, I’ve been coming in more frequent contact with 
the dark elves,” Signard muttered as he stroked the sword at his side. 
“Every time they draw near, I catch, interrogate and execute them. By 
doing so, I’ve been able to keep abreast of the situation. I’ve heard 
that the Corruptor, Iris, has been trying to infect more of the elves 
with her corruption in order to secure her position.” 


cc 


...” Eugene listened silently. 


“Isn’t it funny? That girl is a monster — no, she’s a piece of shit that 
shouldn’t even exist. So much so that it’s even hard to believe that we 
were once the same race, much less belonging to the same nation. 
After being responsible for massacring so many elves three hundred 
years ago, does she really think she can just take the remaining elves 
into her embrace at this point?” 


Creak. 


Signard gripped the hilt of his sword tightly as he ground his teeth. “I 
can’t trust her word. Iris and her dark elves say that they are only 
making the wandering elves an ‘offer’, but there is no way that’s the 
truth. They must be intimidating those poor elves and forcibly turning 
them into dark elves. If the elves refuse to accept the offer, then they 
would surely be killed. What would happen if the dark elves were to 
come... while I was absent from the village?” 


Signard had taken part in the war three hundred years ago. He was 
one of the few survivors left among the elven rangers. In a forest that 
had been set on fire by Iris, he had seen hundreds of corpses 
belonging to elves who had had their intestines pulled out. This scene 
had burned itself into Signard’s brain, becoming an unshakeable 
memory that had haunted him for the past hundreds of years. 


“..If we do manage to find the elven territory, then it might help you 
to overcome your trauma,” Eugene said with a bitter smile. “After all, 
since no one had been able to find it for hundreds of years, it should 
still be at peace.” 


“...Yes, that’s right,” Signard muttered as he loosened his tight grip on 
the hilt of his sword. 


“If we aren’t able to find it, then don’t feel too disappointed,” Eugene 
continued. “It might not be as large as Samar, but the forest at our 
main estate is also pretty large. It wouldn’t make a noticeable 
difference even if a hundred or so elves started living within it.” 


“...More than that, it should be much safer,” Signard sighed as he 
looked at Eugene with a relieved expression. “... Thank you, Hamel.” 


Eugen tried to brush him off, “What are you saying all of sudden?” 


“...Because if you hadn’t come here, I wouldn’t have had any hope of 
safely bringing the elves to leave this village. As such I must express 
my gratitude,” Signard explained sincerely. 


“Well, what else can I say,” Eugene accepted this thanks with a snort 
and stood up. “So anyway. I should just go west from here... Is there 
anything else?” 


“Since hundreds of years have passed, all of the landmarks should also 
have changed,” Signard admitted with a shrug. 


“Useless bastard,” Eugene scoffed. 


“..While heading west, pay close attention to the leaf. If you do that, 
then you should probably be able to find your way into the territory.” 
Signard lowered his gaze and let out a sigh. “...I’m afraid that I have 
no other advice for you.” 


“Then that’s all I need to know. I’ll set off immediately.” Eugene 
patted Signard on the shoulder and left the hut. 


Kristina was already waiting for him at the entrance to the village. 


After offering a bow to Signard, who had followed behind Eugene, she 
turned to Eugene and asked, “Are we heading out now?” 


“Yep,” Eugene confirmed with a nod. 


Kristina wasn’t the only one waiting for them at the entrance. All of 
the elves who lived in this village had come out to see them off. It 
seemed that there were believers who worshiped the god of light 
among them, as some of the elves put their hands together and raised 
a prayer to Kristina. 


No, it wasn’t just Kristina. Several elves were also looking at Eugene 
with expectant eyes. 


Such gazes weren’t unfamiliar to him. 


‘It’s heavy,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


Whether it was in the past or the present, such gazes that were full of 
expectation felt unbearably heavy. But did the elves have any option 
other than praying earnestly for Eugene and Kristina’s success? They 
had to know that his village wasn’t guaranteed to stay safe. So they 
couldn’t help but hang their expectations onto Eugene and Kristina. 


As he looked around, Eugen recalled something, ‘Vermouth... ’ 


Narissa was sobbing and crying as she said goodbye. Though they’d 
only been traveling together for a few days, she seemed to have 
developed a crush on him. Even as she cried, she was looking at 
Eugene with admiration in her tearful eyes. 


Lavella was also looking at him with eyes similar to Narissa’s. 


Finishing the thought, Eugene asked his old friend, ‘...Did all this feel 
even heavier for you than it does for me?’ 


Everyone calling him a hero and having to bear everyone’s 
expectations. No matter where he went, those who recognized 
Vermouth would always ask him to save the world, defeat the Demon 
Kings, and avenge the deaths of their children, parents, and friends. 


“T would hate to be a hero,” Eugene unconsciously spat out his true 
feelings. 


“.,.Huh?” Kristina turned to Eugene with a puzzled expression. 


“That’s just the way I feel,” Eugene muttered with a shrug. 


Chapter 104 
Sienna (1) 


It was a few days after they had headed west, following Signard’s 
directions. 


After leaving the village of the wandering elves, they hadn’t run into 
anything particularly troublesome. They had encountered a few 
monsters and discovered traces of nearby tribes, but they hadn’t run 
into any of the natives. 


“...Ah,” Eugene let out a gasp. 


He felt ‘movement’ coming from the leaf of the world tree that he had 
stored in his chest pocket. It wasn’t just an illusion. Most of Eugene’s 
senses had been focused on this dried leaf during these past few days 
of travel, and Eugene wasn’t foolish enough to make such a mistake 
no matter how eagerly he had been waiting for a response. 


Eugene immediately pulled the leaf out of his pocket. He stilled the 
wind that was blowing towards them and then stared at the leaf as he 
held it in the palm of his hand. 


The leaf began to move once more. Having come over to his side at 
some point, Kristina’s face brightened as she saw this. 


The leaf in Eugene’s palm moved slowly. While constantly shifting 
ever so slightly, the leaf was moving forward in a certain direction. 


“Tt’s like a compass,” Eugene muttered as he placed it back inside his 
pocket. 


“Why are you putting it back?” Kristina asked. 


“Tt’s cumbersome to keep holding it in my hand as we travel. In any 


case, even if I keep it in my pocket, I can still feel where it’s trying to 
head,” Eugene explained. 


This direction was... just slightly off from due west. It looked like 
Signard’s memory wasn’t wrong, so for him to have failed to find the 
elven territory even with that, there had to be another reason that had 
kept him from doing so. While feeling his heart pound with 
excitement, Eugene hurried his steps. 


As they went in the direction that it was indicating, the leaf’s reaction 
grew stronger. At first it would only wriggle slightly to show they 
were going in the right direction, but now it was practically oscillating 
as if it was trying to climb out of his pocket. 


As the leaf’s reaction grew stronger, Eugene’s steps also grew faster. 
Without losing track of Eugene’s movements, Kristina kept following 
him. 


Sir Eugene,” Kristina called out. 
“T know,” Eugene spat out, his voice shaking slightly. 


Even as he focused on racing forward, Eugene didn’t miss the 
‘changes’ that were occurring around them. The wind had begun to 
pick up, and it felt different from an ordinary breeze. 


It wasn’t just the wind either. The ground and the trees also felt 
different from the forest that these two had been walking through for 
the past two months or so. 


However, Eugene couldn’t tell exactly what was different about it. He 
thus pulled Wynnyd out of his cloak. 


[...This is surprising. ] 


Tempest’s voice rang out inside of Eugene’s head. Without needing 
any explanation whatsoever, Tempest immediately grasped the 
situation. 


[A primal spirit... No, could this be the spirit of the World Tree?] 


‘What does that mean?’ Eugene asked. 
[Do you know what a primal spirit is?] 


‘Of course I know. It’s the lowest class of spirit without a will of their 
own.’ 


Tempest let out a low chuckle at this answer. 


[The lowest class of spirit you say... Fine, I guess you could also see it 
that way. ] 


‘Is that not the case?’ 


[Primal spirits are the pure essence of spirits. Weaker than the lesser 
spirit of the wind, the Sylph, a primal spirit can’t even mount any 
resistance to the breeze that a Sylph can raise, but... primal spirits 
won’t lose themselves even when they’re caught in a Sylph’s breeze. ] 


‘...,, Eugene listened silently. 


[Whether it is I, the Spirit King, or a Sylph, a lesser spirit, we were all 
also primal spirits at one point. ] 


After pondering for a few moments, Eugene asked, ‘...Is it a similar 
state to mana?’ 


[That’s right. Primal spirits are similar to mana. You might even see 
them as... another aspect of mana. Just like how mana exists 
everywhere in existence, so too do the primal spirits. All wind, earth, 
fire, and water are composed of mana and the primal spirits. ] 


‘But why did your reply sound so vague when you were saying that 
you were once a primal spirit?’ Eugene pointed out. 


[Hamel, do you have any memories from when you were a fetus? ] 


‘...1 do have memories of the moment I was born.’ 


[However, you don’t remember the time when you were in your 
mother’s womb. Even the fact that your memories start from the 
moment that you were born is because you were reincarnated with the 
memories and personality of your previous life. Ordinary people, no 
matter how good their memory might be, would not be able to 
remember the moment they were born. ] 


‘Well, of course that’s the case. But what does all that have to do with 
the spirit of the World Tree?’ 


Having signed a contract with Tempest, Eugene had thought that after 
coming to Samar he might perhaps be able to get Tempest to help him 
find the elves and their elven domain. Tempest was the Spirit King of 
the Wind, with command over the wind spirits, and as elves had an 
innate affinity to the spirits, their entire race was able to sign 
contracts with spirits without having to learn any particular spirit 
summoning techniques. 


However, things hadn’t proved to be that easy. For a spirit, contracts 
were absolute. No matter how much authority that Tempest had as the 
Spirit King of the Wind, it was impossible for him to get the wind 
spirits under his command to spill any information about their 
contractors. 


[Just as I was saying. ] 
Tempest’s voice was filled with an unconcealable excitement. 


[If a spirit that dwells in the wind is called a wind spirit, then the 
spirit that dwells in the World Tree must be the spirit of the World 
Tree. It is different from a tree spirit. ] 


‘,..Isn’t the World Tree basically just an old fairy tree?’ 
[Are you being serious?! ] 


‘Nah, I just wanted to try saying it. Even I know that the World Tree is 
special.’ 


A tree whose young saplings were able to set up a barrier and block 
the advancement of the Demonic Disease couldn’t be said to just be 


some ancient tree that had been around for a long time. In the first 
place, fairy trees were extremely rare and were used as powerful 
magical reagents. 


[...Elves have always placed their faith in the World Tree. They 
believe that their deceased ancestors and those that they have lost... 
all of the elven souls are guided to the World Tree after their death, 
and they also believe that the tree will always protect their race. ] 


‘But it’s not like all elves believe that. After all, there are also elves 
who serve the god of light.’ 


[Isn’t that something unavoidable? Faith is a choice that everyone 
makes for themselves. In any case, the World Tree is a spiritual and 
powerful existence that has received most of the faith from an entire 
race. | 


The forest — no, space itself began to shake. The ground slowly began 
to move and the trees seemed to be drawing back. 


[Even though I am the Spirit King of the Wind, I cannot control the 
winds in this place. I would not be the only one. No matter which 
Spirit King it is, they would not be able to interfere with the spirits 
residing here. ] 


The leaf in Eugene’s pocket was vibrating. As he pulled it out, he saw 
that it was emitting a bright ray of light. Then, it began to float in the 
air all on its own. Eugene didn’t keep hold of the leaf. 


Whomp! 


The space in front of them distorted and a path opened up. As the leaf 
flew into the passage, Eugene stretched his hand out to Kristina. 
Kristina hesitated for a moment and then took Eugene’s hand. 


“ ,.Will it be dangerous...?” Kristina asked hesitantly. 


“There’s no way,” Eugene muttered as he pulled Kristina closer to 
him. Then, he kicked off the ground and leapt into the hole in space. 


After the two had passed through the opening, the hole closed up once 
more. The forest that had crawled apart to open up a path had 
returned to its original appearance. 


Shortly after that... 
Boom! 


Leaping over from some distant location, a man fell to the ground. 
After brushing off the dust from his landing, he turned to look at the 
surroundings. Even the trees that had crawled out of their way to 
open up a path had already returned to normal, and the soil they had 
overturned had also flattened back out. 


The path had closed. 


“T missed it,” the man with a raised hood muttered as he sniffed the 
air. 


The scent... was gone. Even though they had definitely disappeared in 
this location, no clues had been left behind as to their whereabouts, as 
if it had all been an illusion. 


“Damn it.” The man spat out a curse, with a scowl twisting his lips. 


He had just wanted to peacefully follow them to their destination, but 
to think that things would really turn out like this... This was all 
because that little brat was way too sensitive. He had been just a bit 
too late because he had had to make sure to keep a good distance and 
follow them by their scent trail. 


The man thought to himself, ‘Could they still be... somewhere 
nearby?’ 


There was no way to tell. Even though they should have been here 
just now... their scent trail had been erased from this location. Their 
scents seemed to be floating off into a completely different location... 
no, their scents were actually being scattered throughout the 
surrounding patch of forest. Was it because the trees had twisted aside 
to create a path, and this had created a gust of wind? 


‘It’s like a maze,’ the man observed as he sensed the myriad different 
scent trails. 


He decided to give up on chasing their scents. 


Well then, what should he do now? Should he just wait here 
thoughtlessly, when he had no idea when they might be coming back 
out? And it wasn’t like there was any guarantee that they would be 
coming back out in the same place, was there? Since that was the 
case, then he might just end up waiting here for a long time, only to 
not achieve anything. The man was disgusted by the thought of such a 
possibility. 


In that case, wouldn’t it be better for him to wait in a place that they 
were sure to return to? 


“ ..Wow...” Kristina gasped. 


Was she really someone who knew how to make such an innocent 
sound? 


Eugene turned his head as he heard this clear exclamation coming 
from beside him. The look of awe on Kristina’s face was so pure that it 
could easily be called the most beautiful expression that he had ever 
seen on her. It was without any of her arrogance or pretentiousness. 
Kristina was just sincerely admiring the sight in front of her. 


It couldn’t be helped. Eugene placed the leaf of the World Tree back 
into his pocket and looked ahead. He also felt the same admiration at 
the sight in front of him. 


“_,.It’s like an umbrella,” Eugene muttered in a low voice. 


It might sound like a poor metaphor, but this sight in front of them 
truly did look like an umbrella. The countless, verdant branches and 
leaves of the huge tree before them, the World Tree, looked like an 
umbrella that had covered up the sky. 


“Rather than an umbrella... it feels more like a huge ceiling,” Kristina 
argued. 


“Well, that might be true. But in the end, they both cover things, 
right?” Eugen replied as he looked up at the sky. 


No, he couldn’t see the sky no matter how high up he looked. All that 
could be seen, no matter where he turned, were branches and leaves. 


They were currently at the top of a cliff, and below them sprawled a 
city. A city that had been around for hundreds of years. Looking down 
at it like that, it almost seemed like an ancient ruin. 


‘No, if it’s that old, it really is an ancient relic.’ As Eugene corrected 
himself, he glanced back behind them. 


He couldn’t see the path that had connected them to this location. 
Tree roots, vines, and soil were all intertwined with each other, 
blocking the path that had led them here. 


“What should we do when we want to get back out?” Kristina asked in 
concern. 


“Well, who knows,” Eugene replied as he began walking forwards. 
“For now... we can tell this much. This place might be beautiful, but 
it’s not a place where anything can survive.” 


“... Yes, it does seem that way,” Kristina also agreed with a nod. 
“Everything in this place seems to be connected to the World Tree. 
However, that’s all there is to it. Contrary to what we have seen... the 
mana here is almost nonexistent.” 


This was a weird problem. Boasting a magnificent stature, at first 
glance the World Tree seemed full of mana, just like the area in the 
Lionheart Forest surrounding the Leyline. However, there was almost 
no mana to be sensed. Even all of these green leaves, on the outside 
they might seem to be full of vitality, but for some reason it felt like 
they would crumble to dust if he tried to touch them. 


‘What is going on here?’ Eugene thought to himself. 


He was reminded of Vermouth’s tomb, the space that had been filled 
with blooming artificial flowers. The trees and grass here weren’t fake, 
but while they might be real, they were lifeless. 


[Was all the mana concentrated into the barrier? | 
‘What about the spirits?’ 


[...Hm... It’s strange,] Tempest muttered. [The spirits are silent. They 
are there, but they aren’t manifesting themselves. ] 


Eugene shrugged and leapt off the cliff, with Kristina unfurling her 
wings of light and following after him. 


After the two had landed at the bottom of the cliff, they walked over 
to the city. The buildings were ancient, with roots growing from the 
ground and wrapping around the buildings. 


“,.It doesn’t seem like there’s anyone here,” Eugene murmured... 


Eugene had been expecting the elves to be here waiting for them. 
However, there were no elves to be found anywhere in the city. 
Although the place was beautiful, no one could actually have lived 
here. The mana was too faint and there was nothing for people to 
actually live off of. 


As they passed through the city, they saw a few dried up trees. 


These trees were wrapped around and connected to the roots of the 
World Tree, but they weren’t fairy trees. Instead, there were several 
different types of fruit trees. Eugene got closer to one of the trees and 
placed his hand on it. 


‘...It’s dead.’ 


He could sense that the tree would collapse with just a slight press of 
his hand. 


It wasn’t just the trees, either. The soil had also dried up. None of the 
wells that were located throughout the city had any water in them. 


Eugene assessed the city. ‘It’ll be impossible for any of the wandering 
elves to relocate here.’ 


If the soil was revitalized and seeds were planted, would they be able 
to make this place livable? 


[That’s impossible. The land here is dead. That has been the case for 
quite some time. Without supplying a massive quantity of mana, it is 
impossible to revive this place. ] 


‘A massive quantity of mana... how much would that be exactly?’ 


[Comparing it to the Leyline in the Lionheart clan’s estate... you 
would need several times the amount of mana there.] 


‘What if we had a Dragonheart?’ 
[...Could you really be thinking of stealing Sienna’s staff?] 


Akasha was a magic staff that was made from a branch of the world 
tree and a Dragonheart. 


‘If it’s necessary,’ Eugene admitted. 


[Even a Dragonheart won’t be enough. Also... I sense that this might 
call for more than just mana. Hamel, I can feel an unknown 
discomfort coming from this whole space. ] 


‘What do you mean by that?’ 


[This feeling... it’s like... it reminds me of a Demon King’s sinister 
aura. ] 


‘Don’t say something so ridiculous. This is the territory of the elves. 
That’s the World Tree right in front of us,’ Eugene responded 
aggressively as he strode forwards. 


“’,.Where could the elves have gone?” Kristina spoke up. 


“Maybe they all decided to go into hibernation together,” Eugene 
hypothesized. “Or perhaps they just moved to a different place?” 


“Are you making fun of me?” 


“No, I’m being serious here. This isn’t a place fit for someone to live 
in. There aren’t any elves living here either. Do you really think that 
all the elves living here were killed? The city is in too good a state for 
that to be true.” 


Although no one was here, the city wasn’t actually in ruins. 


They crossed through the city and drew closer to the World Tree. It 
had already seemed large when they were viewing it from a distance, 
but as they got closer, they began to realize just how huge the World 
Tree really was. The tree was at least as large as a mountain. 


And below, there was a huge lake lying at the foot of the World Tree. 


Even though all the water in the wells had dried up, the water in this 
lake had remained as it was. Eugene looked down calmly into the 
surface of the lake. 


Deep in the depths of the lake, he could see the roots of the World 
Tree. These roots had spread throughout the city, the land, and even 
this lank, connecting everything back to the World Tree. Eugene 
crouched down and placed a hand on the surface of the lake. 


“.,.Really now...,” Eugene said with a sigh. 
The mana here wasn’t as faint as everywhere else. 


All of the mana that would normally have been spread throughout the 
entire space was being concentrated into the World Tree. Its roots had 
spread out like blood vessels, with the mana being the blood flowing 
back into the World Tree. Eugene focused his concentration and tried 
to sense where exactly all the mana was flowing to. 


Then he found it. 


Eugene stood back up. Then, without saying a word, he stepped 
forward onto the lake. The surface of the lake supported Eugene’s foot 
without even a ripple. 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina called to him. 
Eugene told her, “Wait here.” 


His order might have been abrupt, but Kristina didn’t question him. 
She gave a slight nod and remained on the shore as Eugene walked 
across the large lake. 


Before too much time had passed, Eugene arrived right at the foot of 
the World Tree. The exact location... well, it didn’t matter where he 
was exactly. Eugene took the leaf out of his pocket and brought it 
close to the World Tree. 


The bark of the World Tree cracked into two, opening up a path. 
Eugene tried to calm his nerves as he stepped into the tree. 


Eugene silently walked down the long passage that lay inside. This 
was the inside of the World Tree. The mana outside was certainly 
scarce, but there was more mana inside the tree itself than any place 
that Eugene had ever been to. 


[...They’re silent. ] 
“Are you talking about the spirits?” 


[That’s right. The primal spirits... no, the spirits of the World Tree. 
They might not have formed an ego, but they are observing you.] 


“So what, do they feel welcoming?” 
[Something like that. ] 
Eugene smirked as he gazed around. 


He had finally found some elves. 


They were wrapped in tree vines with relaxed expressions on their 
faces, and they had been buried into the walls of this wide passage. 


It didn’t... seem like they were dead. They just looked like they had 
fallen into a deep sleep. He could hear their faint breathing, and their 
heartbeats were resonating with each other. 


Thump. Thump. 


The unified sound of their heartbeats made this passage feel like one 
giant cradle. 


“',.Ah,” Eugene gasped. 


After passing the elves who had fallen into a long nap, Eugene’s steps 
came to a halt. 


“..1 found you.” 
What sort of expression should he be making? 


He couldn’t figure it out on his own. Should he be smiling because he 
was happy? Or else... just like she had, should he be wallowing in 
tears instead? 


“Sienna Merdein,” Eugene called out her name. 
Like all the other elves, she had been placed into a deep sleep. 


Only... she had a huge hole through her chest. The thing keeping her 
alive was the World Tree, whose vines wrapped around half her body. 


Eugene reached out with a shaking hand to touch Sienna. But in the 
end, he couldn’t do it. He was afraid that Sienna would shatter into 
pieces if he carelessly touched her. Like all the dead and fallen trees 
that he had seen on the way before arriving here. 


‘...Her chest was pierced through.’ 


The vines of the World Tree had woven together to fill the hole. With 
that, Sienna had been connected to the World Tree. 


‘...But she hasn’t died.’ 

Sienna was breathing weakly, and her heart was also beating. 
Eugene tried to smile. 

“Hey,” he said in a trembling voice. 


The results of his attempt weren’t that great. Eugene weakly sat down 
on the floor as he stared at Sienna. 


“Sienna,” Eugene called out once more. 
There was no reply. 
In a shaking voice, he asked, “What happened to you?” 


Then Eugene finally gave in, dropping his face into his hands as he 
wept. 


Chapter 105 
Sienna (2) 


It was a good thing that he hadn’t come here with Kristina. 


This thought passed through Eugene’s head. If she had come with him 
all the way here, he would have had to make excuses for why he had 
immediately burst into tears when he saw Sienna like this. 


But since they hadn’t entered together, there was no need for that. 
Eugene just silently allowed his tears to flow as he stared at Sienna 
covered in vines. 


He was overwhelmed by a mix of several emotions. First there was 
disbelief and sorrow, and then relief and anger. 


Sienna wasn’t dead. Though she appeared to be in a state no different 
from being dead, having been inflicted with a wound so grave that it 
wouldn’t be strange if she died at any moment, she was definitely still 
alive. 


Tempest was keeping his silence. He too was feeling a surge of mixed 
emotions regarding this situation. Sienna Merdein was, as far as 
Tempest knew, an exceptional Archwizard — one of the most 
powerful in the world. Three hundred years ago, there had been no 
wizards who could outclass Sienna Merdein. Vermouth was also quite 
the amazing wizard in his own right, but in terms of their 
understanding of ‘magic’, Sienna was a few steps ahead of even 
Vermouth. 


That very Sienna was now being kept in a deep sleep, with a hole 
pierced through her chest. 


After letting his tears flow for a few more moments, Eugene scrubbed 
his eyes with the back of his hand. 


“Looks like I really have gotten old,” Eugene spat out with his mouth 
twisted in a sneer. “I don’t think I’ve ever shed as many tears as I have 
today.” 


Or maybe it wasn’t that he had gotten older, but because he was still 
too young. At least, that was what Eugene was hoping. After all, this 
body he had been reincarnated into was still just nineteen years old. If 
not that, then... it could also be that this situation itself allowed for 
nothing else but tears. 


Eugene snickered to himself as he shook his head. 


“Can you hear my voice?” Eugene asked, checking if Sienna showed 
any reaction. 


However, there was no response at all. Her closed eyes didn’t flutter 
open, the corneas behind her eyelids didn’t seem to move, and her lips 
didn’t twitch either. 


Eugene didn’t feel disappointed by this, as he hadn’t been expecting 
much in the first place. After taking a few deep breaths, he once more 
stretched a hand out toward Sienna. 


What if he broke something with a careless touch? Even as he felt this 
concern well up within him, he reached out to Sienna with as much 
care as if he were trying to touch a tender, young sprout. 


Clink. 


Eugene failed to make contact. The moment that he got close, a light 
went off between his outstretched hand and Sienna. He didn’t lose his 
cool and merely pulled back his hand calmly. 


A green shell of light spread to cover both Sienna and the vines. Soon, 
Sienna and the vines connected to her were engulfed within a solid 
crystal. 


Eugene tapped on the surface of the crystal with his finger. The 
substance felt hard, and it didn’t seem like it would be broken easily. 
And even if it could be broken, he felt like he shouldn’t try to do so. 


[...It’s a seal,] Tempest muttered. 
Eugene nodded in agreement. “Should be.” 


Placing his hand on the crystal, Eugene closed his eyes and focused, 
sensing the flow of mana within. The huge amount of mana 
concentrated into the World Tree was being infused into Sienna’s 
surroundings. 


Ssh his With a wound that left her so close to death... is the World Tree 
keeping her alive? What about the elves?’ 


Eugene still didn’t have a clear grasp of the situation. 


Two hundred years ago, someone had intruded into Hamel’s grave. 
Sienna had sensed the destruction of her familiar and had immediately 
headed to Hamel’s tomb. 


There, Sienna had gotten into a fight with the mysterious intruder. 
Their conflict was fierce, leaving Hamel’s grave in ruins. Everything 
except for the statue and the memorial stone had been destroyed. The 
intruder had then opened up his coffin and taken out his corpse. 


But why? 


He didn’t know what reasons they had for doing something like that. 
In any case, they had taken his corpse out of his coffin and sealed the 
Moonlight Sword on top of the coffin; meanwhile, Sienna had used the 
leaf of the World Tree to teleport here after being seriously wounded. 


But what had happened after that? What had caused the city to be left 
empty, all the elves living here to be kept asleep and stored within the 
World Tree, Sienna to be sealed, and the memories of how to enter the 
territory erased from the minds of the elves caught outside? 


“Couldn’t you at least have left a letter for me?” Eugene grumbled as 
he turned to look around. 


Eugene was someone who could make a clear distinction between 
what he could and what he could not do. This seal wasn’t something 


that he could prod carelessly. Sienna’s wounds were serious enough 
that she had been left on the brink of death and Eugene wasn’t an 
expert on how to treat such wounds. 


Well, he really did not know what to do about the seal, but there was 
an expert on injuries and how to treat them waiting right outside. 


‘Were you crying?’ 


Under the usual circumstances, Kristina would have teased Eugene as 
soon as she saw his puffy, red eyes. However, she got the feeling that 
she definitely shouldn’t do something like that at this time. As such, 
Kristina locked her lips shut and kept her silence. She ignored his red, 
bloodshot eyes and the tear tracks on his cheeks. Even though she 
could see all these obvious traces of grief, Kristina didn’t say anything 
about them, instead deciding to say something else... 


“_,.It’s like a cradle,” Kristina muttered as she walked past all the elves 
who were tied up in vines. 


“Tt looks like people really do all think the same way. I got the same 
feeling as well when I saw all of this,” Eugene replied with a grin. His 
voice sounded the same as usual. 


Together, the two ventured deep into the World Tree. 


“’,.Ah,” Kristina gasped as she saw the woman sleeping within the 
crystal. 


Even without Eugene telling her in advance, Kristina instantly 
recognized the woman. It was Sienna Merdein. 


Kristina calmed her shaking nerves and slowly walked over to the 
crystal. There was no need to ask why she had been brought here — 
Kristina could see the hole going through Sienna’s chest and the vines 
of the world tree that had extended into the wound. She could also 
hear the faint beating of Sienna’s heart and her slow breath. 


Kristina stood in front of the crystal and pulled out the wand hanging 
from her waist. A bright light surrounded her, and her eyes lit up as 
she scanned Sienna. 


“..Her heart has been damaged,” Kristina reported while her eyes 
were examining the inside of Sienna’s body. “It’s not just the heart 
either, most of her major organs have been... contaminated.” 


“’,.Contaminated?” Eugene repeated. 


“Yes,” Kristina confirmed. “They might not be as damaged as her 
heart, but they probably won't be able to function properly.” 


“But she’s still alive,” Eugene insisted. 
“...Yes,” Kristina hesitantly agreed. 


The fact that Sienna was still alive was something of a miracle, but 
Kristina didn’t feel the need to say this out loud. She felt like it might 
not be appropriate to put it in such a way. 


“...It wouldn’t be strange if she had died. No, she already has one foot 
in the grave. However, this magic is somehow preserving her life,” 
said Kristina. 


“Can she still be saved?” Eugene asked hopefully. 


These words were filled with such weight that Kristina felt like she 
shouldn’t answer him carelessly. After hesitating for a few moments, 
however, she took a deep breath and nodded. 


“Tl do my best,” she promised. 


Kristina raised her wand in front of her and closed her eyes. Every 
time that the blue jewel embedded in the center of the cross sparkled, 
the halo of light surrounding her spread out further and further, as if 
resonating with the jewel. 


Eugen took a few steps backward. 


At the center of her halo of light, Kristina licked her lips in 
concentration. A huge cross appeared below her feet and strange 
characters were scrawled around it, drawing a magic circle around 
Kristina. 


The power of divine magic was determined by the strength of the 
caster’s faith. The spell that Kristina was casting right now was the 
highest level of revitalization magic, and even in the entirety of the 
Holy Empire, there were very few priests capable of casting it. The 
reason why the wealthy from other countries would donate 
astronomical sums of money to the Holy Empire every year was to 
ensure that this revitalization magic would be available for their use. 
Even if they were on their last breath, they could still be saved. It 
wasn’t much of an exaggeration to say that this grade of revitalization 
magic wasn’t just a spell, but a downright miracle. 


Even with all that, beads of sweat were running down Kristina’s 
forehead. Her brows had furrowed above her tightly closed eyes as she 
focused all of her concentration and drew heavily on her divine 
power. 


While it indeed wasn’t an exaggeration to call this spell miraculous, in 
the end it still fell short of a true miracle. Although the light shining 
from Kristina passed through the crystal and flowed into Sienna’s 
body, Sienna’s wound didn’t show even the slightest sign of being 
healed. 


This was because it wasn’t just the visible areas of the wound that 
needed to be healed. The light emanated by Kristina wasn’t able to 
purify all of the unknown contamination that was infecting Sienna’s 
body. 


No — it wasn’t that she couldn’t, but rather that it wasn’t necessarily a 
good idea to do it. Kristina instinctively realized this fact. This 
contamination wasn’t something that she should meddle with so 
carelessly. For the past hundreds of years, this contaminant had been 
seeping into Sienna’s body, binding itself tightly to her mana, until it 
had reached its current state where it was as if it had become an 
integral part of her existence. 


‘Just what in the world is this...?’ Kristina thought in shock. 


This was her first time seeing such a contaminated body. Could this be 
some kind of curse? But this was the Wise Sienna after all, so where in 
the world would anyone find a curse that could so thoroughly ravage 
the body of the greatest wizard in all of history? 


Kristina withdrew her divine power. She pressed her lips tightly as she 
mustered all of her concentration. Her eyes were closed, but she could 
see everything around her clearly. In particular, she could sense that 
Sienna’s body was rejecting the light of her divine power. The miracle- 
like revitalization spell simply scattered into sparks of light without 
having any effect. 


Watching from the side, Eugene’s eyes darkened. Kristina hated to see 
such a look on him. Even though she had so proudly declared herself a 
Saint, she had no choice but to look helpless at the moment when a 
miracle truly was needed. 


Soon after they had first met, Eugene had mocked her by asking if 
turning crumbs into bread and water into wine really counted as 
miracles. He had argued that she should at least be able to do things 
like reattaching severed limbs. Now, if she really wasn’t able to 
properly perform a miracle when they needed one, she was sure that 
he would continue to mock her from now on as well... 


Tching. 
Kristina trembled. Was it really impossible? 


In his heart, Eugene had already resigned himself to this fact. If it 
really couldn’t be done, then it couldn’t be helped. Kristina was 
casting the holy spell with all her might, even as sweat beaded on her 
brow, but Sienna’s wounds aren't healing. 


But just when he was about to reach out to her and tell her that she 
could stop, Kristina suddenly showed a strange reaction. 


“You did your best,” Eugene comforted her, reaching out to catch her 
when it looked like Kristina was about to fall. 


Although divine power was based on one’s faith, it wasn’t an infinite 
source of power. Just like mana — if it was overused, it would 
eventually run out. 


Bam! 


His outstretched hand was suddenly knocked away by a surge of light. 


Eugene’s eyes widened as he looked at Kristina. 
One, two, three... Eight wings had manifested on Kristina’s back. 


The wings were made of light, and they were connected to a body of 
light that slowly left Kristina’s. While half of the figure was still 
embedded within Kristina, it spread its eight wings and looked up at 
the ceiling. 


It was an angel. 
“.,.Anise?” Eugene unconsciously called out her name. 


It was the same angel that he had seen back at the Black Lion Castle, 
while they were falling off the cliff towards Vermouth’s tomb. There 
could be no mistake about it. That hadn’t been an illusion. 


The angel certainly resembled Kristina, but she was definitely a 
different person, and her face was exactly the same as Eugene’s 
recollection of Anise from three hundred years ago. 


The angel lowered her head. With shining blue eyes, she looked down 
at Kristina, who was still connected to her, and then she looked at 
what was in front of her. There, she saw Sienna, who was covered in 
vines and encased in the crystal. After staring at this sight for a few 
moments, the angel turned her head. 


The angel was now looking at Eugene. A smile appeared on her 
previously expressionless face. The way that her eyes and lips curled 
up, that thin smile, it was exactly the same as the smile that Eugene — 
no, Hamel had seen on Anise. 


“’,.Anise,” Eugene called out once more in a shaking voice. 


Anise didn’t reply. Her smile was indeed the same as it had been three 
hundred years ago, but her shining eyes and wings gave her a 
mysterious aura, and with how her figure was wrapped in light, she 
looked more benevolent and divine than she had at any time in the 
past, back when she was still called the Saint. 


Her eight widespread wings shone with light. The wand held in 
Kristina’s limp hands floated into the air, and the jewel in the center 
of the cross radiated bright blue light, as if it was resonating with the 
light of their combined divine power. 


Eugene couldn’t understand what was currently happening, nor guess 
what was about to happen. He had never encountered something like 
this in his previous life, and it was impossible for him to even begin to 
comprehend this even with all the magical knowledge that he had 
learned after being reincarnated. 


However... 


As the light spun around like a storm, he saw it engulf everything in 
their surroundings and overlay them. 


A flash of light burst out, illuminating their surroundings. Suddenly, 
Eugene found himself watching a scene that he had never witnessed 
before. 


It was a view of the elven city. All of the elves who should have been 
living there had left the city and had gathered in front of the World 
Tree. They all had desperate looks on their faces and seemed to be 
shouting something, but Eugene couldn’t make out what exactly they 
were saying. They seemed to be overcome with a fear that had left 
them with no choice but to desperately flee their homes. 


The being that had driven them to gather here was floating high in the 
middle of the sky. It was a man wrapped up in a black cloak. 


His appearance was familiar to Eugene. He had long, wavy hair, 
bright red eyes, and a twisted smile. 


When the five Demon Kings had first risen up as a threat to the world, 
the very first race that they had fought against was the dragons. 


Among the dragons, there was one who had betrayed his own race by 
splitting open the chest of the leader of the dragons. A dragon who 
had, for the first time in the history of dragonkind, committed the 


crime of murdering a member of their own race and had happily 
allowed the very depths of his being to be corrupted by demonic 
power. 


This was the Black Dragon Raizakia. 


Floating in the sky, he looked down on the elves gathered below. The 
area of sky behind him seemed to be bizarrely distorted, looking as if 
it had broken and was about to fall. With his back to the sun, a cloud 
of darkness was spreading from Raizakia. This expanding field of 
darkness transformed the sky of the elven domain from day into night. 


Raizakia’s lips moved as he appeared to be saying something. These 
words seemed to set the elves in an uproar. Eugene still wasn’t able to 
hear anything that they were saying; however, he could clearly see the 
vicious twist in Raizakia’s smile. 


The cloak covering Raizakia’s body fluttered as he abandoned his 
human form. In a burst of black light, a huge dragon spread his wings 
to cover the lofty heavens. His scales were discolored from corruption, 
and his huge red eyes look like they were filled with blood. As 
Raizakia spread his jaws wide, a dark ray of light gathered between 
his sharp fangs. 


This was his Dragon’s Breath. 


Something like that wasn’t complicated enough to be called a spell — 
any dragon could use the Breath by sheer natural instinct. However, 
Raizakia’s Breath couldn’t be compared to any ordinary dragon’s 
Breath. Though the world did not recognize him as a Demon King, 
according to Eugene’s memories, Raizakia was already a monster 
comparable to the Demon Kings. 


Raizakia released his Breath. There was no way that the elves 
gathered here would be able to withstand the attack. In other words, 
everyone standing below was about to perish. 


Facing this descending Breath, the elves sensed their impending doom. 
Everyone seemed to be prepared for the inevitable. 


But the moment that the dark Breath was released, someone walked 


out from behind the elves. 


It was Sienna. Fortunately, blood wasn’t flowing from the open wound 
in her chest, but her face was deathly pale, and she looked as if a 
corpse had been forced into motion. 


When Raizakia had let out his Breath, Sienna had been standing 
behind the elves. When the Breath burst forth in an explosion of light, 
Sienna was already standing in front of them. 


Sienna stretched out her hand, and the Breath released by Raizakia 
was prevented from advancing any further. Raizakia’s huge eyes lit up 
with astonishment. 


Having blocked the Breath, black blood was now dripping out from 
Sienna’s lips. 


The elves screamed as they tried to support Sienna, but black blood 
was also flowing from their own eyes, noses, and lips. 


The roots of the World Tree suddenly reached out and wrapped 
around Sienna and the elves. 


Wrapped in these roots, Sienna tightly clenched her outstretched 
hand. The entire space around Raizakia appeared to twist, and the 
darkness brought about by Raizakia was dissipated. 


In response to this, Raizakia hurriedly spread his wings as he 
frantically tried to twist his body out of the way. Tens, hundreds of 
magic circles suddenly appeared around him as he tried to cast a spell. 
He seemed to be shouting something — no, he was screaming! Then, 
all the magic circles that he had summoned slowly faded away and 
disappeared. 


With black blood still dripping from her mouth, Sienna stared at 
Raizakia. Something seemed to amuse her, as she shrugged with a 
smile and then lightly waved her outstretched fist at him. 


Then she extended a solitary middle finger. 


The moment that Sienna flipped him off, Raizakia’s gigantic body was 
sucked into a hole in the distorted space. 


Eugene watched all of this happen, in awe. 


Sienna stumbled and fell. The elves tried to catch Sienna, but they 
were also unable to walk more than a few steps. One by one, they all 
fell down. 


“Knock-knock~l1]” 


Eugene’s shoulders trembled as he was startled by the sudden voice. 
Until just a moment ago, he had been watching a scene that had taken 
place hundreds of years ago. But what was going on now? 


“Knock-knock.” 


Was this an illusion? A dream? Or was the Holy Sword playing tricks 
on him? Could it be the angel... Anise? His mind was in turmoil. 
Eugene let out a groan as he clutched his aching head. 


“Knock-knock...” 


What in the world was going on? Raizakia had disappeared. What 
exactly had happened to him? Why had the dragon been standing in 
the sky of the elven domain in the first place? What about Sienna? 
And the elves...? What happened to them after all that...? 


“ ..Knock-knock.” 

Then there was the sight that had now appeared in front of him. 
“Aren’t you going to answer me already?” 

Eugene couldn’t find any words. 

“Stupid, idiot, asshole.” 


At the foot of the gigantic tree... 


“On top of that, you’ve even turned out to be a crybaby. 
Her light purple hair fluttering in the breeze... 

“T never thought that you would be able to cry so much. 
Eugene opened his mouth soundlessly. “...... 
“See what I mean?” 

Sienna was sitting there with a smile. 


“You’re crying again, Hamel.” 


Chapter 106 
Sienna (3) 


Was this also a dream? 
Eugene just stared at Sienna with a blank gaze. 


Her figure brought up so many memories. This was the Sienna that 
Eugene — no, Hamel remembered from three hundred years ago. She 
looked like the portrait left in her mansion in Aroth, like the statue in 
Merdein Square, and like the Sienna he had seen in the scene from the 
past that the Holy Sword had shown him. 


They were all she: Sienna Merdein. From her waves of purple hair to 
her big green eyes, everything was just like the Sienna that Hamel 
remembered. 


“Just how long are you going to keep crying?” Sienna asked with a 
snicker as she got up from her seat on the ground. “I never knew that 
you could be such a crybaby, Hamel. I never once got the chance to 
see you cry in the past.” 


a 


....” Eugene was still speechless. 


“Well, three hundred years have passed since then... But no, it wasn’t 
really three hundred years for you, was it? You probably weren’t even 
able to feel all that time passing. Though I don’t know what it was 
like, since I’ve never been reincarnated myself. Well, that’s not really 
all that important. I’m actually pretty happy to be able to see this new 
side of you,” Sienna confessed with a smile and a shrug. “Anyways. 
Are you just going to keep crying like that? Back when you flipped me 
off, you weren’t crying like you are now—” 


“What is with you?” Eugene spat out as he purposefully twisted his 
face into a scowl. 


Why were these damned tears flowing out of their own accord? These 
stupid fucking tear ducts, he had no intention of crying, but why did 
they just keep leaking tears? 


Covering up his embarrassment, Eugene cursed, “Fuck, just what the 
hell is going on with you? What did you think you were doing, huh? 
Just what kind of plot am I in now? What am I doing here, and what 
are you doing here, and just what the hell happened to you — no, 
what the hell happened to everyone?!” 


His words weren’t coming out properly. The inside of his head and his 
emotions were all messed up. Even so, Eugene marched on over 
toward Sienna. 


“Just what in the world is going on with Anise?” Eugene demanded. 
“How the fuck did Anise become an angel, and what’s with her having 
eight wings? And Molon. What about Molon? What is that bastard up 
to?” 


Sienna sighed. “Hamel.” 


“.,.And Vermouth. That bastard... just what is he up to? What exactly 
happened in my grave? Then there’s me,” Eugene paused for breath. 
“Why was I reincarnated, and then left in the dark? You fuckers, why 
couldn’t at least one of you give me a proper explanation?” 


“Hamel,” Sienna repeated. 


Eugene didn’t react even as he heard his name being called. His tears 
had stopped, but his heart felt so frustrated that he somehow felt that 
it might be better for him to just bow his head and burst into wailing 
instead. His heightened emotions still hadn’t fully subsided and the 
inside of his head was still spinning. 


Panting for breath, Eugene looked closely at the figure in front of him. 
Sienna was right in front of his nose. However, he couldn’t feel any 
sense of presence coming from her. She was clearly standing right in 
front of him, but it somehow felt like she didn’t exist. 


Just like when he had seen her in Aroth... 


The Sienna in front of him felt like nothing more than a phantom. 


“..Just what the hell is going on?” Eugene squeezed out this question 
once more in a hoarse voice. 


He reached out to Sienna with a trembling hand. He wasn’t sure 
whether he would be able to touch her. After all, he hadn’t been able 
to in Aroth. At that time, he hadn’t been able to say anything to 
Sienna. All he could do was flip her off in order to get her to recognize 
him. 


The truth was that instead of flipping her off, he had wanted to do 

something else. He had wanted to grab Sienna, who was wandering 
around like a ghost, by the shoulders, hold her in front of him, and 
then pull her into a hug. 


If he had been able to do that, Sienna, this annoying and savage chick 
would surely have kicked him in the shin and said, ‘Are you crazy?’ 


No, when he took into account Sienna’s sassy personality, instead of 
kicking him in the shin, she would’ve probably boxed his ears. 


He would have been fine with anything. No matter what, he had just 
wanted to touch Sienna. But he hadn’t been able to do so in Aroth. 
Sienna hadn’t been able to hear him no matter how many times he 
called her, and when he had tried to reach out to grab her, he hadn’t 
even been able to touch her. 


But now... 
“Hamel.” 


He could touch her. His outstretched fingertips made contact with 
Sienna’s cheek. He couldn’t feel even the slightest warmth coming 
from her. However, Eugene could nevertheless feel the soft texture of 
her skin. From this skin devoid of any trace of warmth, he could still 
sense Sienna’s existence. 


“T’m here,” Sienna said with a faint smile. 


Her smile resembled the benevolent smile that he had seen in her 
portrait. A smile that hadn’t really suited Sienna. However, this was 
unmistakably Sienna’s smile. 


“...Fuck.” Eugene’s head dropped as he spat out the curse. “That kind 
of smile really doesn’t suit you.” 


“You son of a bitch.” His insult was immediately returned with one of 
her own. Sienna grabbed a tuft of Eugene’s hair and yanked on it, but 
Eugene couldn’t feel any power coming from her grip. “That goes for 
you as well, Hamel. What the hell is with this mug of yours? If you 
hadn’t flipped me off in order to show me who you were, I would 
never have been able to recognize you as Hamel even if I had all the 
time in the world.” 


“T didn’t know I was going to be born like this, nor did I have any say 
in it,” Eugene complained. 


“Hmph. Even though you say that, you must be pretty satisfied with 
your current looks, right?” Sienna accused. “Hamel, ever since the old 
days, you’ve always been secretly concerned about that kind of thing.” 


“..When have I ever?” Eugene attempted to deny it. 


“Look at you, pretending not to know what I’m talking about. Don’t 
you remember what you were like when the five of us first started 
partying together?” Sienna recalled, “You said that this was your first 
time being a member of a party, so you bought some fancy clothes 
that made you look like an asshole and even had your hair cut.” 


“...Why are you bringing up something that happened so long ago...?” 
Eugene muttered in embarrassment. 


“Well, no matter how much you decorated your previous life’s face, it 
still looked rough and ferocious, but now... well... it’s fine I guess. 
Even if you go around looking like a beggar, you'll still look a lot 
better than you did in your previous life,” after saying this, Sienna 
raised both hands. 


She reached out and grabbed Eugene’s cheeks. While rubbing Eugene’s 
cheeks, she snickered to herself. 


“Although it’s not the face that I remember, you really are Hamel. 
That fact is... unmistakable. Hamel,” Sienna’s voice faltered. “You’ve 
finally... returned. You have truly come back to me.” 
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...” Eugene was silent. 


“This really is a strange feeling. Your face as well as your body might 
be different, but since I know that you’re Hamel, it just feels like ’m 
meeting a different form of Hamel.” 


Sienna’s fingers moved back and forth across the middle of Eugene’s 
face. He had been wondering what she was doing, but Eugene 
suddenly realized that Sienna was drawing imaginary scars on his 
unmarked face. In his previous life, Hamel’s face had been covered in 
these scars. Eugene let out a snort and pulled his head backward. 


“What’s with the rude behavior?” Eugene demanded. 
Sienna pouted, “...What do you mean? How am I being rude?” 


“Of course you’re being rude. Why are you trying to draw scars on my 
clean face?” 


“T’m just, well, by drawing these scars, I just want to see how different 
your face is from your previous one.” 


Still pouting, Sienna poked Eugene in the cheek with her finger. 


“...Your cheeks are softer than they were in your previous life,” 
Sienna observed. 


Eugene defended himself, “That’s just because I haven’t lost all of my 
baby fat yet.” 


“Baby fat... baby fat?” Sienna repeated in disbelief before bursting 
into laughter. “Ahahaha! How cute, Hamel. Just how old is your new 
body? Mhm, you definitely look like you’re still pretty young.” 


Ignoring her amusement, Eugene answered, “Nineteen years old.” 


“Wow... really? Are you really? You’re still just nineteen years old? 
Hmmm, back when we first met, Hamel, you were twenty-two weren’t 
you? At that time you definitely looked a few years older than your 
actual age...” 


Eugene also recalled that moment. During that time, he had made 
quite a name for himself as a mercenary. While he was waiting at a 
port, trying to find a way to get into Helmuth, Vermouth and his party 
had come to visit Hamel. 


—Isn’t he just some scumbag mercenary that you can find just about 
anywhere? So what reason could you have for needing to take this one in 
particular with us? 


Sienna had looked down on Hamel while clicking her tongue at him in 
disapproval. She had already become well-known as an Archwizard, 
so she didn’t show much interest in Hamel, who was just a lowly 
mercenary. 


The same went for Hamel as well. Why should he pay any attention to 
someone who so rudely complained about him during their very first 
meeting? Both of their first impressions of each other weren’t at all 
pleasant. 


Vermouth had practically dragged Hamel into becoming a member of 
the party. After that, Sienna had continued to ignore Hamel for quite a 
while, and Hamel had also avoided Sienna. Anise had instead been the 
one to take care of Hamel while constantly nagging him, and as for 
Molon, well... he had treated Hamel with warmth from the very 
beginning. 


“I remember,” Eugene acknowledged. 


Giggling, Sienna withdrew the hands that had been rubbing his cheeks 
and said, “We all got on a ship together and left the port. It was a 
large merchant ship, but the sea route leading to Helmuth was full of 
monsters and demonic beasts, and sometimes even crazed black 
wizards riding on ghost ships crewed by the undead would appear.” 


“...Hm,” Eugene hummed as he too was caught in their shared 
memories. 


“At that time, we were all so young and...,” Sienna hesitated. 
“Immature. Although Vermouth was already a monster at that point. 
You, me, Anise, and Molon, none of us were as polished as Vermouth. 
I was too overconfident in my skills so I acted as I pleased, but 
then...” 


“You almost died,” Eugene finished her thought. 


He remembered that moment. It was during an attack by an undead 
fleet of ghost ships. While Vermouth and Anise were dealing with the 
undead, Molon, Hamel, and Sienna were taking care of the monsters 
and demonic beasts that were leaping out of the sea. 


Sienna, who had been lost in her own sense of self-importance, had 
been flying through the sky and unleashing a storm of spells. She was 
being far too careless by doing so. The black wizards who had been 
hiding at the bottom of the sea had intercepted Sienna, and their 
sudden attack managed to disrupt Sienna’s mana. 


It was Hamel who had rescued Sienna from falling into the swirling 
seas below. From that moment on, Sienna had stopped ignoring 
Hamel. 


—Thanks. 


As blood was dripping from both her nostrils, Sienna had thanked 
him. 


—It’s fine, just plug up your nosebleed. 
—... Okay. 


—Also, don’t act so full of yourself. Just because you know how to fly in 
the sky for a bit, you were darting about here and there, acting like you 
could do everything all on your own. In these types of battlefields, where 
there are a lot of foes, the ones who stand out are usually the first to fall. 
Got it? 


—Although I am grateful for your help, you really are kind of a bastard. 


“Sienna,” Eugene said, as he shook himself free of the memory playing 
itself out inside of his head. 


After all, Sienna was right in front of him. 


“Just what exactly happened?” Eugene asked firmly as he stared into 
Sienna’s eyes. This was what he had been trying to ask her from the 
very start. “I’m asking you to tell me what happened at the castle of 
the Demon King of Incarceration? What kind of promise did Vermouth 
make?” 


“ ...” Sienna hesitated. 


“Say something,” Eugene demanded. 


“Hamel,” Sienna said with a weak smile, placing her hands on 
Eugene’s shoulders. “Do you believe in miracles?” 


“ ,.Why are you bringing that up all of a sudden?” 


“The fact that you’re here right now, that you’ve met me here and are 
talking to me. All of these are miracles.” 


Crackle. 


The space they were in shook. Startled, Eugene quickly stepped 
backwards. The huge world tree suddenly overlapped the small tree 
that had been standing behind Sienna. For a moment, her appearance 
in ‘reality’ also overlapped with the sight of Sienna smiling weakly. 


“’,.Are you dead?” Eugene asked gravely. 
“Nope,” Sienna denied this with a smile and a shake of her head. 
Crackle. 


But behind her smiling face, Eugene was still able to see through to 
what she looked like in reality. Her pale, bloodless face, with her eyes 
closed peacefully. The hole in her chest and the vines entangled 


around and within her. 
“Hamel,” Sienna spoke up. “Don’t blame Vermouth for this.” 
“,.What?” Eugene asked. 


“Vermouth... he has more burdens to carry than we do, no, more than 
anyone in the world. If he hadn’t had made such a promise with that 
bastard—” 


“Was Vermouth the one that left you in this state?” 
“Hamel.” 


“T asked you if it was Vermouth? I’m... I’m not an idiot either. Sienna, 
I’ve been to my grave. What I saw there—” 


“T already know that. Because I left the leaf of the world tree in a 
place where only someone with your soul could enter.” Sienna 
interrupted him as she stared up at Eugene with a wry smile. “...What 
happened there was just a misunderstanding between us.” 


“What?” Eugene asked in disbelief. 


“That necklace. You’re still wearing it,” Sienna remarked as she 
pointed at Eugene’s chest with a mischievous smile. “It really has been 
through a lot. Hamel, did you know? Your body and soul were 
originally doomed to either be annihilated or become the playthings 
of the Demon King of Incarceration. However... they were returned.” 
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....” Eugene silently processed this. 


“T don’t know the full extent of the Oath that Vermouth made at that 
time. However... thanks to the promise that he swore, all of us who 
were there, Anise, Molon, and I were spared; and the terms also 
included the return of your body and soul,” Sienna revealed. 


Eugene had thought that might be the case. He was killed by the spell 
of none other than Belial, the one who was known as Incarceration’s 
Staff. If he was lucky, his soul would have just dissipated into nothing. 


The absolute worst outcome would be that Belial had successfully 
offered Hamel’s soul to his master, the Demon King of Incarceration. 


However, Hamel’s soul hadn’t just disappeared. His body also hadn’t 
disintegrated, and the remaining corpse had been interred within the 
coffin in Hamel’s grave. 


Sienna finally revealed something. “I placed your soul within that 
necklace.” 


—Sienna. That necklace... 

—The coffin... No... I'll take it with me. 
—... That goes against the agreement. 
—Haven’t we all already agreed on this? 


Eugene recalled the scene from the past that the Holy Sword had 
shown him. 


Sienna continued, “What exactly happens when someone dies? Anise 
said that they go to heaven, but I... I can’t place my faith in the gods 
like Anise could. I’m a wizard, Hamel. I can’t trust in anything that I 
can’t see for myself and I don’t comprehend... No, in the end, that’s all 
just an excuse.” 


With a snicker of self-derision, Sienna sat down on the spot. “I just 
didn’t want to let you go ahead of me, Hamel. So it just... it just 
worked out that way. Were you satisfied with your death? If you 
really were, then you’re a son of a bitch. What gives you the right to 
go and get yourself killed out of self-satisfaction? Neither I, Anise, 
Molon... nor Vermouth, none of us wanted you to die. We couldn’t 
just accept your death, and we didn’t want to let your soul go to its 
final resting place ahead of us.” 


Everyone had agreed on this plan. 


“That’s why I captured your soul, so that you wouldn’t leave without 
us. So that some day, somehow, we would be able to meet again. In 


the world that you, that everyone wanted to see. After we had 
managed to kill all the Demon Kings, at that time... at that time we 
would send you off,” Sienna finished tearfully. 


Sienna was just like how Eugene remembered her. She had always 
been stubborn and determined to get her own way. Even if it went 
against common sense, she would always prioritize the option that 
only she herself could understand and accept. In the face of this 
stubbornness, reasoning didn’t matter. Wizards had always been a 
bunch of mentally unsound people in the first place, and Sienna was 
no exception. 


“What about Vermouth?” Eugene asked. 


Sienna lifted her head to look up at Eugene and said, “It seemed that 
his plans were slightly different from ours. I don’t know why 
Vermouth did it or what he was really planning. It’s not like ’m 
Vermouth and right up until the end, I never really understood him.” 


“',.Sienna,” Eugene prompted. 


“T always... I always kept the necklace that held your soul with me. 
But in your grave, he took it from me.” 


These words made Eugene’s hair stand on end. 


“That bastard didn’t even say anything to me. At your grave, he killed 
my familiar in order to get it to call me there. Then, as soon as I 
arrived according to his plan, he attacked me,” Sienna muttered as she 
rubbed her chest. “...But was that truly Vermouth? The truth is that I 
can’t really be sure of it. Vermouth, I thought that he had already 
died. He should have... been dead. However, he showed up looking 
perfectly fine, didn’t even say anything, attacked me, disappeared 
after stealing the necklace from me, and then...” 


“Sienna,” Eugene tried to comfort her. 


Sienna shook her head and continued, “But Hamel, you shouldn’t 
blame Vermouth.” 


Eugene gritted his teeth at these words. He just couldn’t understand 


her. She was asking him not to blame Vermouth? 
“Don’t spout such nonsense,” he gritted out. 


“’..The fact that you’re here, that means Vermouth must have 
returned your soul to life,” Sienna pointed out. 


“That son of a bitch, he didn’t even leave any kind of explanation,” 
Eugene complained. “He even tried to kill you—!” 


“That goes for me as well,” Sienna said with a smile as she held up her 
fist and looked at it. “Just like how that bastard was trying to kill me, 
I also tried to kill that bastard. Hamel, I’m sure that you’re feeling 
betrayed right now, but I also felt just as betrayed back then. As much 
as you do, no, perhaps even more than you.” 
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....” Eugene held his silence for a moment. 


“That’s why I just can’t believe it. Was the one who called me there 
and tried to kill me really Vermouth? Could the one that I fought 
there, and tried so hard to kill, truly be Vermouth?” Sienna asked 
herself. 


Eugene shouted, “There’s no way it couldn’t be—!” 


“Tt’s not like you were there, asshole,” Sienna cut him off, flipping up 
the middle finger of her raised fist. 


Eugene unconsciously smiled at this sight. 


“T’m the one who almost died, so why are you shouting and acting 
angrier than I am? I’m the one who personally fought with him there 
and had a hole pierced right through my chest. I’m the one who got 
instantly destroyed and was forced to leave the soul with your 
necklace behind! So why the hell are you making such a fuss while I’m 
trying to speak!” Sienna yelled at him. 


“,.Hah,” Eugene half-snorted. 


Sienna continued her tirade, “You should know how to listen when 


someone else is trying to speak. Why is your personality still so shitty 
after somehow dying and returning back to life? If you died after 
having refused to listen to what others were telling you, like an 
asshole, then shouldn’t you have at least learnt how to quietly listen to 
other people?!” 


“Youre right, Sienna,” Eugene easily conceded. 


“Because we’ve finally met after so long, and I’ve gotten a bit older 
than you since you died, I was trying to hold back and be a bit more 
gentle, but you—! Whether it’s in the past life or the present, you 
really are a fucking stupid bastard,” Sienna spat out this curse as she 
leapt to her feet. Then she quickly marched over and grabbed Eugene 
by the collar. “Hey! Hamel, listen closely. Although the person who 
tried to kill me did look like Vermouth, I don’t think it really was 
Vermouth. Do you understand?” 


“Do you really think that what you’re currently saying makes any 
sense?” Eugene asked skeptically. 


“Ah, really! If I say that it didn’t seem like him, then you should just 
believe it wasn’t him until proven otherwise...! In any case, I don’t 
really know what was in the promise that he made. Vermouth should 
be behind your reincarnation, so, well... I think it worked out for the 
best. I thought that we would only be able to reunite with you in 
heaven, but it seems that we’re able to reunite while we’re both still 
alive,” 


Even as she said this, Sienna started shaking Eugene by his collar. 
“Anyway, you, what’s your name?” 


“Hamel,” Eugene answered simply. 
“Not that one! The name you got after reincarnating,” Sienna insisted. 
“ ,.Eugene,” he said reluctantly. 


Sienna hesitated. “...The color of your hair and eyes... and your mana. 
There’s an idea that keeps popping up inside my head, but I’m kinda 
afraid to confirm whether it’s true or not.” 


“Whatever you’re thinking, it’s probably correct,” Eugene finally 
admitted. 


“Really? You, were you really reincarnated as Vermouth’s 
descendant?” 


“Yeah.” 
“So that means your name is Eugene Lionheart, I guess?” 
*@. Yeah.” 


“Could Vermouth have developed dementia?” Sienna muttered to 
herself as she finally released Eugene’s collar. “Why would he 
reincarnate you as his own descendant...? Hm... hmmmm. Indeed, 
when that bastard took more than ten wives and started having a lot 
of children, I had hoped that he was just trying to make up for all the 
suffering that we when through in Helmuth by living well, but... 
could he have purposefully been increasing the number of his 
descendants to prepare for your reincarnation...?” 


“We can’t be sure of that, but it really did feel like a gut punch to be 
reincarnated as Vermouth’s descendant,” Eugene confessed. 


“It might feel kinda fucky, but I think that there are more positives 
than negatives,” Sienna assessed. “In the first place, your looks are a 
lot better than they were in your previous life, and your body should 
also be much better than the one you had as Hamel, right?” 


“’..-That might be the case,” Eugene acknowledged reluctantly. 


“You still have your memories... and a body that is overwhelmingly 
superior to the one that you had in your previous life... did he plan 
for you to kill the remaining Demon Kings?” Sienna hypothesized. 


“Tf that was what he wanted, then he could have just reincarnated 
himself,” Eugne protested. “No, even without reincarnating—” 


“Could it be that you’re really Molon and not Hamel?” Sienna spat out 
as she stared at Eugene. Even in such a situation, Eugene couldn’t help 


but scowl fiercely at these words. 

“Apologize.” 

“Mm. I’m sorry. My words were a bit harsh.” 

“Be careful with your words,” Eugene warned her gruffly. 


“Hehe. Seeing how rude you are, you’re definitely Hamel. That’s 
unmistakeable. In any case, there has to be a good reason why 
Vermouth didn’t reincarnate himself or try to kill the Demon Kings 
with his own hands,” as she said this, Sienna took a few steps back 
and stroked her chin as she looked at him thoughtfully. “...Also, I 
think you’re just the right person for the job. 


Eugene blinked. “What?” 


“Tm talking about you. Even with the body of an insect, you were 
already that strong. Now that you’ve been reincarnated with the 
memories of your past life, and in a body that’s overwhelmingly 
superior to the one you had before... then it’s like I just said. I think 
that you can become even stronger than Vermouth,” Sienna stated 
confidently. 


Eugene scoffed, “Don’t say something so ridiculous.” 


“You’re the one who shouldn’t say anything ridiculous, asshole,” 
Sienna retorted angrily. “Although I understand how you feel, 
considering that you were always beaten by Vermouth as you sparred 
with him every day, if you really think about it, that just means that 
you were the one who was closest to Vermouth’s strength among all of 
us. Vermouth was certainly special, but you were just as special as he 
was. Vermouth may have eventually failed, but Hamel, if it’s you... 
then you might really be able to do it.” 


Eugene’s lips twitched slightly as he heard these words. 


Sienna didn’t miss this reaction. She snickered and slapped Eugene on 
the shoulder. “Look at that smile. Are you really that happy I 
complimented you?” 


“ ,.Ahem,” Eugene coughed in embarrassment. 


“In any case, getting back to what I was saying. Hamel, don’t be too 
angry at Vermouth. Because I don’t really blame him either.” 


“,.Isn’t that just because you don’t want to accept reality?” 


“Shut up. I’m a wizard. Even if I do see something with my own eyes, 
if I can’t truly understand and accept it, then I won’t believe in it.” 


“Tt feels like those words have changed a bit from before?” 


“Frankly speaking, Hamel, just what do you have to blame Vermouth 
for? He’s the one who brought you back to life. In a much better body 
than the one you had in your previous life at that! You’re angry that 
he didn’t give you an explanation? So what if he didn’t? You should 
just be grateful that you got to live once again after dying. What do 
you have to blame Vermouth for?” Sienna rattled out these questions 
and then pointed at her own chest. “I’m telling you that even I don’t 
blame him for piercing a hole in my chest. Got it? I believe in 
Vermouth. So you should also have faith in him. We... we both owe 
Vermouth.” 


“.,.. don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about,” Eugene 
grumbled. 


“Even though you’ve come back from the dead, you really are just as 
childish as you always were,” Sienna said with a smile. 


Changing the subject, Eugene asked, “So what happened to Anise and 
Molon?” 


“T don’t know. How exactly did Anise become an angel? You’re not the 
only one who’s surprised by that, so don’t ask me. As for Molon? After 
that idiot founded his kingdom—” Sienna’s eyes suddenly widened in 
surprise. “Ah! Did you already know? Molon, that idiot, he actually 
became a real king!” 


“Do you really think I wouldn’t have heard about that?” 


“Haha, who would have thought that Molon would actually become a 
real king? You should have been there to see the founding ceremony 
of the Ruhr Kingdom... Have you heard how Molon, that fool, only 
came to the afterparty wearing a cloak and a pair of panties?” 


“ ..Just why?” 


“T gave him the panties as a present and told him that they would 
appear as a formal dress that was only visible to those who were 
virtuous and brave. But that bastard really did come out wearing only 
that pair of panties. His vassals were horrified, but he told them that 
they couldn’t see his clothes because they weren’t virtuous and brave 
enough—” Sienna was unable to finish speaking as she burst into 
laughter and was forced to clutch her stomach. 


Once she had calmed down, she continued, “In any case, I need to 
thank Anise.” 
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....” Eugene kept his silence. 


“The fact that I’m currently able to speak to you like this, it’s all 
thanks to Anise for making this miracle happen,” Sienna said 
gratefully. 


“..Before I came here, I saw a vision of the past,” Eugene mentioned. 


“Ah, you saw Raizakia,” Sienna’s face twisted into a scowl as she spat 
out the dragon’s name. “In hindsight, the responsibility for why I’m in 
this state lies more with that son of a viper than it does with 
Vermouth. He actually figured out how to come and find me while I 
was on the verge of death, then he even broke through the barrier and 
invaded the elven domain!” 


“’..S0 what exactly happened?” Eugene asked. 


“Didn’t you see it? That guy shot his Breath at us and I blocked it. 
Since I wasn’t in a good condition, I wasn’t able to block it completely. 
You remember what Raizakia’s Breath is like, don’t you? It’s basically 
a clump of demonic power. No, Raizakia himself is a huge clump of 
demonic power. He’s like a sewer rat that’s infested with germs,” 
Sienna said as her body shuddered in disgust and she clenched her 


fists. “The elves there were all infected by him. I also couldn’t stop his 
demonic power from leaking into my wounds. That’s how I got 
contaminated with his curse. Just before I was about to die, I managed 
to make a connection to the World Tree, then I sealed my body and all 
the elves with me inside of the World Tree.” 


Sienna sat down on the ground with her shoulders slumped. 


After she had composed herself, she continued, “...Although I feel 
sorry for the elves who were caught outside, at that time there weren’t 
any other options. Because I was in a desperate situation where I had 
to hurry to keep myself and hundreds of elves from dying. I sealed 
away the entire territory and altered the memories of the elves so that 
no one would be able to re-enter it... Ah, I was able to do that thanks 
to the ancient magic that has been passed down through the World 
Tree. This tree is actually connected to every elf’s soul.” 


“And so?” 


“What do you mean, and so? You also saw it, didn’t you? The elves 
and I have been sealed inside of the World Tree—” 


“Not that. I mean how do I get you to open your eyes again?” Eugene 
asked as he sat down facing Sienna. 


For a few moments, Sienna didn’t continue to speak, and just stared at 
Eugene who was sitting so close to her. 


“Hamel, I made two mistakes,” Sienna eventually confessed after 
letting out a short huff and folding her arms. “The first is that I tried 
to kill Raizakia, but I failed. If I had been able to kill him, then I 
would have been able to cleanse his curse from my wounds.” 


“And the other one?” Eugene prompted. 


“Since it was too difficult to chase him out, I banished him to the 
outer dimension,” Sienna’s brow furrowed as she said this. “Or well, I 
tried to. If I had managed to banish him properly, then this curse 
wouldn’t have lasted for so long. Seeing as it’s still clinging on without 
getting any worse... it looks like he was probably caught in some kind 
of dimensional rift. That guy is pretty amazing. Doesn’t that mean he’s 


still holding on after getting stuck in a dimensional rift for over a 
hundred years?” 


“In that case,” Eugene said with a grin. “If we kill Raizakia, who’s 
been stuck in a dimensional rift, you’ll also get better?” 


“.,.Probably,” Sienna confirmed hesitantly. 
“How do we find him?” Eugene eagerly asked. 
“Tt’s impossible for you right now,” Sienna denied his request. 


“T know,” Eugene admitted. “But tell me anyway. Because I’ll go after 
him and kill him as soon as it does become possible.” 


Without saying anything immediately, Sienna just looked at Hamel 
before sighing. “...You really are Hamel.” 


“What are you saying all of a sudden?” Eugene demanded. 


“No, it’s nothing,” Sienna said with a soft laugh. 


Chapter 107 
Sienna (4) 


“ ,.Hm,” Sienna’s smile suddenly shook slightly. 


Her green eyes widened into circles as she piercingly stared at Eugene. 
After examining him like this for a few moments, she tilted her head 
from side to side a few times. 


“...Hm?” Sienna hummed consideringly. 


After she was done tilting her head, Sienna abruptly thrust her face 
closer to Eugene. Uncomfortable with her sudden approach, Eugene 
immediately raised his hands to block Sienna’s face from getting any 
closer. 


“What are you doing? Are you crazy?” Eugene spat out. 
“Get your hands out of the way,” Sienna merely demanded. 


Having said that, Sienna didn’t wait for Eugene to remove his hands. 
She grabbed his hands on her own accord and pushed them out of her 
way. 


“ ..It seems a bit different, but... no... isn’t it the same?” Sienna 
muttered to herself. 


“What are you even saying?” Eugene asked in annoyance. 


“Hamel, you... it seems that you’ve learnt some magic?” A wide smile 
spread across Sienna’s face. Still holding onto Eugene’s hands, she 
childishly swung them around as she giggled to herself. “It’s not just 
any type of magic, either! You learned the magic that I created. Isn’t 
that right?” 


“ .. Yeah,” Eugene reluctantly admitted. 


Sienna let out a few prideful sniffs, “Hm, hmhm, hmhmhm. Well, of 
course you did. Even if hundreds of years have passed since I 
disappeared, there’s no way that a wizard as exceptional as I am could 
be born during that time. In that case, that must mean that most 
wizards nowadays have learned the Circle Magic Formula that I 
created.” 


“...Well, something like that,” Eugene acknowledged. 


“However! Hamel, you didn’t just learn my Circle Magic Formula. 
Looking at your mana... you must have grafted my research in Witch 
Craft onto Vermouth’s White Flame Formula, isn’t that right?” Sienna 
confidently accused him. 


Eugene wasn’t sure what was causing Sienna so much amusement, as 
she continued to smile at him. It didn’t just stop with her cheerful 
expression, she was still sniffing proudly as she giggled. Eugene felt 
that her attitude was a bit annoying. 


But the fact of the matter was that he had learned the Circle Magic 
Formula, as well as her research in Witch Craft. 


Since that was the case, that meant Eugene was practically Sienna’s 
disciple. Although Eugene had claimed to be Sienna’s disciple at 
several points before today, he had no desire to be recognized as a 
student by Sienna herself. Doing something like that would create an 
inevitable conflict with his own self-esteem... 


Eugene awkwardly replied, “...I might have learned those, but—” 


“From now on you should worship me as your teacher,” Sienna 
abruptly demanded. 


“Did you really think I learned those because I wanted to?” Eugene 
argued. “After hearing about your death—” 


“T didn’t die,” Sienna interrupted. 


Eugene continued. “...After hearing about your disappearance... uh, 
well... you could call it an act of mourning an old comrade and 
friend...” 


“So what are you saying? Are you trying to claim that you didn’t 
really learn the Circle Magic Forumla? I guess that you haven’t 
learned anything from Witch Craft either, right?” Sienna sarcastically 
refuted his denials. “I’m the teacher, you’re the disciple. Got that?” 


“Are you looking for another beating,” Eugene threatened her. “Then I 
just don’t need to use magic for the rest of my life, now do I? That 
way I don’t have to call you teacher.” 


“Don’t say something so ridiculous, Hamel. You’ve already drunk all 
the sweet waterl!] and learnt everything you can, so why are you 
arguing at this point? How can a person be so shameless?” 


“What the hell do you mean by that?” 


“Well, even in your past life, you were always a shameless son of a 
bitch.” Surprisingly, Sienna quickly accepted his refusal to call her his 
master. 


By now, she had stopped swinging Eugene’s hands around and let go 
of them, but she still hadn’t stopped smiling and giggling to herself. 


With the way they were sitting, the distance between them had gotten 
pretty close. Sienna seemed to suddenly realize this. Letting out a low 

cough, she tapped one of Eugene’s knees and said, “...You’re too close. 
You should back up a bit.” 


“You’re the one who crawled up to me in the first place, so why are 
you complaining to me?” Eugene protested. 


“..When did I crawl up to you?” Sienna denied in embarrassment. 


“Could you really have aged so much that you now have dementia?” 
Eugene eyed her consideringly. “Have you forgotten the way you 
grabbed my face and molested it earlier?” 


“Hamel, you... just try and call me old one more time and see what 
that gets you,” Sienna darkly promised him as flames seemed to burst 
forth in her eyes. “If you hadn’t been defeated on the way to the castle 
of the Demon King of Incarceration, you would have been the same 
age as me. Therefore, if we’re calculating your actual age, we should 
count all the years since your previous life as well.” 


“If you’re going to spout such bullshit, you should at least make it 
sound a bit more reasonable. Do you really think that makes any 
sense? Why would you include the years since my past life into my 
age? Age is calculated by how old the body is. Since I’ve been 
reincarnated, my body is fresh and young. As for you...,” Eugene 
trailed off suggestively. 


“Why don’t you just go ahead and say another word?” Sienna 
challenged him. “Because I really will kill you.” 


“’..Well, ’m just saying,” Eugene backed down after some thought. 


“The physical body is mere vanity,” Sienna sniffed. “Besides that, my 
body has been sealed for hundreds of years, and I physically 
reconstructed it several times before that. If I’m released from this 
seal, I’ll reconstruct my body once more, and then my body will return 
to being just one year olal2},” 


“Uhuh, yeah. Go ahead and call yourself one year old. Would you like 
me to gift you a pacifier as well? I’ll carry you on my back and even 
rock you to sleep with a lullaby,” Eugene offered. 


Sienna’s fists clenched and started to tremble at his provocative 
remarks. She glared at Eugene, then sighed heavily and shook her 
head. 


“_,.It’s not worth it.” Changing the subject, Sienna asked, “More 
importantly, what happened to change your mind? Even though I 
offered to teach you magic several times during your past life, you 
never once took me up on it.” 


“That was just in my past life,” Eugene quickly spat out an excuse as 
he awkwardly shifted his gaze sideways. “...After all, three hundred 
years have passed. I was alone after I reincarnated and I didn’t even 


know if you all were alive or dead. Since there were still two Demon 
Kings remaining... well, I just thought that I didn’t have a choice but 
to learn magic.” 


It would be impossible for Eugene to accomplish his goal with just the 
ability he had inherited from his previous life as Hamel. It wasn’t just 
slightly beyond the realm of possibility, but immeasurably so. 
Thankfully, the body that he had been reincarnated into was so vastly 
superior to Hamel’s body that the two couldn’t even be compared. 
Moreover, even after reincarnation, he still retained all his previous 
life’s talent. 


Vermouth was missing. So were Anise, Sienna, and Molon. Since all of 
them weren’t there, this meant that Hamel would need to learn all the 
knowledge and handle all the responsibilities they used to have when 
they were together as a party. 


Or at least that was what Eugene had told himself. 


Even though he was unable to accept the Lionheart clan’s tradition of 
the Bloodline Continuation ceremony, he still hadn’t risked disgrace 
by going against it. 


Without showing any unneeded stubbornness or pride, Eugene had 
managed to be adopted into the main family. 


There, he had learned Vermouth’s White Flame Formula, which he 
had always secretly envied. 


Having obtained Wynnyd, he had still harbored a desire to obtain 
even one more of the many weapons that Vermouth had used. 


In order to learn magic, which he hadn’t even spared a glance at in his 
previous life, he had left to study abroad in Aroth. 


For several years, he had locked himself up in Akron and absorbed 
himself in learning Sienna’s magic. 


Everything Eugene did was for the sake of becoming stronger than 
Hamel had been. Even though he was aware that his hard work might 
not bear fruit right away, he had still sown the seeds for the future. In 


order to someday — yes, someday successfully surpass his former ‘self’ 
and slay the two remaining Demon Kings. 


With that as his focus, he had given up all of his unnecessary hang-ups 
from his previous life. However, Eugene didn’t want to reveal to 
Sienna the desperation to which his heart had been driven by the 
absence of his comrades. It was something far too embarrassing. 


Sienna also didn’t ask for further details. She wasn’t stupid. She could 
see the reason why Hamel, or Eugene, that idiot, asshole, scumbag, 
stubborn, and rude bastard... might have abandoned the inhibitions 
from his past life that had kept him from accepting her offer despite 
the amount of effort she had put into persuading him. 


Sienna was all too familiar with Hamel. 

“Sorry.” 

That was why Sienna was the first to bow her head and apologize. 
“What are you apologizing for?” Eugene asked. 


“I just — I feel like we might have left you feeling very lonely,” 
Sienna said regretfully. 


“As if.” Eugene snorted. 


With her head bowed like this, all Eugene could see was the crown of 
Sienna’s head and her wavy, purple hair. This sight reminded him of 

Mer back In Akron and Eugene unconsciously reached out and patted 
Sienna on the crown of her head. 


“,.What are you doing?” Sienna asked in shock. 
“You just reminded me of your familiar,” Eugene explained. 
Sienna sighed. “...Ah... Mer. So you’ve met with that kid as well.” 


“She’s doing pretty well,” Eugene tried to assure her. 


“Like hell she is,” Sienna cursed with a scowl as she pushed Eugene’s 
hand away from her. “There’s no way that those old wizards would 
have left Mer in peace. She must have been through a lot after I 
disappeared.” 


“’..Well that’s true,” Eugene admitted. “It’s all because you took the 
latter parts of Witch Craft with you.” 


“Ah, that?” Sienna blinked her eyes in surprise for a few moments 
before bursting into laughter. “That was just a lie.” 


“ ..What did you say?” 


“There are no latter parts to Witch Craft. Well, if it really came down 

to it, you could say that something like that is inside my head, but it’s 
more like a truth of magic that’s impossible to really pin down into a 

grimoire.” 


“’,.But I was told that the royal family of Aroth has a copy of the 
latter volumes of Witch Craft?” 


“That’s... ummm... that was just my own way of providing some 
support to the royal family. As the royal family of the kingdom of 
magic, shouldn’t they at least possess a grimoire that can act as a 
symbol of their worthiness for the position? It’s a compilation of some 
of the high-level spells that I’ve created.” 


Eugene’s lips parted soundlessly as he couldn’t think of what to say to 
this. 


After finally breathing out a faint huff of surprise, he barely managed 
to get out the words, “A-are you saying that you conned them?” 


“Hey now, that’s going a bit too far. I didn’t really scam them, it’s 
more like a white lie. In any case, it is a fact that I gifted them a 
grimoire filled with powerful and unique spells. I made all the spells 
myself, and even compiled them into a grimoire, so isn’t it up to me to 
call it by whatever title I like?” Sienna smiled with a guilty expression 
and tried to act like her hands were clean. Well... this 
misunderstanding is all because I didn’t know that I would end up 
going into seclusion like this. I was thinking of going into retreat 


shortly before everything that happened, but technically speaking, this 
was more of a mistake than a deliberate deception.” 


“ ,.But I’ve heard that Aroth’s wizards actually disassembled Mer in 
order to try and find out the truth about the latter half of Witch Craft 
and your hidden refuge,” Eugene reported. 


“They did what?! Those ungrateful sons of bitches! Even though I 
contributed so much to the history of magic, just because I went into 
seclusion, they dare to torment my familiar?!” Sienna’s eyebrows shot 
up in outrage. She leapt up from her seat and kicked Eugene. 


It didn’t really hurt that much. However, Eugene just couldn’t 
understand why she had suddenly kicked him. Why had she hit him 
when he hadn’t even done anything?” 


“Why did you just hit me?” Eugene immediately demanded. 


Sienna gave her reason, “Because there’s no else here apart from me 
and you!” 


“What does that have to do with you hitting me—?” Eugene asked 
before he was cut off. 


“Don’t be so fussy! If I’m able to return to Aroth in the future, I’m not 
just going to stop at kicking them, I’m going to turn the whole place 
upside down! Those idiotic royals. Those douchebag wizards! Even 
though it’s been two hundred years since I disappeared, they’re still 
caught up in the illusion that there is another part to Witch Craft!” 
Unable to contain her rage, Sienna stomped her feet as she shouted. 


Eugene also felt the same sense of betrayal. Even though he had given 
so much thought to joining the Court Wizards, just because he was 
promised access to the latter parts of Witch Craft... only to be told 
that the other parts didn’t exist in the first place? 


Sienna turned to Eugene. “You're also an idiot, Hamel!” 


“T’m not the idiot, that’s Molon,” Eugene defended himself. 


“That’s right, you’re just an asshole!” Sienna agreed. “You should have 
seen Witch Craft as well, right? Based on the qualities and feel of your 
mana, it seems that you’ve been able to attain a slight comprehension 

of my research in Witch Craft. But even so, you actually believed that 

there would be a second half?!” 


“',.That’s... of course I didn’t believe it,” Eugene lied unconvincingly. 
Sienna picked up on it immediately. “Don’t lie to me.” 


“Well, if you really look at it, isn’t it all your fault? Why did you come 
up with such a lie that ended up wasting so many people’s time? 
What? You want to call it a white lie? You want to return to Aroth 
and flip it upside down? Before you do that, you need to get on your 
knees and apologize to Mer. Because of your lie, you caused Mer so 
much trouble,” Eugene turned the tables on Sienna. 


“’..Of course I’ll apologize to her,” Sienna admitted with a pout as she 
sat back down. “...So anyways, Witch Craft, how was it?” 


“ ,.What kind of reaction are you expecting from me?” Eugene asked 
hesitantly. 


“Your honest opinion only. I’m eagerly waiting for your admiration 
and awe at the work of the greatest genius in the history of magic, the 
likes of whom never have been and never will be seen in the past, 
present, and future,” Sienna boasted. 


“Oh, well your magic was quite nifty,” Eugene agreed. 
“Ts that it?” 
“,.Really nifty?” 


“You really can’t be honest, can you?” At some point, Sienna had 
stopped pouting and was now smiling once again. “Mm, I guess it is 
pretty nifty. The core principle of Witch Craft is the Eternal Hole. The 
Witch Craft that I left In Akron was just a textbook meant to guide 
those fools into understanding the Eternal Hole.” 


“Alright. I already know that you’re a genius, so stop changing the 
subject and answer my questions,” Eugene said, staring at Sienna 
without any traces of amusement. 


Sienna also stopped smiling. 


“Raizakia, that son of a viper, how am I supposed to find him?” 
Eugene asked once more. 


“...1 already said that it’s impossible for you as you are now,” Sienna 
muttered. 


“Do you think that ’m asking because I don’t know that? Even in my 
past life, that bastard wasn’t someone that I’d be confident in taking 
out on my own.” Eugene informed her. 


The Black Dragon Raizakia was a monster. Even before his fall, he was 
one of the strongest among the younger dragons, but after he had 
killed his own Lord and devoured the chief dragon’s heart, he had 
become an even more intimidating monster. 


“Sienna, are you worried about me right now?” Eugene asked her. 
“’..No,” Sienna lied unconvincingly. 


“Of course not. Who’d be that stupid? Wouldn’t it be funny if you, 
who almost died and has been sealed away, were actually worried for 
me, who’s alive and well?” Eugene noted sarcastically. 


“.,.What if...,” Sienna muttered while avoiding his gaze. “...For my 
sake, you do go looking for Raizakia, and when you finally find him... 
he kills you? In that case, what am I supposed to do?” 


“What do you mean, what are you supposed to do?” Eugene scoffed. 
“Why are you so afraid of something that hasn’t even happened—” 


“You don’t know,” Sienna spat out with a quiet laugh. “You... you 
don’t know anything. Hamel, there’s no way that you could know. 
After you died... how do you think the rest of us felt? Do you know 
what emotions were going through me as I held your necklace? What- 


what sort of thoughts went through my head as I stood in your 
grave?” 


“T do know,” Eugene said as he held Sienna by her shoulders. “I know 
for a fact that you cried like a baby while you were there. I also know 
just how you spent the decades while you were in Aroth.” 


Taken aback, Sienna fell silent. 


“But do you know how I feel? There’s no way that you could know 
that. You, who has been trapped here by this seal, will definitely not 
know how I feel. You might know the me from my previous life, but 
you have no idea about the current me,” Eugene argued. 


“...That’s probably true,” Sienna weakly admitted. 


“Then you just need to find out for yourself. But if you remain trapped 
here, then you definitely won’t be able to learn anything about me,” 
Eugene stated with confidence. “Sienna Merdein, stop pointlessly 
worrying about me and get rid of the delusion that I, as someone 
who’s been reincarnated once, will allow myself to be defeated once 
more.” 


Sienna raised her head to look up at him. 


Eugene continued, “You came to find me, and I also went looking for 
you. I’m sorry, but I can’t just stay out of this. I will free you from this 
place somehow. I’ll make sure that you’re free to stand up on your 
own and walk out of here, so that you can travel together with me. 
Even if you sit there whining that you don’t want to go with me, Ill 
take you out of here even if it means I have to drag you with me.” 


Sienna’s eyes wavered at these words. Eugene’s hands tightened 
around Sienna’s shoulders as he looked straight into her trembling 
green eyes. 


“You have no objections with that, right?” 


“ , Ahahaha.” 


After he spat out this final question, Sienna burst into laughter. 


“You say that I don’t know the current you? No, that’s not true at all. I 
know you, Hamel. Even though your reincarnation changed your 
body, replaced your face, and even gave you a new name... you're still 
the same Hamel that I’ve always known.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then you should also be aware of how serious I am 
when I say all this.” 


“...Mhm,” Sienna agreed with a smile even as she let a few tears fall. 
“Youre still the same as ever. Not a single thing... has changed about 
you.” 


“Tf you smile while crying, something will grow on your buttl3]” 
Eugene warned her. 


Sienna snorted. “The amount of bullshit you’re full of hasn’t changed 
either.” 


“Anyway, hurry up and tell me how to find Raizakia,” Eugene insisted 
while shaking Sienna by the hold that he had kept on her shoulders. 


“ ..Is my staff still kept in Akron?” Sienna eventually asked. 


“Akasha? It’s still there,” Eugene confirmed. “It’s been stored away 
safely along with Witch Craft.” 


“Well, of course it would be,” Sienna said with some relief. “As foolish 
as the wizards of Aroth might be, even they wouldn’t stoop to the 
level of trying to meddle with Akasha’s relief.” 


Sienna was lost in thought for a few moments. After considering 
whether he should do anything about this, Eugene gently shook 
Sienna by the shoulders once more. 


“Just leave me alone for a minute, you son of a bitch.” In the end, 
Sienna was unable to bear it and she slapped Eugene on the cheek as 
she cursed him out. 


Like the last time she had kicked him, her slap didn’t hurt all that 
much. 


“..I’ll teach you the technique to release Akasha’s seal,” Sienna said 
once she had finished her contemplation. 


“Does that mean I’ll be able to find Raizakia once I have Akasha?” 
Eugene asked. 


“.,.It won’t be easy,” Sienna advised him. “Raizakia was caught in the 
dimensional rift partly due to his own actions and partly because I 

made a mistake due to being seriously unwell. Even so, Hamel, if you 
have Akasha with you and you’re nearby, you should be able to sense 
the opening to the dimensional rift where Raizakia has been trapped.” 


Sienna couldn’t even be certain of that. For now, all they could be 
sure of was that Raizakia had to be trapped somewhere within a 
dimensional rift. If he had been banished to another dimension or had 
died, his curse wouldn’t have been able to last for hundreds of years 
as it had. 


“So that means I’ll need to scour the whole continent,” Eugene sighed. 
“...If you don’t want to, then don’t do it,” Sienna pouted. 


“When did I say that I didn’t want to? It’ll be a piece of cake. Besides, 
that’ll mean I get to use your fancy staff as well,” Eugene said smugly. 


“.,.I’m saying this just in case, but if I do get better later, I’m 
definitely taking Akasha back from you. Also, if you go overboard and 
shatter Akasha’s Dragon Heart...” Sienna trailed off warningly. 


“T’m already well aware.” Eugene waved off her concerns. “It’ll get the 
dragons to come looking for me, right? No, wouldn’t that actually be 
better? In the first place, aren’t the dragons even better at using magic 
than you?” 


“Do you really think those overly proud lizards would just kindly 
grant your requests? They’ll probably just loose their Breaths at the 
bastard who deliberately broke the staff that their tribe helped create 
as a gift. But if you want to test that theory, then have at it,” Sienna 


challenged him. 


“Well, if nothing else works, then I can give it a try,” Eugene replied 
before becoming lost in thought for a few moments. 


The Black Dragon Raizakia had come to fame during his previous life, 
but his presence was still making itself known even in the present day. 
In fact, he was still known as one of Helmuth’s three Dukes. 


It had been two hundred years ago since Sienna had banished 
Raizakia into a dimensional rift, but Raizakia somehow still retained 
an active presence in Helmuth. 


“..If that truly is the case, that means the Raizakia in Helmuth has to 
be a fake,” Sienna said, her eyes narrowing in suspicion after Eugene 
had conveyed this information. “It had to be Raizakia himself who 
invaded this domain. If the attempt to banish him had failed 
completely, then he could have just repeated his intrusion once more.’ 


Pp) 


“But if that isn’t the real Raizakia, does that mean someone else is 
pretending to be Raizakia?” Eugene pointed out. 


“There’s no way that those demonfolk bastards in Helmuth would 
continue to pay respect to Raizakia’s status if he wasn’t around. Then 
it’s probably... either Raizakia’s clone or his hatchling.” 


“ ,.Hatchling?” Eugene repeated questioningly. 


Eugene’s brow furrowed as he tried to recall his memories of Raizakia. 
Did that Black Dragon really have a hatchling? 


“T’m not too sure of that either. How am I supposed to know if that 
son of a viper hatched an egg or not? However, whichever one it 
might be, that’s not necessarily a bad thing for you—,” Sienna 
abruptly stopped speaking in the middle of her sentence and covered 
her mouth. 


Eugene grinned at this sight and lightly smacked Sienna’s leg. “What’s 
with the sudden silence? You're right, this isn’t such a bad thing for 
us. Whether it’s Raizakia’s clone or his hatchling, either way it has to 
have some kind of connection to Raizakia. If we can somehow manage 


to get our hands on them, we might be able to find the coordinates to 
where Raizakia is buried.” 


“’..Don’t do anything needless, Hamel,” Sienna warned him. 


“I won’t. Having already died once, even I would hate to repeat the 
experience,” Eugene said with a smile. “...Ah, that’s right.” 


While he was still smiling, something suddenly popped up in his head. 
Eugene immediately erased the smile from his face and glared at 
Sienna. 


“Hey, what’s with that thing?” Eugene demanded. 

Sienna was surprised. “What are you saying all of a sudden?” 
“That fairy tale,” Eugene growled. 

Sienna’s expression stiffened. 

Through gritted teeth, Eugene hissed. “Stupid Hamel.” 
“..Umm...,” Sienna tried to come up with something to say. 
Eugene interrogated her. “Who wrote it?” 


Sienna stammered, “I-I don’t know. I just thought it was interesting. 
When I first saw it I—Ah!—N-no, I’ve never actually read it, so...” 


“Ts this really the time and place for such nonsense? Even though you 
should know that you left the first edition of the fairy tale in Akron,” 
Eugene pressured her. 


Sienna struggled to come up with an excuse, “That’s... I just... I 
bought that as a souvenir.” 


“T already told you not to spout nonsense,” Eugene easily dismissed 
the claim. “I heard from Mer that you read that fairy tale hundreds of 
times, didn’t you?” 


“Why is she coming up with such ridiculous lies? Since her 
maintenance has been neglected for hundreds of years, could 
something have broken down...?” Sienna continued to act innocent. 


“The contents of the first edition were quite something to see. The 
beautiful, cute, darling, and cuddly Sienna,” Eugene said teasingly. 


“Th-there wasn’t anything about me being darling or cuddly... 
probably?” Sienna argued hesitantly as she desperately tried to trace 
her memory. 


“In any case, there were definitely a few times where you were called 
beautiful and cute. Are you insane? How could you write something 
like that by your own hand?” Eugene questioned her. 


“Wh-what are you talking about! Why would I write something like 
that? I-It wasn’t me,” Sienna denied unconvincingly. 


“Then was it Anise?” 
“Ah... ummm.” 


“You really are clinging to such nonsense until the very end. Don’t you 
think that you two were being a bit too much? You and Anise are 
cute, beautiful, darling, cuddly, and other such bullshit, huh? But why 
is Molon an idiot and I’m a son of a bitch?” Eugene cursed. 


“T said that I didn’t write it!” Sienna screamed loudly as her face 
flushed red. 
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“That’s why I’m asking you, who did write it?” Eugene continued to 
confront Sienna. 


“ ,.1 don’t know,” Sienna insisted. 


“Isn’t it embarrassing and shameful to keep saying ‘I don’t know’ over 
and over again?” 


“shut up.” 


“If Anise was the one who wrote it, could you be trying to protect 
Anise’s reputation by insisting that you don’t know who it is? Even 
though you know that the suspicion will turn on you if you keep 
clinging to the same denial?” Eugene began sounding out his 
reasoning with a serious expression on his face. “Are you really going 
to prioritize protecting Anise’s honor over having to bear such an 
insult yourself? But I don’t think you’re that type of person. You’re not 
upright enough to take the blame for something that you haven’t 
done.” 


“..Wh-what do you know?” Sienna stammered. 


“Although I might not be as insightful as you, I think I have a pretty 
good idea of the depth of your character,” said Eugene. 


These words caused Sienna to blush all the way up to her earlobes. 
She was unable to look at Eugene directly, and she awkwardly 
lowered her gaze to the floor as she fiddled with her fingers. 


“ ..It’s-it’s really not me,” Sienna attempted to deny it one more time. 


“Why don’t you look me in the eye and say that,” Eugene challenged 


her. 


Sensing she was about to be boxed in, Sienna tried to change tracks, 
“This all happened three hundred years ago... so... it’s not really a big 
deal, isn’t it? M-Molon also really enjoyed the fairy tale. He liked it so 
much that he even tried to pass a law requiring the memorization of 
the fairy tale as his kingdom’s first ever edict.” 


“.,.Was that bastard really a good king like they say he was? Couldn’t 
he have just been a mad dictator and a tyrant?” Eugene muttered to 
himself with a look of utter disbelief on his face. Then, his expression 
changed completely and became serious once more. “No. If it’s Molon, 
then he has reason to like it. After having heard himself be called an 
idiot day after day, he was actually given the prestigious title of the 
Brave Molon.” 


“...Was it really all that great?” This time, Sienna was the one with an 
expression of disbelief. “Even though he’s called the brave Molon, the 
stupid things that he did were recorded exactly as they happened. As 

it was a children’s book, I couldn’t just keep calling Molon an idiot—” 


Eugene cut in, “So you did write it?” 


“—Or at least that’s what the author must have been thinking,” Sienna 
feebly finished. 


“Even though they made such an edit, they still wrote down all sorts 
of swear words like ‘asshole’ and ‘son of a bitch’ beside my name,” 
Eugene complained. 


“...Think about it clearly, Hamel,” Sienna told him as she straightened 
her expression. “At the time that the fairy tale came out, Molon was 
laying the foundations of a nation by mobilizing the northern tribes 
and gathering displaced refugees. What would happen if the fairy tale 
called Molon an idiot while he was doing all that?” 


“So what?” Eugene asked in confusion. 


“Are you seriously saying that? Don’t you feel sorry for all the people 
who believed in Molon and became his vassals, or the descendants 
who would be born from them? What kind of sins could they have 


committed in their previous lives to deserve hearing other people 
mock their king for being an idiot?” Sienna lectured Eugene. 


“ ...” Eugene was struck silent. 


Sienna continued her tale, “If the fairy tale called Molon an idiot, 
everyone in the Ruhr Kingdom would have been ridiculed for being 
the vassals of an idiot. What would happen then? All of the people in 
the kingdom would surely have rebelled against their king. There 
might even be enraged extremists who would try to kill the author of 
the fairy tale no matter what...” 


“With an imagination like that, you could practically write a novel,” 
Eugene sharply commented as his expression twisted into a scowl. 
“Fine. This is all because I died too early, before I got the chance to 
leave behind any descendants. Is that right? If I hadn’t died so early, 
then I wouldn’t have been called the Stupid Hamel.” 


“’..Well, something like that,” Sienna agreed. 
“So why did you feel the need to do that to me?” Eugene asked her. 
“...1 already said that I didn’t write it,” Sienna insisted. 


“What was it that I’m supposed to have said right before I died? 
Sienna, I’ve always liked you,” quoted Eugene. 


Sienna’s hands rose to cover her face. Then her body started shaking 
and she could no longer sit face to face with Eugene, instead choosing 
to turn her body in the opposite direction. 


“T-It wasn’t me,” Sienna whined. 
“Then could it have been Anise?” Eugene prodded. 


“T don’t know!” Sienna loudly screamed as she shot up to her feet. “I 
told you that I don’t know! So why do you keep asking me? I really 
don’t know! S-some other bastard must have written it!” 


“You seem embarrassed,” Eugene observed. 


“You-you’re the one who made a mistake, Hamel. Why did you have 
to go and die first? And who-who asked you to go and get yourself 
reincarnated? If you hadn’t been reincarnated, you wouldn’t have 
been able to read the fairy tale yourself in the first place!” Sienna 
argued passionately. 


“Uh-huh, sorry for coming back to life,” Eugene sarcastically 
apologized. “I guess I should have just stayed dead. It was my mistake 
to let myself be reincarnated.” 


Sienna’s shoulders trembled slightly at these words. She turned her 
body to face Eugene once more. With a helpless expression on her 
face, Sienna chewed on her lips. As she hesitantly stood there, unsure 
of what to say, tears welled up in her wavering green eyes. 


“.,.Sorry, I said something crazy,” Sienna apologized tearfully. 


“No... that’s... I was just joking with you, why are you taking it so 
seriously?” Eugene responded awkwardly. 


“Tt’s because I said something... that I really... really shouldn’t have. 
I’m-I’m so-I’m so sorry Hamel,” Sienna choked out these words as 
tears fell from her downcast face. 


Seeing Sienna with such a tremulous expression on her face, Eugene 
let out a long sigh and comforted her. “It’s fine. Because I’m the one 
who should be sorry for dying first.” 


“..Hic.” A sob was Sienna’s sole reply. 


“T don’t know whether it was you or Anise who decided to call me the 
Stupid Hamel, but I’ll forgive you for that as well,” Eugene said. 


Sienna continued crying. 
Sniffle. 
Eugene finished with, “And thanks for my memorial stone.” 


Sienna stopped sniffling any further. Her face, which had been flushed 


a bright red until just now, suddenly became pale. 


Eugene’s words had reminded her of something. ‘That’s right, the 
memorial stone...!’ 


She had written something like that. While thick drops of tears were 
flowing from her eyes, Sienna had carved several inscriptions onto 
Hamel’s memorial stone. It wasn’t just the memorial stone, either. She 
had also prepared a separate note on Hamel’s coffin, while Vermouth, 
Molon, and Anise weren’t looking. Without anyone knowing, she had 
written a last message for Hamel on the lid of his coffin. 


Some day, I will meet you in the world you’ve been longing for. 


Her pale, drained face once again began glowing bright red. Sienna 
had written down all those things because she had thought that she 
would never be able to see Hamel again. 


Eugene continued, “There was also the coffin—” 

Sienna snapped out of her fugue. “I-[’ll kill you.” 

“When you were erecting my statue, you sure did cry a lot.” 
“When did I ever cry? Stop imagining things —!” 

Eugene teased her. “But I saw Molon drinking your tears?” 


“That’s ridiculous... how do you know all that? Your soul should have 
been inside the neckl—! You... were you still conscious even though 
all that was left of you was your soul within the necklace?” Sienna’s 
voice was shaking as she asked this question. 


Although there was no way she could think of that this was true, 
Sienna couldn’t help but imagine the worst case scenario where 
something like that was possible. 


Eugene quickly dismissed her fears, “Do you really think that 
something like that would happen? I just saw it in a dream.” 


“A dream?” Sienna asked with some relief. 


“About the Holy Sword...” Eugene suddenly paused with a distressed 
expression on his face, unable to continue speaking as a sudden 
possibility sprang to mind. 


Was the revelation in a dream really something that the Holy Sword 
had shown to him? Eugene couldn’t help but recall the powers of the 
angel with eight wings that looked just like Anise. 


She had even shown him the scene from the past, the scene of 
Raizakia’s attack. And the reason why he was able to face Sienna like 
he was now was all because of the miracle that angel-Anise had 
performed. 


Eugene didn’t really want a full explanation of what was going on. 


It wasn’t because he didn’t have faith in the god of light. Regardless of 
his own lack of faith, everything that had happened were 
unmistakable miracles. 


He simply didn’t want to admit that Anise was behind all this. 


That was because, by doing so, Eugene would also have to admit that 
this was all just a dream that Anise had somehow created. The Sienna 
that was now in front of him was moving, talking, laughing, and 
crying like she was in perfect health. However, he couldn’t feel any 
warmth coming from her, nor could he hear her heart beating. In 
reality, Sienna still had a hole in her chest and was barely clinging on 
to life through the power of the World Tree. 


This reminder of the reality of the situation soured Eugene’s mood. 


“_,.Can’t we leave here together?” Eugene pleaded, feeling a bit 
reluctant. “You... you came to find me in Aroth, didn’t you?” 


“.,.That was just me sending out a mental projection for a very brief 
moment. Even that was only possible because I squeezed out what 
little mana I had left,” Sienna revealed. 


Squashing his disappointment, Eugene asked, “...How did you find 
me?” 


“Your necklace,” Sienna said with a weak chuckle as her head 
remained bowed. “A security spell that I installed in my mansion long 
ago still remains intact. It wasn’t activated, but since the spell is 
connected to me, it detected the necklace.” 


Sienna had kept the necklace with her ever since she had taken it from 
Hamel. As it was imbued with traces of her mana, it was only natural 
for the spell to have reacted when the necklace had finally returned to 
the mansion after hundreds of years. 


“So I squeezed out the last of my mana and went to check the 
situation. The body produced this way was only an imperfect version 
of mental projection, but even so... I still managed to find you,” 
Sienna said with some lingering relief. 


Eugene didn’t ask any further questions and just sat next to Sienna. 
Sienna also stopped talking to Eugene. She just quietly sat down and 
hugged her knees while staring forward blankly... though sometimes 
— no, quite often she would turn and glance at Eugene. 


“’..You should get going.” After sitting there silently for a while, 
Sienna was the first to break the silence. She stopped glancing over 
toward him and instead stared at him directly. “...There’s no point in 
you staying here any longer.” 


Eugene was also aware of this. 


This was why Eugene so hated the Night Demons, who would tempt 
people with a dream that made them reject reality. A dream that 
could never become reality, but was still extremely close to reality. As 
long as they mixed in a few factors that were different from reality, it 
was easy for them to seduce the human mind and completely destroy 
it. 


“...Probably,” Eugene reluctantly agreed. 


Even though he was all too aware of this truth, it wasn’t so easy for 
him to accept it. Now, it felt like Eugene could understand a little 


what was going through Eward’s head. If you didn’t want to face 
reality and instead rejected it... it would be easy for you to become 
addicted to the sweet dreams that the Night Demons offered. 


Even so, you needed to face reality. If you remained stuck within a 
dream, you wouldn’t be able to change anything about your reality. 


Eugene got up. 
“We'll meet again,” he promised. 
Sienna looked up at Eugene who was standing beside her and smiled. 


“’..Yowre no longer Hamel, so I’ll call you by your current name. 
Because even if your name changes, you will always be Hamel,” said 
Sienna. 


“Just like how you are and always will be Sienna,” Eugene agreed. 


“Mhm,” Sienna grunted as she tried her best to avoid crying. Her 
effort was obvious to see. 


“Sienna,” Eugene said as he reached out to Sienna. “Don’t cry and just 
wait here for me patiently.” 


“ ..Stupid, blockhead, moron, son of a bitch,” Sienna cursed. Even 
though she was trying her best not to cry, Sienna rubbed her eyes and 
grabbed Eugene’s hand. “...Because you keep saying such selfish 
things, I can’t help but feel some hope.” 


“T know,” Eugene curtly replied. 


“Because of that... because of that, I’ll wait for you,” Sienna promised 
him. “I will trust you, place my hopes in you, and wait for you.” 


“Of course you should,” Eugene accepted her promise. 


“’..You don’t have to come back here to pick me up,” Sienna said as 
she stood up with a few sniffs. After hesitating for a few moments, she 


pulled Eugene closer by his hand until she was able to reach up and 
hug Eugene around his shoulders. “...Because I’ll come looking for 
you. You... you just need to wait for me.” 


Eugene patted Sienna on the back. Sienna clenched her lips tightly 
shut at his touch, and buried her face into his shoulder. He couldn’t 
feel any warmth coming from the Sienna in his arms. He couldn’t even 
hear her heart beating. 


Even so, Eugene could still feel Sienna. She hadn’t died back then and 
was still alive to this day. 


“.,.Fine,” Eugene replied with a smirk. 
After looking up at his grin, Sienna also returned a smile. 


‘This is a miracle,’ Sienna silently thought to herself. To think that she 
would be able to meet with Hamel like this — Hamel, who had been 
the first to leave them. ‘Even though a lot of things have changed.’ 


She didn’t want to let go of him. She didn’t want to have to say 
goodbye to him. 


Just for a little longer. 


Even as these thoughts ran through her mind, Sienna deliberately let 
go of Eugene. 


As Sienna looked Eugene up and down, she thought, ‘...No, nothing has 
changed. You’re still... Hamel.’ 


Sienna didn’t cry. 
While smiling as brightly as possible, she waved goodbye to Eugene. 
“’..l’m so glad that I got to meet you like this,” Sienna confessed. 


The miracle was ending. 


Sienna was gradually beginning to lose consciousness. She couldn’t see 
Eugene’s figure any longer. 


She slowly sat down on the spot. The small tree that had been 
growing behind her had disappeared. Everything else then 
disappeared and was covered in a bright light. 


Sienna sait in the center of this scene, still staring forward. 
“... Thank you,” she muttered. 


Anise, with her eight angelic wings outspread, was now standing at a 
close distance. Without saying anything, Anise just stared at Sienna 
with a faint smile on her face. 


“May you also find salvation,” Sienna said as she stared at Anise, 
before closing her eyes. 


Anise’s wings slowly folded away, and as their light disappeared, the 
place was filled with darkness. 


Eugene opened his eyes. 


He quickly got up from where he had been lying down on the ground. 
Everything was as it had been before he fell unconscious; not a single 
thing had changed in reality. Sienna was lying down with her eyes 
closed, encased within the crystal, with a hole in the middle of her 
chest and vines connecting her to the World Tree. 


Eugene stared at Sienna for a few moments. His memories of what had 
happened just now remained crystal-clear. From the full conversation 
that he had with Sienna to the technique he had learned that was 
meant to unlock Akasha’s seal, releasing it from its confinement 
within Akron. 


‘Don’t blame Vermouth.’ 


He also recalled these words. Smiling wryly, Eugene stroked his own 


chin. 

“',.Let’s just give him a chance,” Eugene eventually muttered. 
No one had ever really been able to understand Vermouth. 
Vermouth also hadn’t asked for anyone’s understanding. 


That guy had been carrying a lot on his shoulders, without asking 
anyone to help shoulder the burden with him. 


No. 


He had asked for help. He had faced the Demon Kings together with 
Sienna, Anise, Molon, and Hamel. Of all the many living beings in the 
world, only these four had been able to keep up with Vermouth. 


However, Vermouth still hadn’t sought any understanding from his 

comrades. After Hamel had died in the castle of the Demon King of 

Incarceration, Vermouth had tried to pull everything together all by 
himself. 


Whether it was the Oath... 
...Or Eugene’s reincarnation. 
‘We never understood each other.’ 


‘I don’t know why Vermouth did it or what he was really planning. It’s not 
like I’m Vermouth, and right up until the end, I never really understood 
him.’ 


‘I think you’re just the right person for the job.’ 


‘Vermouth may have eventually failed, but Hamel, if it’s you... then you 
might really be able to do it.’ 


“Tt’s heavy,” Eugene muttered as he massaged his own shoulders. 
“This is why I hate being called a hero.” 


He soon saw that Kristina had collapsed nearby. 


Anise wasn’t anywhere to be seen. However, the wand that had 
resonated with Anise’s light was still touching Kristina’s fingertips. 
Eugene stared at Kristina for a few moments, then picked her up and 
carried her. 


Kristina was still unconscious, so how much time had really passed 
since he’d been caught up in the ‘miracle’? It didn’t seem like it had 
been too long. Fortunately, Kristina had only lost consciousness and 
there didn’t seem to be anything wrong with her. 


“...Just what is her true identity?’ Eugene thought to himself. 
There was no way that Kristina could secretly be Anise. 
But the ‘angel’ had been partially connected to Kristina. 


“..Well then,” Eugene muttered as he let out a sigh and turned his 
head. He took one last look at Sienna’s face, whose eyes were still 
closed peacefully. “Wait for me.” 


After saying goodbye like that, Eugene headed out of the World Tree 
while carrying Kristina. 


[...Hamel?] Tempest’s shout echoed inside of his head. [What in the 
world just happened? And what exactly was that light—] 


“Can’t even get a moment to wallow in my emotions...” Eugene 
grumbled as he tucked Wynnyd back into his cloak. 


Chapter 109 
The Flame (1) 


“’,.Ugh...,” Kristina came to her senses with a groan. 


She immediately tried to get up, only to be stopped by a surprise. 
Instead of lying on the ground, Kristina was currently resting 
horizontally in midair. 


“Slept well?” Eugene asked as he glanced back at her. 


Without replying immediately, Kristina first took a look around at 
their surroundings. They had just been inside of the World Tree. After 
she had cast the revitalization spell... she seemed to have lost 
consciousness. Kristina didn’t know what had happened after that, but 
she knew one thing for sure. 


This wasn’t the inside of the World Tree, nor was it anywhere within 
the elven domain. 


“ ..Did I fail?” Kristina first decided to ask about the result of her 
attempt. 


Kristina was afraid that she had failed. She suspected — no, she was 
sure of it. Even before she had lost consciousness, she had foreseen 
her own failure. Kristina’s divine power could neither heal Sienna’s 
wounds nor wake her up. 


Even so, the reason why Kristina couldn’t help but feel the need to ask 
this question... was because of the strange state that her body was in. 
In order to cast a divine spell of that magnitude, she had had to 
squeeze her divine power to its very limits and pour everything that 
she had into the spell. 


“,..But my body feels light.’ 


Her mind didn’t feel overdrawn either, and was actually pretty 
refreshed. Her divine power was also fully charged, as if she hadn’t 
even cast a spell. 


“It was a failure,” Eugene responded as he lowered Kristina to the 
ground. “You made quite a flash of light, but in the end, it wasn’t 
enough to revive Lady Sienna.” 


“’,.As I thought,” Kristina said with disappointment. 


“Tt looks like you aren’t able to clearly remember what happened?” 
Eugene asked. 


“Yes,” Kristina confirmed with a furrowing of her brow as her feet 
touched the ground. “I know that I failed, but what am I doing here?” 


“You’re here because I brought you out with me,” Eugene explained. 


“Of course I know that,” Kristina snapped. “What I’m asking is, why 
have we left the World Tree? Just because I failed once, are we really 
just giving up?” 


Instead of replying immediately, Eugene stared at Kristina. Eugene 
didn’t have the capability of reading minds, but he could tell that 
Kristina was currently telling the truth. Though there wasn’t really 
any reason for her to lie. Kristina didn’t seem to know anything about 
Anise, who had become an angel. 


‘Anise recognized me,’ Eugene recalled. 


That was unquestionably the reason why she had appeared and 
performed such a miracle. 


For now, Eugene decided not to look into the matter of Anise. It was a 
difficult issue that would only bring harm if he tried to dig into it 
prematurely; moreover, if he wanted to know the truth, instead of 
Kristina, he would need to investigate her superiors. This meant 
Cardinal Rogeris, who had adopted Kristina, and the Pope, who had 
assigned Kristina as a saint candidate. 


“...We haven’t given up,” Eugene finally responded with a shrug. “The 
resuscitation failed, but a miracle did happen.” 


“’..Huh?” Kristina gasped, unable to immediately process what she 
had just been told. 


“The moment that you lost consciousness, the light seemed to burst 
out. Then I... I received a revelation,” Eugene revealed. 


There was no need to say anything about meeting with Anise and 
Sienna. This matter was so complicated that he wouldn’t know where 
to even start explaining. However, as long as he threw the word 
‘revelation’ around, it was easy enough to convince Kristina. 


“.,.Aaaah!” Kristina truly was convinced by his claim. 


Letting out another gasp, she clasped her hands together in front of 
her chest. 


Eugene felt a bit guilty for lying, but... 


‘No, it’s not really a lie. Because Anise did appear, having transformed into 
an angel, and did perform a miracle. So if you look at it from a certain 
angle, you could call that a revelation.’ 


Eugene brazenly convinced himself that he was just telling the truth. 


Still, it didn’t feel right to say that the god had spoken to him, so he 
further explained, “...I heard the voice of an angel.” 


At the word ‘angel,’ Kristina’s eyes started sparkling. 


“You said there was an angel—! Sir Eugene, did you really see an 
angel in person?” Kristina asked eagerly. 


“ ,.That’s, the light was too bright so I couldn’t really see her clearly, 
but I could make out the way she spread her wings,” Eugene replied. 


“Her wings!” Kristina exclaimed. “Sir Eugene, for the angels of the 


God of Light, the number of wings is an indicator of their class. By any 
chance, were you able to tell how many wings the angel had?” 


Eugene hesitantly revealed, “...It seemed like there might have been 
eight wings...” 


“’,.But that can’t be!” Kristina’s voice rose in surprise. She 
immediately got down on the spot, fell to her knees, and began 


praying. 


Taken aback, Eugene asked, “...Is there something wrong with having 
eight wings?” 


“Sir Eugene...! According to the records in the scriptures, among all 
the angels sent by the God of Light to descend upon this world, the 
angel whom God valued the most only had six wings,” Kristina 
reported. 


Eugene felt a belated sense of regret. It would have been better had he 
dropped the count a little. 


“But if the angel that Sir Eugene saw really had eight wings, then it 
wasn’t just any ordinary angel, but an envoy personally sent by the 
God of Light!” Kristina continued excitedly. 


“.,.Aaah... now that I think about it, I probably just didn’t see it too 
clearly because it was too bright? It might have just been six wings, 
instead of eight,” as Eugene groped around for an excuse, he recalled 
Anise’s appearance. The light that she gave off had indeed been 
bright, but he hadn’t made a mistake. Anise had definitely spread 
eight wings exactly. 


‘An envoy of God?’ 
That Anise? 


“No,” Kristina firmly denied. “At the moment of a miracle, there is no 
way that Sir Eugene could have been mistaken.” 


Eugene grumbled, “I’m the one who feels like I might have made a 


mistake, so how can you be so sure of that when you fainted right 
away...” 


“There can be no mistake about it,” Kristina insisted. “The God of 
Light must have sent an apostle to deliver a revelation to Sir Eugene, 
the Hero and master of the Holy Sword. 


Eugene gave up. “Uh-huh. Well, think whatever you like.” 


“So, Sir Eugene, what kind of revelation did you receive?” Kristina 
asked. 


“...In order for Lady Sienna to be awakened, we need to kill the Black 
Dragon Raizakia.” 


Once he had said this, Kristina could no longer muster up any desire 
to exclaim in excitement, and her thrilled expression also faded away 
quickly. 


The Black Dragon Raizakia. 


Kristina was also well aware of the terrible notoriety that the dragon 
had established. Also known as the Fallen Dragon and the Kin-Killer, 
Raizakia was one of the three Dukes of Helmuth, a monster that was 
capable of taking over one of the empty positions for a Demon King. 


“...How difficult,” Kristina said faintly. 


“Because of that, there’s something that I need to discuss with you,” 
Eugene kept walking as he continued to speak to her. “According to 
the angel’s revelation, the Raizakia in Helmuth isn’t the ‘real’ one.” 


“’,.What does that mean?” Kristina asked. 


“Raizakia invaded the elven territory two hundred years ago. It looks 
like he intended to kill Lady Sienna and all the elves there, but he 
wasn’t able to succeed in his plot. Lady Sienna managed to banish 
Raizakia into a dimensional rift, but Raizakia’s poison has forced Lady 
Sienna and the elves to hibernate in the World Tree.” 


Kristina let out a short cry of surprise. To think that someone was 
actually able to face a monster that was said to be the strongest 
dragon of all time, and even banish him into a dimensional rift! 


“...So something mysterious is going on,” Kristina reasoned after she 
got over her surprise. 


Angels were not able to lie. Of course, Eugene didn’t believe in her 
God and had committed blasphemy by falsely claiming to have 
received a revelation several times before. However, there was no way 
that Eugene would lie about something like this. So Kristina held no 
doubt about Eugene’s words. 


“If he was banished into a dimensional rift, that means he cannot be 
found in our world... But I haven’t heard of any issues occuring in 
Helmuth,” Kristina contributed. 


“The same goes for me,” Eugene said with a nod. 
The Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. 
The Blade of Incarceration, Gavid Lindman 

The Black Dragon, Raizakia. 


These three individuals were called the Three Princes of Helmuth and 
their positions in this triumvirate hadn’t changed in hundreds of years. 


Eugene shared what he knew, “If one of the Three Princes, Raizakia, 
had disappeared hundreds of years ago, there is no way that the other 
demonfolk of Helmuth wouldn’t aim for his vacated spot. However, 
Raizakia’s territory, the Dragon Demon Castle, is still doing well, and 
someone with his name is still sitting in the seat of the Duke.” 


“..Duke Noir Giabella is a representative of the moderate faction 
among the high-ranking demons,” Kristina followed Eugene’s example 
as she shared what she could recall. “Duke Gavid Lindman still claims 
to be the subordinate of the Demon King of Incarceration, and does 
not interact much with the outside world. Although I’m not sure what 
his exact opinions are, it seems that Duke Raizakia has always 
occupied the exact opposite political position to that of Duke Noir 


Giabella.” 


Noir Giabella had never been against the infusion of humans into 
Helmuth. Eugene didn’t know what kind of festering hellpit that 
damned bitch was concealing within her chest, but in any case, that 
slut had been actively involving herself with the humans ever since 
Helmuth had opened its gates to their kind. 


Raizakia had not followed suit. That guy was simply violent and 
insane. Although the dragon claimed to be an arbitrator of balance, he 
was just a bastard who had killed his own lord and devoured his 
heart. Even so, he was still shameless enough to display the arrogance 
that was so characteristic of dragons. 


He considered all those weaker than him to be inferior bugs who 
didn't deserve to live. 


Kristina continued. “Even in Helmuth, foreigners are strictly forbidden 
from entering Duke Raizakia’s Dragon Demon Castle. He is known to 
be a vicious hater of humans, so even though he hasn’t been seen out 
and about lately, rumors of his past infamy have still spread among 
them.” 


At the very least, this meant that there hadn't been any incidents 
arising from when the false Raizikia would still wander around 
Helmuth. Sienna had hypothesized that it might be either a hatchling 
or a clone impersonating Raizakia. 


‘That said, we can’t just attack the Dragon Demon Castle directly either.’ 


If it was really a hatchling or a clone, then it should be much weaker 

than the real Raizakia. But even so, it wouldn’t do to underestimate a 
dragon. At least for now, Eugene had managed to confirm that Sienna 
was still alive and he had even had a good conversation with her. 


I will trust you, place my hopes in you, and wait for you. 
Sienna had said these words to him before he left her. 


‘T can’t be hasty,’ Eugene reminded himself, suppressing his surging 
emotions. 


What he needed to do now was to return to the elven village. It was 
clear that leading all the elves who lived there outside of Samar would 
be a tiresome affair even just by itself. This wasn’t only one or two 
elves that they were talking about — he would need to lead more than 
a hundred elves across the hostile forest. 


After escorting the elves back to the Lionheart clan’s main estate, he 
could then head back to Aroth and get his hands on Akasha. 


Although he would probably be forced to deal with the wizards of 
Aroth regarding this matter, as long as he put forth evidence of 
Sienna’s recognition of him and his legitimate claim to the staff, they 
would have no choice but to keep their mouths shut. 


“.,.Hm,” Eugene hummed to himself as he listed all the things that he 
would need to do in the future, then he slipped his hands inside his 
cloak. 


“Sir Eugene, is that...?” Kristina trailed off as she approached him 
with a surprised expression on her face. 


Her eyes widened into circles as she saw the long branch laden with 
leaves that Eugene was holding. 


“T twisted one off,” Eugene casually remarked. 
Kristina gasped. “Is that even allowed...?” 


“Why wouldn’t it be?” Eugene shrugged. “You saw how large the 
World Tree is. Breaking off one of its branches makes no difference to 
it.” 


Eugene didn’t feel any guilt about twisting off one of the World Tree’s 
branches. In fact, he felt that doing so was unavoidable. While he had 
kept hold of the leaf that had led him to the elven domain, a green 
branch and its many leaves seemed like they would be of more help 
than a single dried leaf. 


They still needed to transplant the saplings of the World Tree to the 
forest at the Lionheart’s estate. Although Eugene had broken off the 
tree branch in order to help with that, he couldn’t deny that he hoped 


it might prove useful in other ways. 


A leaf of the World Tree would usually allow you to warp to the elven 
territory no matter where in the world you were. He had tried out that 
function while Kristina was still unconscious, but it seemed that the 
warp function wasn’t enabled while the elven domain was still sealed 
away. 


‘Come to think of it... I didn’t talk to Sienna about Signard.’ This thought 
belatedly crossed Eugene’s mind. ‘Oh well, it’s not like he even gave me 
any words to pass on to her.’ 


It wasn’t just Signard that they hadn’t managed to get around to 
talking about. 


There were a lot more stories that Eugene had wanted to share with 
her. What about all the things that had happened to him since he had 
been reincarnated? That alone would have been enough for them to 
spend a few days talking about it. 


‘We can just do that next time,’ Eugene reassured himself. 
Because this wouldn’t be the last time they met. 


Eugene could feel Sienna’s presence coming from the small branch 
that he held in his hand. 


Eugene had memorized the way back to the elven village. Since it was 
protected by its barrier, he wouldn’t be able to enter it directly, but as 
long as he got close, Signard or one of the other elves should come out 
to meet him. 


They didn’t get held up along the way, so they were able to reach the 
village within two days. 


But none of the elves came out to meet them. 


“’,.Something’s going on...,” Eugene muttered. 


He had a bad feeling about this. 


Eugene narrowed his eyes and set his senses on edge. The barrier that 
protected the village was of a high enough level that it didn’t give off 
a sense of incongruity even after knowing that a barrier did exist. 


However, he was currently getting an uncomfortable feeling from it. 
The mana that formed the barrier seemed slightly distorted. This was 
quite different from how it had been just a few days ago. 


Eugene stopped walking and closed his eyes. 


It wasn’t just an illusion. The barrier’s mana had indeed been 
distorted. This distortion was proof that the barrier had recently been 
broken. But why? 


Eugene reopened his eyes. This wasn’t the time to get lost in 
suspicion. 


“Tll head over first, so just follow after me,” Eugene ordered. 
“... Yes,” Kristina replied after a pause. 


Kristina didn’t feel the same discomfort as Eugene. However, she was 
able to predict a vague omen of danger from Eugene’s expression and 
voice. 


Eugene immediately kicked off the ground and leapt forward. Kristina 
unfolded her wings of light and followed after Eugene. Although her 
flight was pretty fast, Eugene was even faster than her. 


‘It’s only been two days,’ Eugene complained silently. 


In just two days, someone had attacked the elven village. Was it 
hunters looking to take the elves as slaves? There was no way that 
they could be just any ordinary group of slavers. The barrier 
protecting the village was created by the saplings of the World Tree. It 
was impossible for the average wizard to even sense the barrier. 


It had to be the dark elves. Those guys were notorious for recruiting 


elves in order to strengthen their position in Helmuth. However, 
wasn’t the timing of this too auspicious? Did they really just happen to 
find the village on Eugene’s arrival and attack it once he had left?’ 


‘The distortion in the mana, it doesn’t feel like they broke through the 
barrier with a spell. Instead... it seems to have been torn down through 
sheer brute force,’ Eugene observed. 


Was this really the dark elves’ doing? 


Amongst the many questions that were flowing through his head, 
Eugene recalled a scene from a few days before. When all of the elves 
had seen the two off, their eyes full of earnest prayer and hope. 


Chapter 110 
The Flame (2) 


“Really now,” a man said with a shake of his head as he clicked his 
tongue. “There was no need for the both of us to tire ourselves out 
because of this. You’re just giving me more work.” 


Signard didn’t reply to the man’s words. 
Even if he wanted to, he couldn’t reply. 


Signard was covered in blood and a large hand was wrapped around 
his throat. Like this, he couldn’t even breathe properly. When Signard 
finally managed to part his lips, the only sound that emerged was a 
faint moan. 


“This is all because you misunderstood me,” the man said with a sigh 
as he shook his hand. 


This set Signard’s body swaying back and forth like a doll hanging 
from a string as his blood sprayed across the floor. 


The floor that was already covered in his blood. 


“T had no intention of harming you,” the man claimed. “I have no 
desire to bully the weak.” 


“ ..Krgh...” Signard groaned as he swallowed back the blood that was 
filling his mouth. 


“Didn’t I say as much in the first place? I just wanted to stay here for a 
while, a few days at the very most. I wasn’t going to bother you and 
there was no need for you to pay any special attention to me either.” 


Signard squeezed out the last dregs of his mana and strength, then he 


swung his arm as if he was trying to slice open the man’s throat with 
his hand. 


“All I wanted—” 


Before his hand had even reached the man’s throat, Signard’s body 
was smashed into the ground. 


Baaang! 


The ground shook, as clumps of blood and dirt sprang up into the air. 
Signard’s lips stretched wide open, but he wasn’t even able to release 
any of the excruciating pain that he was in with a scream. 


“__was to stay here until that brat returned. Asking you to just 
pretend to be hostage, so that we could all have a pleasant 
negotiation... was that really such a difficult request for you to 
accept?” the man asked rhetorically. 


It felt as if all the bones in Signard’s body had been shattered. As the 
last of the mana in his core had just been exhausted, he didn’t even 
have the strength to lift a finger. 


The man’s figure appeared in Signard’s blurred vision. He was wearing 
a hood that cast a deep shadow over his face, of which only his golden 
eyes could be seen. Each time he opened his mouth, sharp fangs were 
revealed. 


“’..Kukugh!” While glaring at the man, Signard let out a gravelly 
attempt at laughter. “...Only a hostage? You weren’t going to hurt 
us...? Stop spouting... such bullshit.” 


“Really now,” the man sighed once more. “There should be limits on 
how much someone can keep their guard up. Have you only ever 
encountered deceit your whole life?” 


“Your... your very existence is poisonous to us. It infects us with that 
disease and pushes us closer to death,” Signard accused. 


The man hummed in agreement, “Hm... that’s something that can’t be 


helped. However, it would be good if you would just recognize the 
fact that I don’t have any say in it. In fact, I pity you elves. The sight 
of you falling sick and dying is quite pathetic. Therefore—” 


Signard interrupted him with a choked laugh. “Ka... kakakagh! Are 
you really trying to say... that we should be grateful for the chance to 
become dark elves...?” 


“TIsn’t it better than dying from disease?” the man asked. “You 
wouldn’t just be any dark elf either, I even offered you a 
recommendation so that you could serve directly under the Rakshasha 
Princess herself. It looks like you don’t know just how great of an 
opportunity that really is.” 


Signard spat out, “Stop with your bullshit... and fuck off. You beast.” 


The man no longer felt like smiling and feigning pleasantries. The 
word ‘beast’ was an unforgivable insult to the man — no, to the man’s 
whole race. 


“Tt looks like you don’t understand your place,” the man hissed in a 
cold voice as he let go of Signard’s neck. 


Looking around, the man spotted the other terrified elves. Some of the 
elves were strewn across the ground, covered in blood just like 
Signard was. These were the young elves who had stood alongside 
Signard to resist this violent invader. 


But to this man, the resistance put up by the elves was nothing. Except 
for Signard, none of the other elves in this town could really be called 
a warrior. If they had that sort of strength in the first place, they 
wouldn’t have needed to come back to this forest. 


“Tt should be alright if I kill a few more,” the man muttered to himself. 


For this type of task, he needed to set an example. He had no 
intention of killing everyone here. If he successfully brought back all 
these people with him and gave them to the Rakshasa Princess, his big 
brother would also be happy as it meant that the Rakshasa Princess 
would owe them a favor. 


In any case, there were a lot of elves here. There shouldn’t be any 
problems with killing two or three of them. As the man came to his 
decision, he raised a foot into the air above Signard, who was still 
collapsed on the floor. 


His foot fell bit by bit. 
The man intended to slowly crush Signard to death beneath his heel. 
Then the man suddenly noticed something, “...Hm?” 


Just before he could put his foot down, the man’s expression changed. 
While twisting his body around quickly, the man swung his arms at 
something. 


Baaaaang! 


The man’s figure disappeared with a loud roar. Signard, who had been 
prepared to die, couldn’t understand what had just taken place in 
front of him. His eyes had been able to keep up to the point where the 
man had swung his arms around in order to counter a ‘bombardment’ 
of some sort, but Signard couldn’t believe that this powerful monster 
had been sent flying so easily. 


This was the power of the Dragon Spear Kharbos. 


The downside of this spear was that it consumed too much mana, but 
as long as the user had enough mana, they could continue to shoot out 
powerful bombardments without needing any complicated magic 
formulas. Even though the bombardments fired by this weapon 
weren’t as strong as a true dragon’s Breath, the attacks it generated 
were overwhelmingly more powerful compared to the mana it 
consumed. 


Eugene landed on the ground with the large Dragon Spear leaning 
against his shoulder. He looked around at the elves who had collapsed 
to the ground while covered in their own blood. Among all these 
casualties, Signard was the one in the most serious condition. 


“ ..Ha—,” Signard unconsciously tried to call out ‘Hamel,’ only to 
realize what he was doing and quickly clamp his lips shut. 


The one who had attacked them wasn’t dead yet. 


“Who is that bastard?” Eugene said without another look down at 
Signard. 


Eugene couldn’t afford to do so. Even though the Dragon Spear’s 
explosion had directly landed on its target, it hadn’t been enough to 
kill the man. 


“..He said that he’s one of Jagon’s brothers. Eugene, he’s aiming for 
you,” Signard warned with a gasp. 


Eugene’s face slightly stiffened as he heard the name Jagon. Although 
he had never met the man in his previous life, Eugene was familiar 
with the name. 


It was the name of the current chief of the beastfolk who served under 
the Demon King of Destruction. 


The son of Oberon. 


Even if he didn’t know anything else, Eugene wouldn’t be able to help 
but recognize Jagon’s name because the beastman had torn out the 
throat of Oberon — his own father — and usurped the position of 
chief. Oberon had been so violent and powerful that he had even 
taken the title ‘The Depraved’ for himself, so as the son who had been 
able to kill someone like Oberon, it was clear that the man had to be 
at least as crazy and vicious as Oberon. 


“ ,. Siblings, you say,” Eugene muttered as a corner of his mouth 
twisted. “But it looks like he doesn’t really resemble his father.” 


The man who had been sent flying into the distance had stood up once 
more. Although Eugene had already felt this from the moment that the 
attack had landed, it looked like there weren't any serious wounds on 
the man’s body. It was just to the extent that the cloak the man had 
been wearing had become ragged. 


‘He showed a quick reaction,’ Eugene noted to himself. 


He had shot out the attack from a reasonable distance. Eugene 
couldn’t do anything about the sound it made when it was launched, 
but the Dragon Spear’s attack wasn’t something that could be avoided 
just by hearing the roar of the shot before it landed. 


“Ptew.” The man spat out some blood from his mouth as he stared at 
Eugene. “Eugene Lionheart. You’ve returned much more quickly than 
I expected.” 


Now that his robe had been turned into rags, the man’s appearance 
could be seen clearly. 


Lycanthropes were a mutation developed from vampires and 
demonfolk. Like vampires, they could increase their numbers by 
feeding others their blood. Even if someone was once human, once 
they were infected with lycanthropy, their soul would be stained with 
demonic essence. 


Beastfolk were different from lycanthropes. Just like the elves and the 
dwarves, beastfolk were just a separate race from the humans. They 
weren't able to change between human and beast forms like a 
lycanthrope; instead, their appearance held a mixture of a beast and a 
human from the moment that they were born. 


In other words, they could be described as beasts with human 
intelligence. In that regard, most beastfolk still retained their bestial 
instincts and those beastfolk who were born in the wild were 
especially susceptible to being swayed by their natural impusles. 


In order to live in this world, you needed to know how to suppress 
your own instincts. The difference between beastfolk and beasts was 
merely whether or not they had the reason needed to suppress their 
own bestial natures. 


However, three hundred years ago, the beastfolk led by Oberon had 
fully unleashed their true natures. They had all lived as predators, like 
the carnivores that fed on herbivores. And not just any carnivores, but 
wild predators that stood at the top of the food chain. Instead of using 
reason to suppress their true natures, these predators used their ability 
to reason to kill even more effectively and take delight in the act of 
slaughter. 


The man who was now walking over to them was one such predator. 
A beast who was able to walk like a human. He had golden eyes and 
fangs, and his face looked like a mix between a tiger and a human. 
Unlike beasts, he had the upper limbs of a human, but tiger-like 
stripes clearly stood out against the fur covering his body. 


“So you said that you’re a brother of Jagon?” Eugene asked as he 
glared at the beast. “That means should also be a son of the Depraved 
Oberon. From what I’ve heard, Oberon was a bear. If you’re the 
younger brother of his son, why are you a tiger?” 


“Brat,” the man said as he licked his lips with a smile. “You should be 
careful with what you say. Our former commander’s name bears far 
too much weight to be used carelessly by someone like you.” 


“A bastard beast pretending to be a human,” Eugene scoffed as he 
tucked Kharbos back into his cloak. “Are you some kind of mongrel? 
Did a tiger happen to catch Oberon’s eye, so when he had kids with 
her, the eldest son Jagon was born as a bear and you, the second son, 
was born as a tiger?” 


The man growled, “I said—” 


“Tf that’s the case, then it’s quite a surprise,” Eugene interrupted him 
without any hesitation. “To think that a child could actually be born 
between a bear and a tiger...! Even a bastard beast like you knows 
what a mule is, right? It’s a hybrid that’s born between a horse and a 
donkey. It’s said that such hybrids cannot produce any children no 
matter what gender they’re born as, so... are you a eunuch as well as 
a beast?” 


“—_be careful with your words,” the man spat out as his face twisted 
into a scowl. 


Eugene also no longer had a smiling expression on his face. 


“Tf 1 am careful with my words, are you really just going to let me go 
as I please?” Eugene asked, his hands still inside his cloak. “You’ve 
come here to kill me, haven’t you? So no matter what I say, you’re 
going to try and kill me, so why should I watch my mouth?” 


This man knew exactly who Eugene was, but Eugene had never once 
revealed his identity upon entering Samar. In this forest, only Kristina 
and the elves living in this village knew about him. 


So the fact that this bastard beast had come here in order to catch 
Eugene meant that... 


‘Who was it?’ Eugene asked himself. 


Someone outside of the forest had opened his mouth. Could it have 
been someone from the Holy Empire? Or perhaps... it might even 
have been someone from the Lionheart clan’s side of things. Eugene 
didn’t want to even imagine that this was a possibility. 


Among the members of the Lionheart clan, not many had been 
informed that Eugene would be going to Samar. 


There was Genos, Commander of the Second Division of the Knights of 
the Black Lion; Doynes, Head of the Council; and Gilead, the 
Patriarch. Apart from those three, no one else had been informed of 
the fact that Eugene was heading to Samar. Even Eugene’s biological 
father, Gerhard, and the twins, Cyan and Ciel, were unaware of 
Eugene’s departure from the Black Lion Castle. 


“You sure have a disgusting mouth on you, brat,” the man said 
without any attempt to conceal his bared fangs. “If I was going to kill 
you, then I could have killed you at any point before now. Did you 
know? When you picked up the one-legged elf, I was the one who 
took care of the warriors from the Garung tribe that were chasing 
after you.” 


“Thanks for taking care of such a troublesome task for us,” Eugene 
said insincerely. 


He had thought that the pursuit was a bit looser than he’d been 
expecting. Eugene narrowed his eyes as he glared at the man. That 
being said, this meant that the man had been following Eugene right 
from the very beginning. 


‘I didn’t even notice,’ Eugene thought regretfully. 


It couldn’t be helped. No matter how sharp Eugene’s senses were, it 
was impossible for him to have noticed someone who was following 
them from such a considerable distance. On the other hand, the man 
had already been aware of Eugene, and the uniquely strong sense of 
smell that beastfolk shared meant that he wouldn’t lose Eugene’s scent 
even from a distance. 


“So you were saying... that your goal isn’t to kill me? So what is your 
purpose?” Eugene asked. 


“Unlike that stupid elf, it seems that we’re able to communicate,” the 
man said as his slips twisted nto a smile. “My name is Barang. Brat, 
about what you’ve been yapping, I might not share the same blood as 
Jagon, but we do share a bond of brotherhood between us.” 


As he had thought. Wasn’t it impossible for a tiger to be the 
descendant of a bear? 


“The reason I’ve been following you is in order to find the elven 
domain that’s said to be hidden somewhere within this forest,” Barang 
explained. 


Eugene listened silently, “...... 


“Brat, I saw you enter the elven territory. Since I wasn’t able to enter 
along with you, I came here instead in order to wait for you, but that 
elf bastard sprawled at your feet tried to attack me first while saying 
that he was going to kill me,” Barang stated calmly. 


“Of course he’d attack you,” Eugene said as a smile twisted the corners 
of his lips. “So what, are you asking me to lead you to the elven 
territory?” 


“That’s right, let’s just keep things simple and make a deal,” Barang 
said with a nod. 


“And what happens after I lead you there?” Eugene inquired. 


“Then we can just part ways with a smile.” Barang reassured him, 
“Like I said, I have no intention of killing you.” 


Eugene changed the subject, “Why are you looking for the domain?” 
“T have no intention of telling you that,” Barang denied. 


“Fine. If that’s the case, I’ll ask you something else. Who’s the one 
who flapped his lips and told you about me?” Eugene demanded. 


Barang warned him, “You shouldn’t try to know too much, brat.” 


“Tt seems that even though you’re asking so much from me, in reality, 
it looks like you don’t really want to grant me anything that I desire,” 
Eugene observed. 


“Such unreasonableness is the privilege of the strong,” Barang boasted 
with a chuckle. 


Instead of making another reply, Eugene tilted his head to the side. 
‘He says that in the end, we’re just going to part ways with a smile?’ 
As if that would really happen. Eugene couldn’t trust Barang’s words. 


Moreover, he was asking Eugene to lead him into the elven territory. 
It was an unthinkable request. Sienna and the other elves were still 
sealed away in the World Tree that stood in the center of the elven 
domain. 


Although he didn’t know why that bestial bastard wanted to enter the 
elven territory, or what he was going to do there once he entered, 
Eugene didn’t even have the slightest intention of leading him there. 


And this wasn’t an opponent that he could turn away with words 
alone. 


“ ..Eugene, run away,” Signard squeezed out from between trembling 
lips. 


Barang also heard these words. He laughed loudly and shook his head. 


“Are you really asking him to abandon over a hundred elves?” Barang 
taunted Signard. 


Signard’s face contorted at these words... If he sacrificed himself, 
would it be possible to stall for time? 


No, that was impossible. Even though Signard had charged at him 
with all his might, that beast didn’t even have a single wound on him. 
Regardless of how much weaker Signard had gotten from his prime 
due to being afflicted with the Demonic Disease, it was an 
indisputable fact that this beast was strong. 


Eugene was also aware of this fact. This was a tough guy who had 
only received minor injuries even after being hit by a bombardment 
from the Dragon Spear. It was impossible for Eugene to fight Barang 
and win. 


“Sir Eugene!” 


A voice called out from behind him. It was Kristina, who had been 
following after him and had just now reached the village. With a pale 
face, she took in Signard and the other elves who had been horribly 
wounded. Eugene stretched out a hand and stopped Kristina when it 
looked like she was about to come to his side. 


“Stay there,” he ordered her. 


“ ..Huh?” Kristina gasped with a puzzled expression, unable to 
understand his reason for this. 


Eugene took a step forward. Barang smiled at this step, as if he 
thought Eugene was foolish for doing so. 


Barang had heard about this brat, Eugene Lionheart. A genius who 
was said to be the ‘next incarnation’ of the founding ancestor from the 
history of the Lionheart clan. 


But Barang could only see him as a nineteen-year-old young boy. 


Barang scoffed. “Just give up, brat.” 


Eugene had no intention of negotiating with Barang, nor did he intend 
to follow Barang’s orders. 


‘The fortunate thing is... ’ 


Eugene checked the weapons stored within his cloak. There were 
dozens of miscellaneous weapons, as well as the Storm Sword 
Wynnyd, the Devouring Sword Azphel, the Dragon Spear Kharbos, and 
the Thunderbolt Pernoa. 


Then, there was the Moonlight Sword. 
‘,..1 have plenty of weapons, and... ’ 


Eugene pulled out his right hand that had been immersed within his 
cloak. Brang smirked and shook his head. The hand that emerged 
from his cloak wasn’t holding any weapons. 


Instead, Eugene placed his right hand on his chest. 


“...I’ve got a high-ranking priest here who can stop the worst of the side 
effects.’ 


This wasn’t an enemy that he could handle as he was now, so Eugene 
would just have to adjust his own condition so that he could handle 
Barang. 


The nineteen-year-old Eugene couldn’t handle the Barang in front of 
him. 


However, the Hamel he’d been in his previous life would definitely 
have won. 


If his current abilities weren’t enough, then... 
He would just need to get close to the abilities from his prime. 


‘Ignition,’ Eugene chanted silently. 


Eugene’s right hand stayed on his chest. The mana flowing from his 
hand put pressure on his heart and his Cores. 


Badump. 
Everyone could hear the loud beat of his heart. 


A burst of flames rushed out from him in the shape of a lion’s mane. 


Chapter 111 
The Flame (3) 


—Don’t use that. 
Sienna hated Ignition. 


—Hamel. You must be too stupid to know this, but Cores are very delicate 
organs. People aren’t born with them, they are artificial organs made by 
mastering mana. Therefore, they are imperfect and come with many risks. 


Several times in his past life, Hamel collapsed from exhaustion after 
using Ignition. Every time he did that, Sienna would sit beside him 
and nag all night 


—From the start, that technique could only be used by you. Do you 
understand what it means? You’re an idiot, so you must think that just 
because no one can use the skill, it means it’s some very special specialty. 
Well, in my eyes, it’s a disability, not a specialty. 


—... Aren’t you being too harsh? 


—How is this harsh? I held back. So. Many. Times. Thanks to you, we 
aren’t in danger anymore, but... you! You idiot! You are in danger now. 
What on earth are you doing? Look at you, just lying down on the floor 
and unable to lift a finger. You became a real idiot now. 


Whenever he heard these naggings, his fuse would snap and he would 
refute her. Still, Sienna always came down to the same conclusion, 
“Yeah, you are an idiot.’ 


—Do you get it, dummy? Never overload the Cores. They are already too 
close to the heart, so why do you keep overloading them? Ordinary people 
— no, not just ordinary people! Even I, the Greatest Archwizard of 
Humanity, would also die or become a vegetable if my Cores were 
overloaded! 


—I’m able to do stuff that even you can’t do, so isn’t it a specialty? 


—... Oh, yeah. That’s a specialty, alright. You are special. A special idiot 
with a special DISability. 


Most of the time, Vermouth took care of the danger, but he wasn’t a 
god. From time to time, the party would encounter dangers that even 
Vermouth couldn't deal with or times that he couldn’t protect his 
companions. No matter how distinguished he was, he was only one 
man. There was a limit to how much a person could handle on their 
own. 


That was why companions existed. Like how Hamel threw himself in 
front of his companions to protect them, everyone — Molon, Sienna, 
and Anise — did the same thing for each other. To make sure that 
Vermouth didn’t have to do everything on his own and in order to not 
get in his way, everyone tried their best. 


—RHamel, that skill will kill you someday. 


Sienna wasn’t the only one who hated Ignition. It was Anise who 
revitalized Hamel’s broken body after he collapsed because of the 
rebound from the skill. 


—I am aware that you can control mana better than anyone. Sienna 
worries that you might die from mana overload... but I beg to differ. 
Hamel, you won't die from mana overload. 


—Then what do you think? 
—The human body is not as sturdy as human body owners think. 


When she said that, Anise didn’t smile like she usually did. In his past 
life, Hamel was more scared of the serious Anise who didn’t smile 
rather than the usual Sienna who cursed at him. 


—Your body in particular isn't as sturdy as you think, Hamel. Had you 
been born with a brainlessly tough body, as Molon did, I wouldn’t even 
bother to warn you. 


—What about my body? 


—Hamel, you are born with the gift of mana control... but that gift didn't 
come together with a strong body. 


Hamel couldn’t say anything back. Even in his past life, he had 
realized that dozens, no, hundreds of times. When he was a 
mercenary, he wasn't aware of this. Was his body fragile? No, that 
wasn't the case. Hamel's body was enough for him to mistake himself 
for a genius. 


Still, every one of his companions could be called a genius in their 
field. Molon and Vermouth's bodies were so sturdy that it was almost 
embarrassing to compare himself to them. 


—That technique, Ignition. Not only does it overload the Cores, but it also 
overloads your entire body, especially your heart. Sienna warned you 
about this several times, the Cores are close to the heart. That's why mana 
overload is dangerous... Hamel, you overtax everything — your Cores, 
heart, and body. 


—... It's inevitable. Since I gained more power, it is natural for my body to 
endure more... 


—Even a metal machine breaks down when it’s pushed over the limit. And, 
Hamel, you aren't a machine. Your body isn't made of metal. 
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—You must be aware of this too. No matter what kind of miracles I can 
perform, it's impossible for me to restore that which is completely broken. 
Hamel, do you understand what I'm saying? That technique will ruin your 
body — actually, it already did. Someday, your heart won't work like 
before and your body will refuse to move, regardless of how much you 
want it to. 


—... Well... Umm... In a fight... No, not only in a fight, a person has to 
embrace risks to some levels in life... 


—Are you a dimwit or an idiot? 


—... Do I have to pick one? 


—Hamel, if you didn't act like a dimwit or talk like an idiot, then would I 
say stuff like this in front of you? Everyone thinks Molon is an idiot, but 
even he listens a bit when he is told to not do something. Why are you 
acting more stupid than Molon? 


—Hey, that's a lousy thing to say... 


—Anyhow, I warned you. If you become an idiot who can't even sit 
straight, then as a friend and a companion, I will arrange a room for you 
in the highest-class sanatorium of the Holy Empire. 


—If that really happens, are you going to take care of my shit and piss? 
—I will mercy-kill you myself before that happens. 


Like that, he had heard so many warnings in his past life. That didn't 
mean he had hesitated before he used it. When the thought of 'I have 
to use it' entered his mind, the situation was really so dire that he had 
to use it. 


And every time he used it, Ignition played its role. It was well worth 
his body getting damaged. 


He overcame several crises. It was especially worth using it when he 
and Sienna got attacked during reconnaissance by Incarceration's 
Blade, Gavid Lindman. 


If he hadn’t used Ignition then, he and Sienna would have died. 


Even in the Demon King of Incarceration's castle, he used Ignition 
continuously. That was how he killed Incarceration's Shield and Staff. 
Then, Hamel also died. 


“..Huh?’ 


Barang heard a heartbeat. 


That kid's heart beat too loudly. His bloodshot eyes worsened the 
terrifying feeling. The human's teeth were clenched shut, but they 
looked sharp, like those of a beast. 


‘What did he do?' Barang wondered. 
Barang didn't fully grasp the change in Eugene's body. 


After his reincarnation, Eugene thought about this multiple times. 


Ps 


‘Even now... 


He would absolutely win if he used Ignition. He would be able to 
definitely kill Barang. 


‘.... can kill him.’ 
The Cores were thus overloaded with mana. 


The Four Stars of the White Flame Formula fiercely rotated — the 
Ring Flame Formula modified using the Eternal Hole. The four stars 
created one Circle, and Eugene triggered a chain explosion of mana 
inside the Circle. The ceaselessly exploding mana was refined into 
countless Cores, which were then interconnected. The rotating Circle 
of fire firmly held onto mana, preventing leaks. 


The White Flame Formula amplified the mana in the Core, which 
allowed the mana to be used without waste. 


Still, that wasn’t enough. No matter how much he amplified the mana, 
he couldn’t amplify it more than the total amount of mana in his 
body. 


Eugene’s heart kept beating as his Cores were overloaded. The 
rotation of the stars got faster and faster. 


The operation exceeding his limit caused the Cores themselves to 
contort. 


Boom, boom, boom. 


He kept blasting it, and as it burst, mana spread throughout his entire 
body. The distorted Cores became bigger and bigger. 


Ignition purposely overloaded the Cores. Like that, the skill spread the 
mana throughout the entire body after the explosion. As the flow of 
mana got intense, Eugene accelerated his heartbeat — overloading the 
entire body to adjust to the overheated Cores. 


He felt the heat of the blood running through his vein, it was hot. His 
pulse accelerated until it felt as if his heart was going to burst. As he 
connected his internal energy to the environmental mana, he prepared 
his entire body for the next explosion. 


Putting his hand on his chest, Eugene had grabbed his heart. Only a 
couple of seconds had passed after that. 


But in those few seconds, Barang’s perception of the child standing in 
front of him had changed drastically. Eugene’s mana, which had 
begun to overload, pressured Barang. Bristling up his fur, he pounced 
on Eugene. 


A Beastfolk’s hand had five fingers, like that of a human. However, 
popping out of Barang’s fingertips were not the fingernails of a 
human, but the claws of a beast. 


The beast shot forward. 


With bloodshot eyes, Eugene watched Barang approach. He knew for 
sure that if he hadn’t used Ignition, he wouldn’t have been able to 
follow Barang’s movement. But now he could. 


‘Yeah.’ 


When Barang swung his claws right under Eugene’s nose, Eugene 
made a judgment. 


I can kill him.’ 


Bang! 
Barang was the one who attacked. 
Barang was also the one who flew backward. 


He couldn’t understand what had just happened. How — what had 
happened? Why was he the one thrown backward? Hadn’t he attacked 
with his claws? 


Twisting his body in the air, Barang fixed his posture. 
The claws he had brandished were all shattered. 
Squirt! 


The moment Barang looked at his palm, it split open and squirted 
blood. 


“Arf!” 


His palm had been sliced; the cut was so deep that his palm was split 
into two. Barang roared out of rage, rather than pain. This kind of 
wound was nothing to him. Beastfolk’s body regenerated the injuries 
in no time. Like Barang, the Beastfolk who had accepted demonic 
power could regenerate like a high-rank demonfolk. 


In fact, when Barang landed on the ground, the cut in his palm had 
regenerated entirely. However, Barang could not initiate an attack 
again. It was because Eugene was nowhere to be seen. 


[...Hamel, he is...] 
‘An animal,’ answered Eugene. 
[Shouldn’t you use the Moonlight Sword?] 


‘No.’ 


The Moonlight Sword stood out too much. If he had to use it, then he 
would, but the situation was not dangerous enough for him to use the 
Moonlight Sword. 


‘I can win without it.’ 


Eugene felt the wind that Wynnyd created. Usually, he would use this 
wind to push his body, but he didn’t need to do so now. 


Eugene was faster than the wind, so fast that it couldn’t catch up with 
him. 


His body was overloaded, but it was moving better than he had 
thought it would. It was much better than he had expected. 


‘It is definitely better than my body in my past life.’ 


It felt as if his arm was going to fall off. But it just felt that way. His 
arms did not actually fall off. 


‘Tempest.’ 

Eugene lifted Wynnyd high in the air. 
‘How sturdy is this sword?’ 

[...Hmm.] 


With a low groan, Tempest raised the wind. A violent wind 
surrounded the sword. 


[It will be able to handle your power without a problem. ] 
‘Is that so?’ 
Eugene showed a crooked smile. 


‘That's a relief.’ 


The sword — no, the storm plunged into the ground. 


Watching from afar, Kristina had a strong premonition, so she 
embraced Signard. 


Woosh! 


The divine power surged from Kristina as she created a shining shield 
and protected the elves. 


Thuudd! 


The forest shook. The storm crashed into the ground, annihilating 
everything in its path. Wind spread from the eye of the storm, 
swallowing the nearby buildings. 


“Rooaaar!” 


In the center of the storm, Barang howled as the wind mutilated his 
entire body. He couldn't feel anything in his left arm. The wind 
slashing from above had chopped it off. The attack only cost Barang a 
left arm because he had managed to twist his body and dodge the 
attack. 


“You son of a bitch!” 


As Barang howled, he drew out power. Dark demonic power wrapped 
around his entire body. 


Barang was strong. He was one of the most powerful of the beastfolk, 
whose leader was Jagon, under the command of the Demon King of 
Destruction. Barang had snapped Bron’s back with one hand — the 
back of someone who always bragged about being one of Shimuin’s 
Twelve Finest. 


That was why none of this made sense. His arm was that sturdy, but it 
had been chopped off in a single strike. 


‘This power—’ 


Barang hadn’t been able to defend against the attack because it had 
been too sudden. Eugene was a kid and a human, so Barang had taken 
him too lightly. However, Eugene was a Lionheart, the best human 
warrior family there was. It was inevitable that he had some cards up 
his sleeves. 


He realized that Eugene wasn't someone to be taken lightly, so from 
now on, it would be different. His mutilated left arm? That was also 
fine. He would regenerate it somehow. 


First, Barang planned on taking the kid out, tearing off his limbs, and 
making him crawl like a bug to the elven sanctuary. He would then 
rape the saintess in front of Eugene and kill her. He was also going to 
kill all the elves, every single one of them, and make Eugene shed 
tears of blood. 


After deciding what to do, Barang swung his arm. The dark demonic 
power turned into a giant claw and ripped the storm open. 


Eugene was standing outside the storm. Wrapped up in the demonic 
power, Barang lunged torward Eugene like a dark cannonball. 


'He’s nothing compared to Oberon,’ Eugene thought as he took a step 
forward. 


‘Even against Amelia Merwin, he’s nothing.’ 


Woosh! A clear blue flame rose up from his body and turned into 
sword force. 


‘I can't believe I have to use Ignition to deal with this lowly bastard.’ 


As Barang ferociously charged toward him, Eugene sighed as he pitied 
himself. 


Even though I’m running, it's far,' Barang suddenly thought. 


It was a dozen meters at most. He could get closer in a single leap. 
And yet... he felt as if he wasn’t getting any closer. He felt a gap 
between Eugene and him. 


Barang didn’t want to admit that. It wasn’t that the distance was 
actually real — he just felt that way. The gap between the kid and him 
was so wide that Eugene felt miles away from Barang. 


But that couldn’t be true. 
‘I have to reach him... ’ 

No, Barang shouldn’t — his instinct’s warning filled his head. 
‘That can’t be possible,’ Barang denied his instinct. 

He would die if he stepped any further. 

‘No way,’ he denied once again. ‘I’m strong.’ 

Stubbornness prevented Barang from stopping. 


‘Tam...’ 


He held out his hand, and the demonic power dissipated. His claws 

cracked, shattered, and disappeared. His fingers and hands were cut 
into dozens, hundreds of pieces, and scattered in the air. With eyes 

wide open, he watched his own body getting shredded. For Barang, 

everything was awfully slow and cruelly vivid. 


Barang came to a halt. 
He had no choice but to stop. 


Vomiting blood, Barang hung his head. His body was sliced open, and 
blood and organs were falling out. 


He had reached out with his arm... but failed to complete the attack. 
Well, maybe his arm had served a purpose, as a shield. If it hadn’t, 
that terrifying attack from above would have completely shredded his 
entire body to pieces. 


“).. YOU...” 


Shuddering, Barang spoke. He was no longer able to stand, and he 
simply collapsed. 


“Who... who... are... you?” 


Barang saw Eugene wrapped up in a blue and white flame. Eugene 
wore the flame like a lion’s mane. In Barang’s eyes, Eugene wasn’t 
human. 


“You know who I am.” 


Eugene’s tired eyes made him frown, but his voice was calm and 
composed. 


“T’m Eugene Lionheart.” 


Chapter 112 
The Flame (4) 


There was no way that Barang didn’t know his name. 


But even though he had just received confirmation from the man 
himself, Barang simply couldn’t believe it. 


After all, how could he? The one standing up there, right in front of 
him, was a terrifying existence that seemed impossible to even touch. 
How could this person truly be a human brat who had yet to even 
become a full adult? 


“.,.There’s... no way,” Barang denied the possibility through clenched 
teeth. “You, you aren’t Eugene Lionheart. Who in the world... are 
you? Could you really be a dragon?” 


This was the first time that Eugene had been subjected to such a 
misunderstanding. Eugene snorted and shook his head. 


“Do I really look like a dragon in your eyes?” he asked. 
Barang didn’t reply. 


Both his arms had been cut off. His internal organs were also spilling 
out of his torn-up torso. 


However, Barang wasn’t dead yet. Although his wounds were so 
serious that he wouldn’t last long without treatment, Barang was still 
alive, refusing to die. 


But he was barely clinging on to his last breath. In such a state, was it 
even possible for him to overturn this situation? Was this all because 
he had been too careless? No... while that could have been held up as 
an excuse at first, now that things had turned out like this, 


carelessness alone couldn’t excuse this result. 


Barang had done his best, but his best effort alone wasn’t enough to 
narrow the gap between him and Eugene. Or rather, this mysterious 
opponent who had hidden his true identity behind the mask of the 
nineteen-year-old Eugene Lionheart. 


‘Big brother... ’ Barang thought regretfully. 
He swallowed the blood that had surged up his throat. 


The long distance between the two opponents slowly decreased as 
Eugene calmly walked over to Barang. His pace wasn’t fast, allowing 
each of his steps to ring clearly. 


Barang began to tremble slightly. Although he wholeheartedly denied 
that the person in front of him was truly Eugene Lionheart, he 
couldn’t deny the terror that he was feeling. With each step that 
narrowed the distance between them, Barang’s terror rose even 
higher. His instincts were telling him to somehow force himself onto 
his feet and get away from Eugene. 


“Who gave you your orders?” Eugene demanded. 


The effects of Ignition weren’t over quite yet. Though there was a 
limit on the skill’s duration, Eugene still had enough time to take 
things leisurely. 


‘Big brother... ’ Barang thought once more. 


Barang’s trembling body hunched inward. While it was true that they 
did have a sibling relationship, Barang was afraid of Jagon. He wasn’t 
alone in his fear of Jagon, either. All the beastfolk who followed 
Jagon were afraid of him as well. 


Jagon was the very incarnation of fear for all of the beastfolk. That 
was just the type of person Barang’s sworn brother was. 


His relationship with Jagon really wasn’t all that impressive. As 
someone who had even personally killed his own biological father, 


how much value and sentiment would a man like Jagon place in a 
brother whom he didn’t even share a drop of blood with? 


Barang was also well aware of this. No matter what happened to him, 
Jagon would feel no sympathy for him. He might even mock Barang 
for being weak. A brotherhood that they had sworn when they were 
both young and dreaming of a distant future together... such a 
relationship wasn’t of the slightest significance to Jagon as he was 
now. 


“...This has nothing to do with Jagon,” Barang spat out with a scowl. 
“This task wasn’t done on Jagon’s order. He is too busy to give the 
orders for such a trivial task.” 


“A trivial task you say... Well, whatever,” Eugene shrugged. “So 
anyways, what were you planning to do once you followed me into 
the elven territory?” 


Barang revealed, “My mission was just to confirm the existence and 
location of the elven territory.” 


Just a bit more. 


“After I had confirmed that, I intended on returning after I killed you 
and the Saint.” 


If he could come just a bit closer... 


“Even though you said that you weren’t going to kill us? So in the end, 
it was just a lie,” Eugene scoffed. 


Barang kept his silence. 


“In any case, who did you get those orders from? If it wasn’t Jagon, 
was it one of the demonfolk? Could it be the dark elves?” Eugene 
speculated. 


Right when Eugene had taken another step closer, the color of 
Barang’s blood that had stained the ground around them changed. The 
blood turned a dark color and sprayed up at Eugene. Without even 


waiting to confirm the result of this surprise attack, Barang clenched 
his teeth. The spilled blood and guts — no, Barang’s entire body was 
consumed in a dark explosion. 


Both of his arms had already been cut off. Barang still had his teeth 
left, but he didn’t see any chance of success in trying to charge at 
Eugene and sink his fangs into him. The best that Barang could do at 
this point was force his own body to explode and die together with his 
enemy. 


“Sir Eugene!!!” 
Kristina’s scream was swallowed up by a loud boom. 


The black explosion engulfed Eugene. With the distance between the 
two of them being so close, it was impossible for him to evade it. 


Though... there wasn’t any need to avoid it. 
Gwaaaaah! 


The explosion wasn’t able to surge past the point where Eugene had 
been standing. 


The moment that he died, Barang’s eyes witnessed flames surge to life 
— flames burning blue and flames burning white. The mixture of 
these two types of flames formed a huge barrier, blocking off the blast. 
In the end, the explosion that Barang had created by sacrificing his 
own life wasn’t even able to leave a mark on Eugene. 


“Damn it,” Eugene cursed as he shook his raised hand. 


Not a single trace remained of Barang’s corpse. Eugene stared at the 
charred patch of ground that had been left as he placed Wynnyd, 
which he had still been holding in his hand, back inside his cloak. 


1” 


Kristina called out to him once more. “Sir Eugene...! 


Rushing over to him, Kristina quickly grabbed Eugene’s wrist. Then, 
she placed her other hand on top of Eugene’s racing chest as her 


brows furrowed. 


“T shouldn’t have let him die,” Eugene grumbled. “I had a lot of ways 
to make that bastard open his mouth.” 


There were a lot of things that Eugene had wanted to ask Barang. The 
only method of interrogation that Eugene had learned in the past was 
torture, but now he had Kristina with him. No matter how tightly 
Barang tried to keep his lips shut, Kristina’s holy magic would have 
been able to easily pull open his lips... 


“...No, that would have been impossible,” Kristina corrected him as 
she straightened her expression. “That beastman was incomparably 
stronger and much more corrupt than the dark elf we interrogated 
previously. Had I tried to use an interrogation spell on him, he would 
have dissipated his own soul before we could even start listening to 
his confession.” 


“Even so, I shouldn’t have let him die like that. Even if we weren’t 
able to get him to open up, we might have gotten him to spill 
something once we started beating him up,” Eugene said regretfully. 


“.,.Is your body alright?” Kristina asked, changing the subject. 
“Tt’s alright for now, but soon it won’t be,” Eugene replied. 

“ ,.Huh?” Kristina asked, not sure what he meant. 

Eugene didn’t feel the need to explain. 

Kughk... 


His fingers dug into his own chest and used mana to gently stroke his 
heart. The overloaded Cores’ heat slowly dissipated and his heart rate 
slowed down. 


Then came the recoil. 


Eugene’s body shook violently. When it looked like he was about to 
collapse on the spot, Kristina quickly supported him. 


“S-sir Eugene?! Why are you acting like this so suddenly?” Kristina 
burst out in alarm. 


Eugene wasn’t able to hear her voice clearly. His head was feeling 
dizzy and all the muscles in his body felt like they were being torn 
apart. His bones — no, even the very blood in his veins felt as if they 
were weighing him down. His Cores, which had been exhausted by 
the overload, had now fallen silent. By this point, Eugene couldn’t 
even draw out the strength needed to stay in control of his own body. 


‘,..Still, this is better than what I expected,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


In his previous life, he had always lost consciousness after using 
Ignition. Whenever he had opened his eyes after collapsing like this, 
he had heard all sorts of harsh criticism from Sienna and Anise. 


‘Is it thanks to the fact that this body is stronger than my old one?’ 


The burden on his heart wasn’t that heavy either. Even so, Ignition 
still wasn’t a skill that he could abuse. Eugene first needed to have the 
certainty that he would be able to kill his opponent no matter what. 
This skill also couldn’t be used without having a companion nearby 
who could take care of his tattered body after Eugene was done killing 
the enemy. 


Kristina quickly assured him, “T’ll cast a healing spell right—” 
“Tt’s useless,” Eugene cut her short. 


Although he said this, Kristina still laid Eugene down on the ground 
and cast a holy spell over him. A warm light wrapped around Eugene’s 
body. However, the aftereffects from using Ignition couldn’t be shaken 
off even with healing spells. There was no way to recover from an 
overworked Core other than just getting enough rest. 


“...Isn’t Anise going to show up?’ Eugene thought as he looked at 
Kristina’s back. 


But even with all the intense light pouring forth from Kristina, Anise’s 
figure couldn’t be seen. 


“ ..About that fucking bestial bastard,” Eugene said as he lay on the 
ground, clenching and unclenching his tingling fingers. “He knew 
about you and me.” 


“’..Does that mean someone let slip the news about us?” Kristina 
asked, her face stiffening as she worked through the implications. 
After hesitating for a few moments, she continued speaking. “...The 
only ones who knew that I’d be coming to Samar... are the Pope and 
Cardinal Rogeris.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“...Although I’m not sure if they have told someone else, those two are 
the only ones that I sent my report to,” Kristina confirmed with a nod. 


“Do you trust those two?” Eugene asked as he looked straight at 
Kristina. 


Truthfully speaking, Eugene was even prepared to get slapped in the 
face for asking such a rude question. On the one hand, there was the 
Pope, the supreme leader of the Church of Light. On the other hand, 
there was a Cardinal, who was just one step below the pope, and 
Kristina’s adoptive father. It would only be natural for Kristina to be 
furious at having these two be addressed with such suspicions. 


However, Kristina didn’t show any signs of being enraged. Instead of 
replying immediately, she only stared at Eugene for a few moments. 
Eugene couldn’t clearly read the emotions that were buried in those 
eyes. 


However, he still got the feeling that the emotions were something 
other than anger. 


“ ..What about you, Sir Eugene? If news about us has been leaked, 
then it isn’t just the Holy Empire, but also the Lionheart clan that 
needs to be suspected, right?” Kristina asked without answering his 
question. 


“There’s no way that the Patriarch would do this,” Eugene stated 
confidently. “He has no reason for doing so. However, if it’s the Head 
of the Council, then I think he might be capable of doing something 


like this.” 


Eugene was an adopted child who had proven himself superior to the 
direct descendants of the main line. No matter how much Eugene 
denied having any desire for the seat of the Patriarch, the Council of 
Elders would have no choice but to be wary of Eugene’s ambitions. 


In fact, that wasn’t the only reason why Doynes might have betrayed 
them. 


Eugene and Kristina knew that there wasn’t any corpse resting inside 
of Vermouth’s tomb. The Lionheart clan’s honor was something that 
had been passed down onto them from their ancestor, the Great 
Vermouth. If it was for the sake of protecting the clan’s honor... then 
this could also be a convenient way of burying this shameful truth so 
that it would never be revealed. 


“How about you?” Eugene asked again. “Do you trust the Pope and 
the Cardinal?” 


After a short silence, Kristina spoke up, “No, I don’t.” 


She continued in a subdued voice, “I can’t trust those two. I can’t 
figure out what reason they might have for doing this, but if they felt 
it was needed, they would even be willing to cooperate with the 
demonfolk.” 


a 


....” Eugene was struck silent. 


“However, Sir Eugene. I also heard what that beastman said. He 
claimed that after we guided him to the elven territory, he had 
intended to kill both of us. Although I can’t really tell at this point if 
he was telling the truth or not, if that was the truth, then...” Kristina 
hesitated before finishing confidently, “then neither the Pope nor 
Cardinal Rogeris should have made a deal with the beastfolk.” 


“Ts it because I’ve received the Holy Sword’s recognition?” Eugene 
asked. 


“That might also be a factor, but the two of them also wouldn’t want 
me to die like this,” Kristina said with a faint smile on her face. 


This wasn’t a topic of conversation that would cause any amusement, 
so it was obvious that the smile was artificial. It was the same type of 
smile that Anise used to show whenever she talked about the Holy 
Empire so long ago. 


Anise had been strangely reluctant to speak of the Holy Empire. Even 
when everyone else was chatting about their past, Anise had just 
remained silent. There had also been a twisted smile on her face that 
was different from the one she usually wore. 


Right now, Kristina looked exactly the same. 
After some hesitation, Eugene decided to ask. “...Why not?” 


Kristina refused to answer. “I feel like the relationship between you 
and me isn’t deep enough yet for me to be willing to share such a 
story.” 


“Fine then,” Eugene mumbled as he stood up. 


Or at least he tried to stand up. He couldn’t properly muster up the 
strength in his body, and even after gritting his teeth in effort, he 
wasn’t able to bend his waist past a certain angle. 


At this sight, Kristina’s smile changed back once more to her usual 
one. She chuckled and then reached a hand out towards Eugene’s 
armpit. 


“What the fuck are you doing?” Eugene cursed in surprise as he tried 
to twist his body out of the way. 


With amusement in her eyes, Kristina asked, “What’s with that tone, 
Sir Eugene? I’m just trying to support you.” 


“Don’t lie to me. You weren’t trying to support me, you were trying to 
tickle me in the armpit!” Eugene accused her. 


“..Where in the world did you get such an idea? It’s not like ’m 
insane, so why would you accuse me of trying to tickle you in the 
armpit, Sir Eugene?” Kristina asked with a frown. 


Although her argument was reasonable, Eugene had clearly felt that 
Kristina’s fingers had been wriggling slightly as they tried to reach 
below his arm. 


“ ..That’s... there’s no need to support me.” Eugene finally gave in. 
“Just give me a hand so that I can pull myself up.” 


“Would it really be all that shameful for you to place yourself safely in 
my hands without putting up such resistance?” Kristina inquired. 


Eugene maintained a stubborn silence. 


“So you actually do have a cute side to you. It feels I haven’t really 
realized it until now because of your usual words and actions, but 
looking at you now, you truly are younger than I am,” Kristina 
observed with a soft smile as both her hands reached out towards 
Eugene. “Now then. Try not to feel ashamed and raise both your 
hands so that this big sister can pick you up. If you need an example, 
raise your hands like you’re cheering.” 


“...You’re mad because I accused the Pope and the Cardinal, aren’t 
you?” Eugene insisted. 


“Not at all,” Kristina replied with a shake of her head. “I don’t feel any 
anger at being asked such a question. Because there is no reason for 
me to feel angry.” 


“Then why are you doing this to me? Why exactly are you harassing 
me like this?” Eugene asked dramatically. 


“Sir Eugene, do you know what the word ‘karma’ means?” 
Eugene played dumb. 


“Sir Eugene, you have also harassed me on several occasions since 
we've entered this forest, and your harsh words have left their marks 
on my heart. Of course, I have never harbored any hatred towards you 
because of those actions, but if not at a time like now, when else will I 
get the chance to do whatever I want with you, Sir Eugene?” Kristina 
asked rhetorically. 


Eugene tightly squeezed his lips shut and stubbornly stuck his arms to 
his waist. In response to this, Kristina directly grabbed Eugene’s hands 
and spread them wide open. Eugene resisted with all his strength, but 
the way he was now, he simply couldn’t overcome Kristina’s 
strength... 


“You really are very stubborn, Sir Eugene,” Kristina commented. 
“Judging from the condition of your body, even if I supported you, it 
would be difficult for you to walk.” 


“’..At least get a stretcher...,” Eugene murmured in embarrassment. 


Kristina decisively rejected his request. “No. There’s no need for that. I 
can piggyback you myself, Sir Eugene.” 


“You’re going to piggyback me...?” Eugene asked in disbelief. 


“Yep. And just so that you won’t fall or feel uncomfortable, I’ll make 
sure to securely support your bum as well,” Kristina reassured him. 


Eugene’s eyes were shaking in embarrassment. Was he really about to 
be piggy-backed, at his age? His rough past, from when he had made a 
living as a hard-bitten mercenary in his previous life, flashed through 
his head. Eugene decided that he thoroughly hated the thought of 
getting piggy-backed by Kristina. 


Yet, no matter how much he hated the idea of it, the state of his body 
made it impossible for Eugene to resist. 


“Are you ready?” Kristina asked, not waiting for a response before 
swinging him onto her back. “A bit higher... there we go. Now, please 
hold on tightly to my neck.” 


Eugene groaned. “You... don’t you feel any shame?” 


“Why would I feel shame when all I’m doing is taking care of a 
wounded patient?” Kristina asked innocently. “But does that mean 
that you’re feeling ashamed right now, Sir Eugene?” 


Eugene desperately kept his silence. 


“Please don’t forget this feeling. I hope that Sir Eugene will hold on to 
the experience of this day and use it to become a better person from 
now on,” Kristina cheerfully requested. 


Eugene clenched his trembling lips and bowed his head. 


The feeling of Kristina’s hand supporting his bum from below was 
truly hateful. 


Chapter 113 
The Flame (5) 


“Looks like I’m getting better all on my own,” Eugene muttered to 
himself. 


Eugene had been on bedrest for the past two days. 


When he had first used Ignition with the body from his previous life, 
he hadn’t been able to move for a whole week. After that, he had used 
it a few more times and had slowly gotten used to the aftereffects, but 
the overload from using Ignition had still taken him a whole three 
days to recover from even at the point where Hamel could be said to 
have ‘mastered’ it. 


‘It’s faster than I predicted,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


Credit had to be given to the impressive quality of this body, but the 
main reason the burden of overloading his body had been sharply 
reduced when compared to the experience from his previous life was 
because the Ignition that Eugene had used was even more advanced 
than the one Hamel had come up with. 


First of all, the White Flame Formula was overwhelmingly superior to 
Hamel’s mana training scripture. The Ring Flame Formula, which 
incorporated the Eternal Hole on top of that, was even more advanced 
than the White Flame Formula, and it had even been specialized to an 
extent with the activation of Ignition in mind. 


All his Cores were connected into a Circle. Then, within that Circle, 
further Circles were continuously being created and then exploded. 
This part resembled what Hamel had done when overloading his 
Cores. However, with the Ring Flame Formula, this process was still at 
a level where Eugene had complete control over it without having to 
overburden his Cores. 


With Ignition, Eugene was then able to completely release all the 
limits of the Ring Flame Formula. Although this act of overloading 
both the body and the Cores at the same time was similar to his 
previous life’s version of Ignition, the actual method was much more 
refined than the one he had used in the past. 


‘The burden placed on my body is still dangerous, but... I still feel like I’m 
holding up better than I was in my previous life,’ Eugene thought as he 
stroked the area over his heart, which was now beating at a regular 
speed. 


Of course, he still couldn’t abuse this skill. Whether or not it was more 
sophisticated than the version from his previous life, it was still 
essentially the same technique that cut off pieces of his own flesh in 
exchange for power. 


However, there had been an unexpected side-benefit to doing this. 


Eugene closed his eyes and concentrated his focus on his Cores. 
Originally, Eugene’s White Flame Formula had been stuck on the 
Fourth Star, but now the number of Stars that were circling around his 
heart had increased by one, bringing the total up to five. 


Eugene could guess what the reason for this was. In order to make any 
advancements in the White Flame Formula, one couldn’t just depend 
on increasing their total amount of mana; in addition to that, they also 
needed to increase their understanding of mana by going through 
various challenges and experiences. Despite having the memories of 
his past life, Eugene had still needed to take the time to diligently 
increase his total mana capacity. 


The Samar Rainforest was rich in mana and could even be compared 
to the average leyline. Having deliberately depleted all of his mana, 
and with how overloading his Cores had allowed them to experience 
handling greater quantities of mana, this experience had allowed him 
to successfully split off another Star. 


‘As long as I make good use of this skill, I can even use it as a shortcut to 
speed up my growth.’ Eugene rubbed his chin as he fell into thought. 


Making advancements after overloading his Cores; in a way, it was 


similar to a training method used to rapidly put on muscle. This 
training method involved deliberately overworking the muscles to the 
point of tearing them so that they needed Saas The more the 
muscles were torn, the stronger they grew back, [1] 


Eugene imagined, ‘By using Ignition a few more times, won’t I be able to 
make quick progress in the White Flame Formula?’ 


Although he gave it some thought, Eugene soon realized that any 
repeated attempts wouldn’t turn out as effective as this first time using 
it. In order to promote the growth of a Core by overloading it, he 
would need to keep putting a higher load on it every time. In the 
course of fine-tuning this method, his body was sure to break down, 
and there was no guarantee that the Core would necessarily split after 
all this abuse. 


In the end, Eugene didn’t dare to give it another attempt. In only six 
years after he had first started training his mana, he had already risen 
to the Fifth Star of the White Flame Formula. Even in the Lionheart 
Clan, this was an unprecedented rate of growth. 


Amongst the current elders, the highest level of the White Flame 
Formula that any of them had reached was the Seventh Star. In the 
generation below the elders, the Patriarch and his younger brother 
were on the Sixth Star. 


Then there was Eugene, who was on the Fifth Star. He was still only 
nineteen years old, and apart from his accomplishments in the White 
Flame Formula, he was also capable of far too many things. Moreover, 
he was sure to become even more capable in the future... 


‘Barang.’ Eugene recalled the beastfolk who had attacked them. 


During these past two days, Eugene had been trying to figure out the 
conspiracy that he was entangled in. 


‘He was a member of the beastfolk sworn to the Demon King of 
Destruction. Son of Oberon, sworn brother to Jagon.’ 


Objectively speaking, Barang had been strong. If he hadn’t used 
Ignition, Eugene would have found it difficult to guarantee his victory 


over such an opponent. Wynnyd, Azphel, Pernoa, and Kharbos — only 
by using all of these weapons, supplementing them with his magic, 
and even drawing the Moonlight Sword on top of that, would Eugene 
have barely been able to pull off a win. 


In other words, this meant that Barang was an opponent that the 
‘current’ Eugene could just barely eke a win over. 


Eugene had clear memories of just how strong Oberon was. Three 
hundred years ago, the Demon King of Fury had Four Heavenly Kings 
serving under him. Despite not sharing a single drop of blood with 
him, they had been treated as Fury’s children. 


The Chief of the Giants, Earthshaker Kamash. 
Vampire Lord, Bloodshedder Sein. 

The Madman of the Beastfolk, Depraved Oberon. 
Princess of the Dark Elves, Rakshasa Iris. 

They were all strong warriors. 


The physically largest of all of them had been defeated by Vermouth 
and Hamel after they joined their strengths. Sein had also been 
defeated by them, but Oberon and Iris had managed to escape with 
the help of the Demon King of Fury. 


Jagon was an unfilial bastard who had ripped out the throat of his 
own father. But the fact that this feat was even possible meant that 
Jagon had to be at least as strong as Oberon. 


Barang had been strong, but he wasn’t strong enough to be worthy of 
someone calling themselves Jagon’s sworn brother. 


‘He did say that this has nothing to do with Jagon,’ Eugene recalled. 


So it wasn’t because of Jagon’s orders that Barang had been searching 
for the elven territory. While he couldn’t fully trust those words, for 
now, Eugene decided to act as if he believed them. Rather than 


distrusting Barang’s words unconditionally, he would take them at 
face value for the time being, while he tried to narrow down who the 
traitor might be. 


From which side had their information been leaked? Kristina had said 
that it was probably not the Holy empire. Although Eugene hadn’t 
been given a detailed explanation for this, the Holy Empire wouldn’t 
see any benefit from arranging for the ‘Saint’ and the ‘Hero’ to be 
killed at the same time. 


However, what about the Lionheart clan? And by ‘the Lionheart clan’, 
Eugene meant the Head of the Council, Doynes Lionheart. Such a 
person could see the benefits of pruning an overly-talented foster-child 
who was disturbing the family’s order... 


Although this choice couldn’t really be said to be in the clan’s best 
interest, if Eugene had died, the issue of who would become the 
successor to the Patriarch of the Lionheart clan would have become 
very, very smooth. 


And what else would such an outcome mean to the clan? It would 
mean that the clan’s hierarchy had been restored. Eugene wasn’t an 
idiot either. He knew that as a child from a distant collateral line who 
had been taken as a foster-child of the main family, he would be seen 
as a rival to the heirs of the direct line. Even if he didn’t actually 
become the Patriarch, Eugene’s very existence could serve as a 
rallying point for all the collateral bloodlines. 


The Lionheart clan’s main family wouldn’t tolerate such an outcome. 
For the past three hundred years, the clan had made sure that the 
direct line had maintained its superior position, while all the collateral 
lines were treated as inferiors. 


‘I’m not just any ordinary collateral descendant,’ Eugene thought without 
any self-inflation. 


The Head of the Council had always maintained a firm grasp over the 
main family’s authority. For someone like him, more than the fact that 
Eugene was a collateral descendant, it would be much more irritating 
to see Eugene being publicly recognized as the Hero by the Holy 
Empire and its Saint. In the history of the Lionheart clan, the only one 
to have ever been certified as a ‘Hero’ by the Holy Empire, by its 


Saint, and with a revelation from the God of Light, was the founder of 
the clan — the Great Vermouth. 


A foster-child from a collateral line had actually received the same 
accolade as their founding ancestor. He had even received the 
approval of the Holy Sword. Furthermore, Eugene was also aware that 
the founding ancestor’s coffin had been empty. 


So there were plenty of reasons for Doynes to want to kill him. 


The Holy Empire was wary of drawing the Demon Kings’ attention, so 
they had yet to announce that Eugene was the new Hero. If Eugene 
and Kristina were killed, then they wouldn’t ever be able to reveal 
that the founding ancestor’s tomb was empty. 


But this wasn’t something that Doynes could arrange personally. So he 
may have colluded with the demonfolk. If their relationship was 
secure enough for Doynes to make such a large request of them, this 
meant that their collusion had been going on for a long time. 


The Head of the Council was in cahoots with the demonfolk. 


‘...1 can’t be too certain,’ Eugene reminded himself while looking down 
at his own fist. The blood vessels in his fist, which had been 
unconsciously clenched for quite some time, were twitching. ‘After all, 
it might not be the Head of the Council.’ 


As such, Eugene had to keep his silence for now. Was he strong 
enough to storm the Black Lion Castle alone, subdue the Head of the 
Council, and uncover the truth? That was impossible. The nickname of 
the Head of the Council, Doynes Lionheart, was ‘Immortal White 

Lion’. He was a character who had been around for over a hundred 
years. 


‘If I come back alive and in good condition, the bastard behind this 
conspiracy will be forced into taking further action.’ 


Eugene had decided to keep his silence because Barang’s mission 
wasn’t just to kill him and Kristina. That was just a secondary purpose. 
That beast’s first goal was to confirm the location of the elven 
territory. For that reason, he had trailed behind Eugene from the very 


beginning without attacking them. 


Eugene pondered. ‘What reason could the Head of the Council have for 
being interested in the elven territory... ?’ 


He couldn’t think of anything. Could it be that Doynes also wanted to 
find Sienna? Well... it seemed that just about everyone had some 
desire to find out where Sienna had disappeared. 


‘,..But no.’ Eugene shook his head. 


The one who had really wanted to find the elven territory had to be 
the Demon King behind Barang. 


Which, in this case, was the Demon King of Destruction. 


Eugene had no desire to recall that name, or the figure associated with 
it. 


In his previous life, there was just one occasion where he had ‘seen’ 
the Demon King of Destruction. Even then, they hadn’t come face-to- 
face, instead having spotted him while he was moving from a distant 
location... No, had it just seemed like he was moving...? Had he really 
just been standing still? Eugene couldn’t feel any certainty. 


The Demon King of Destruction was just such an existence. Eugene 
had only ever seen him that once, but everyone who had been there 
had shared the same gut feeling. That wasn’t something that they 
could fight. That wasn’t something that they stood any chance of 
resisting. 


That was something incomprehensible. 


The Demon King of Destruction was a uniquely strong and bizarre 
existence even amongst the five Demon Kings. They had only seen him 
that once, but everyone had immediately understood this fact. Killing 
the other Demon Kings was nothing more than a step forward in their 
goal to eventually reach the Demon King of Destruction, and their 
battle with him would be the ‘final decisive battle’ of the war. 


“... The beastfolk have sworn their service to the Demon King of 
Destruction,’ Eugene recalled. 


The Demon King of Destruction was undoubtedly bizarre, but he 
wasn’t one for solitude. Even back three hundred years ago, the 
Demon King of Destruction had had quite a few vassals. However, 
even in his avoidance of solitude, he still proved to be bizarre. 


Demon Kings were all able to grant their vassals power through 
various different methods. As one received this power from a Demon 
King, their soul was mortgaged to the Demon King. This form of 
contract was the same as the one used by the ordinary demonfolk. 


The Demon King of Destruction did accept vassals, but he didn’t grant 
them the power that could be obtained from their contracts with the 
Demon King. So his vassals weren’t forced to mortgage their souls to 
the Demon King of Destruction. 


That said, it didn’t mean that their contracts were useless. Just being 
able to become a vassal of the Supreme Demon King, who ranked first 
in strength among all Demon Kings, was something special. In 
addition to this, their ‘contracts’ with the Demon King of Destruction 
marked them with an imprint that also gave them the knowledge of 
how to control demonic power. 


However, such an imprint gave a set amount of knowledge on how to 
control demonic power, only up to a certain extent. In other words, it 
was of limited value to other demonfolk or black wizards. If they were 
going to sign a contract, even if it meant having to mortgage their 
souls, it was better for them to sign a contract with the Demon King of 
Incarceration, who could promise a huge amount of ‘power’ in return. 


Something else that was clear was that the Demon King of Destruction 
wasn’t focused on governing his vassals like the Demon King of 
Incarceration was. He didn’t have much of a master-servant 
relationship with his vassals. This bizarre Demon King didn’t really 
meddle in the affairs of his vassals, much less anything else in the 
world. 


‘If the Demon King of Destruction is taking an interest in Sienna... why 
wait until now?’ 


For now, Eugene stopped trying to figure out what kind of conspiracy 
was going on. All that he could do at this point was make guesses. He 
needed more information. 


He needed to know what kind of position Barang, who had claimed to 
be Jagon’s sworn brother, had held amongst the other beastfolk and 
who he had been connected with. 


He also needed to know what kind of rumors were circulating about 
the Raizakia staying in the Dragon Demon Castle. 


“Are your preparations done?” Eugene asked the crowd. 
Over a hundred elves had gathered in the center of the village. 


The elves who had been injured in Barang’s attack two days ago had 
all been healed by Kristina’s holy magic. This meant that all the elves 
were able to move on their own two feet. 


“They are,” Signard confirmed. 


Signard had also received the same treatment as the others. But the 
expressions of the elves, including him, weren’t all that relieved. From 
now on, they would be leaving the village that they had lived in for so 
long and would be forced to cross the hostile Rainforest. If they 
managed to arrive at their destination, they would have a much better 
life than the one that they had in this village, but... most of the elves 
still feared that this journey would end in failure. 


“How’s your body?” Eugene asked. 
“..Mm...” Signard hummed. 


The biggest problem that they faced was that several of the elves were 
infected with the Demonic Disease. Although the Demonic Disease 
wouldn’t progress any further so long as they lived in this forest, if 
they were unlucky, they could die from the Demonic Disease as soon 
as they left it. 


“,.It seems fine,” Signard replied after some hesitation. 


Among the elves, the one with the most advanced case of the Demonic 
Disease was Signard, so he had been given a long branch to hold in his 
hand. No, he wasn’t just holding it. Signard was reverently supporting 
the branch with both hands, as if he was serving as its vase or 
pedestal. 


This was the tree branch that Eugene had cut off the World Tree. 
Since the barriers of the village were maintained by the saplings that 
sprouted off the World Tree, Eugene thought that branches cut from 
the World Tree might have a similar effect... 


Fortunately, it seemed that things had worked out just as he’d been 
expecting. 


“...It feels so comfortable, as if I’ve finally returned home...,” Signard 
muttered. 


Eugene asked him bluntly, “Isn't that just an illusion on your part? Are 
you sure you’re comfortable?” 


“T’m sure of it,” Signard stated confidently. “Although it’s only a 
branch... I can feel the warmth of home coming from this.” 


“,.Is it something like the taste of your mom’s stew?” Eugene asked 
curiously. 


“Why would a branch taste like stew?” Signard scoffed. 


“Why would a branch feel like home?” Eugene shot back as he drew 
Wynnyd. 


[I’ve confirmed it. The spirit of the World Tree does reside in that 
branch. ] 


‘If that’s the case, doesn’t that mean we can use Signard as a moving 
barrier?’ 


[...A moving barrier...?] 


‘What? I’m right, aren’t I?’ 


[Hm... that certainly seems to be the case. You’re right Hamel. The 
Demonic Disease won’t be able to progress in an area around that elf.] 


‘Is it impossible to purify the disease completely?’ 


[Well... if it’s not the World Tree itself, then I can’t say for sure. After 
all, that’s still just a branch...] Tempest pondered this question for a 
few moments before continuing to speak. [However, if you plant that 
branch and those saplings together in your family’s estate, they might 
one day be able to grow into a giant tree capable of purifying the 
elves of the Demonic Disease. ] 


‘That will take quite a while,’ Eugene grumbled to himself with a sigh as 
he walked over to the saplings of the World Tree. 


There were three saplings in total. He had thought about placing them 
inside of his cloak, but he might cause the saplings to dry out and die. 


As such, he had no choice but to pull them out of the ground, roots 
and all, and take them with him. 


[To think that you’re using such a barbaric method...] 


‘What about it?’ Eugene asked defensively. ‘It consumes a whole lot less 
mana to just uproot them and lift them in the air with your wind, than it 
would to make the ground flow like a river and carry the saplings.’ 


[It’s only thanks to me that the mana consumption of the first method 
is so low.] 


‘Uh-huh, thanks a lot,’ Eugene pacified Tempest and swung Wynnyd. A 
strong wind was called that uprooted the three saplings. 


As such, a bizarre spectacle was created. From now on, Eugene would 
have to cross the forest with three trees floating above his head and 
leading more than a hundred elves behind him. 


“How tiresome,” Eugene complained to himself. 


He couldn’t just carry the trees around with him either. Each time 
they had to take a break, the trees would also need to be replanted 
and given time to recover, so that they didn’t wither. The fairy trees 
that grew solely in Samar were strong enough that they wouldn’t die 
so easily, and they even had the branch of the World Tree with them, 
so it was unlikely that they would truly wither and die, but... better 
safe than sorry. 


“T’m already getting all impatient,” Eugene muttered as his brows 
furrowed, and he placed a hand inside of his cloak. 


When the saplings were uprooted, the barrier that had protected the 
village completely disappeared. 


Two days ago, Barang had attacked the village by breaking through 
the barrier using his brute force. Imediately afterwards, he had fought 
with Eugene and had even been driven to commit suicide. 


The loud explosion that Barang had created with his death had caused 
enough of a fuss to attract the attention of the nearby tribes. It was 
likely due to the barrier having been broken, but they had noticed 
that this place seemed to have something to do with the village of the 
wandering elves. As a result, quite a lot of the natives had gathered in 
the surrounding forest. 


Eugene had no intention of trying to negotiate with them. No matter 
what he tried, their group couldn’t help but stand out, and unless he 
was willing to give up on the elves, they would continue to be 
attacked. 


Eugene had finished the last of his tasks in this forest. Since he had 
already been exposed, there wasn’t any need to keep being so careful. 


Eugene took out a bow from his cloak. 


The bow named Thunderbolt Pernoa shone with a golden light. With 
its huge size, it couldn’t be compared with an ordinary bow. Eugene 
held the bow that was as tall as he was in one hand and aimed it at 
the sky. 


He had now reached the Fifth Star of the White Flame Formula. 


Although it had only been an increase of one Star, Eugene’s mana had 
doubled from what it had been before. The use of Thunderbolt 
consumed even more mana than the Dragon Spear, but as he was now, 
Eugene was able to use the bow without much of a burden. 


“Cover your ears,” Eugene warned them in advance. 


The elves, who were filled with worries about their future, turned to 
look at Eugene. 


If it was in the past, they might not have followed his warning. 
However the elves had seen Eugene fighting with Barang. They had 
seen the overwhelming power with which Eugene had defeated that 
terrifying invader. 


“Yes,” they quickly acquiesced. 


The elves no longer doubted Eugene. And among the elves, Narissa 
and Lavera in particular looked at Eugene with an admiration that 
went beyond trust, even as they covered their ears as he had 
instructed. 


“Are you planning on killing all of them?” Signard asked. 


“Do you really see me as such a butcher?” Eugene retorted with a 
smirk as he spread his arms. 


The bow didn’t appear to have a string, but as he bent his fingers, a 
thin strand of light appeared in the place of the bowstring and was 
caught by his fingers. 


“For now, I'll just give them a warning shot,” Eugene stated. 
Buzzbuzz! 
An electric current flowed through the taut bowstring. 


“Tf they still chase after us after this...” 


Eugene’s mana, amplified by the Ring Flame Formula, was converted 
into lightning. 


“’..then, well, it can’t be helped.” 


His fingers released the bowstring. A small lightning bolt was shot up 
into the sky. 


Soon after... 
Krakoom! 


A huge lightning bolt landed in the distance. 


Chapter 114 
Forest (1) 


“Well.” 


Pat! The man patted Eugene’s back with his large hand. In his own 
way, he was showing affection but his hand was so barbarically large 
that his light pat was enough to shake Eugene’s entire body. 


“See you later, buddy,” the man said. 
“Who says that I’m your buddy?” 
After balancing his body, Eugene looked sharply at him. 


His eyes were somewhat sharp, but he didn’t look so threatening. Due 
to glaring ever since he was a baby, only his eyes looked threatening, 
and he was objectively handsome, very handsome. A frowning 
handsome kid wasn’t enough to intimidate the man. 


That was understandable — the man himself looked very intimidating. 
Black tattoos covered his brown-colored body. There were also several 
scars on his face. Therefore, no matter how hard Eugene frowned, it 
was nothing compared to the man’s smiling face. 


It wasn’t just this man. Dozens of natives behind the man all had 
threatening appearances and sizes. 


Zoran Tribe — they were one of the biggest tribes in Samar. The man 
beside Eugene was a young heir of the Zoran Tribe. Judging from his 
looks, it was hard to believe that he was young; however, the man was 
surprisingly nineteen years old, the same age as Eugene. 


“We are buddies because we shared the drink.” 


“T only drank it because you were hell-bent on making me drink it.” 
Grumbling, Eugene turned his head away. 


He had met the Zoran Tribe a month ago, not long after leaving the 
elven sanctuary. 


When Eugene was done shooting out lightning using the Thunderbolt 
bow, he and the elves departed right away. These not-so-intelligent 
natives were taken aback, because thunder struck the ground like rain. 
Still, they rushed in for the elves’ great migration, drooling. 


Eugene took out a lot of natives, really a lot. In the beginning, he 
hadn’t been planning on killing them, but he found that he could not 
go easy on them. If he did not make them fear him, then the number 
of attackers would only increase, and they would keep coming at him. 


This was going to be one hell of a journey. 


On the first day of their journey, he took out nearly a hundred natives. 
The timing for their departure had turned out to be rather terrible. 
There was a slave market nearby, and many tribal warriors 
participated in it. For them, chasing and hunting a hundred elves was 
just a fun after-party. 


Eugene expected the ambush to continue all night. To prepare, he 
discussed with Kristina about using the World Tree’s sapling to put up 
a barrier and keep an eye on things, and maybe calling for backup. 


Evatar, the heir of Zoran, came to visit. Eugene noticed that other 
tribes were blatantly tiptoeing around Evatar, so instead of blindly 
attacking, Eugene welcomed Evatar for the time being. 


—You. You are strong. [1] 


After introducing himself and his tribe, Evatar grinned and offered his 
hand. 


— I know what flame you are wearing. 


— So what? Are you going to take advantage or something? 
— If I do so, then I will lose many Zoran warriors. 

Evatar didn’t seem hostile. 

— Those elves, are they your slaves? 

— No, they aren’t. 

— Then what are you doing? 

— I’m going to take them out of this fucking forest. 

— Where are you taking them? 

— To the Lionheart territory. 

— So if I help you, then I help Lionheart. 


Evatar didn’t even ask for Eugene’s permission. When Evatar signaled 
to his warriors, they planted Zoran flags around the camp. 


That was it. The Samar natives were more scared of Zoran than of an 
outsider who threw flashes of lightning, stirred up a storm, and shot 
out God knew what. 


Evatar and the Zoran warriors became their volunteer guards for a 
month, throughout the journey across the Samar Rainforest. Just 
traveling with them was enough to make other tribes not attack 
anymore. 


“T will visit Lionheart someday.” 


“TI told you this several times, but I haven’t asked you to do this,” 
Eugene replied. 


“Tt doesn’t change the fact that Zoran helped you.” 


During their trip, Eugene talked with Evatar about many things. 


Samar natives did not like the Kiehl Empire. For them, the Kiehl 
Empire was just an invader that entered the rainforest without 
permission, ruined the forest as they pleased, and kept trying to make 
the forest a part of their land. 


Most tribes would think that way, but it was different with the Great 
Tribes. It wasn’t an exaggeration to call the Great Tribes, located deep 
in the big rainforest, small countries. A tribe of that size usually 
became involved with various parties, and that applied to the Zoran 
Tribe, too. 


“Eugene Lionheart. Even if you don’t become the Patriarch, Lionheart 
will not be able to ignore your presence and power,” Evatar said. 


When Eugene had first met Evatar, the latter had reminded Eugene of 
Molon. They looked nothing alike, but they were both muscular giants 
and didn’t speak the common language very well. 


“IT want to become your friend for that reason. We are same age and 
strong. It won’t be bad for you to become friends with me. ” 


It turned out that they were different, after all. Evatar was smarter 
than Molon. 


“T think you actually benefited, didn’t you? If I did not protect you 
and the elves, you would not have arrived here today.” 


“Then would I have died midway?” 


“Haha! You are not. You are strong. But. You, Signard, Kristina 
wouldn’t have been able to protect a hundred elves without a scar.” 


Evatar guffawed and slapped Eugene’s back. 


“Tt will be very difficult. It will take longer to get here and you will 
become very tired.” 


Eugene didn’t deny it. It was the undeniable truth that Evatar and 


Zoran warriors made the journey really comfortable. Without them, 
Eugene’s group would have had to stop and shut themselves inside the 
barrier. If they tried to call for backup, the journey would have 
become longer, as they would have been forced to travel back and 
forth. 


“T’m not asking you for something materialistic,” Evatar said as he 
smiled. “Someday, when I visit the Lionheart mansion. I just hope you 
will greet me as your guest.” 


“That, I can do.” 


Eugene also believed that it was good to make an alliance with Evatar. 
He wasn’t sure if he was going to visit Samar in the future, but there 
was no harm in becoming friends with the heir of a Grand Tribe. 


‘I can also understand their situation.’ 


Helmuth supported the Samar natives’ freedom. The reason why the 
Kiehl Empire couldn’t just send the army to conquer Samar was that 
several countries, including Helmuth, were holding the Kiehl Empire 
in check. As such, there were some tribes that directly made 
exchanges with the demonfolk in Helmuth. 


The most powerful tribe of all was the Kochilla tribe. They were the 
biggest tribe in the Samar Rainforest and also ruled over several 
nearby tribes. Considering its size, it would have been natural for 
many rumors about the Kochilla Tribe to exist, but there weren’t any. 
It was partially due to their land being the backwoods of backwoods, 
and partially due to the fact that the tribe was excessively secluded. 
They never participated in the slave market when most tribes did, and 
apart from the tribes they ruled over, they never made exchanges with 
anyone. 


Eugene didn’t think Kochilla or a Helmuth-affiliated tribe was behind 
Barang, but he had to stay on guard since Helmuth was involved. 


He didn’t say that aloud in front of Evatar. It wasn’t a bad thing to 
make an alliance with the Zoran Tribe, but Eugene didn’t trust Evatar 
yet. He benefited from Evatar and the Zoran Tribe during their 
journey, but it was too soon to trust them. 


“T don’t care about visiting, but don’t smuggle yourself in. If you are 
going to come over, go through the proper channels and send me a 
letter before you do.” 


“T do have common sense,” Evatar guffawed. 


Ancilla Caines, the Lionheart Patriarch’s second wife, started her 
morning early. 


She usually woke up before daybreak, but she did not head out of the 
room straight away. Although her husband, Gilead, and her lovely 
children weren’t in the main house right now, she wanted to maintain 
her dignity as the second mistress of the prestigious Lionheart house. 


She had to always look perfect. She especially could never show 
others her shabby face after she woke up. That was why Ancilla began 
to prepare all by herself, without the servant’s help, right after she 
woke up. 


She took a bath, dried and combed her hair, did her makeup, and 
chose her outfit for the day. Although she had no plans to go outside 
and no expected guests either, that did not prevent her from doing her 
best to appear decent. 


After hours of preparation, the sun finally rose. If the Patriarch and 
her children had been in the house, she would have had breakfast 
with them. However, there were only Ancilla and Gerhard there right 
now. 


She didn’t want to appear hostile, and she made sure she was on good 
terms with him. Still, eating alone with him... was rather awkward. 
Gerhard also felt the same way, so they rarely shared the same table. 


Today’s morning was just like a usual morning — Gerhard in the 
annex and Ancilla in the main house. 


With a servant accompanying her, Ancilla sat in front of the table and 
smelled the coffee in her cup. A cup of coffee without a single grain of 
sugar and a plate of fresh salad were in front of her. The ‘dignity’ 


Ancilla pursued included looks. The clean diet and steady exercise 
were part of her efforts to show dignity as the second wife of the 
Lionheart Patriarch. 


She didn’t only value appearance, however. While the Patriarch was 
away, Ancilla managed all affairs in the main house, particularly the 
social events. 


There were a lot of parties during the New Year. There was a party 
hosted by Marquess Ragos next week. The invitation said the party 
was to celebrate the new year, but Ancilla knew that the party was 
actually about showing off Ragos’s power. 


It wasn’t rare for nobles to do this. Most high-ranking nobles’ parties 
were about showing off their power. The nobles kept each other in 
check by showing off in terms of both party fanciness and guests’ 
ranks. They also revised their relationships by checking who refused 
the invitations and who went to whose party. 


“Marquess Ragos and Count Berid are having their parties on the same 
date. They are being very obvious,” Ancilla snorted. 


She received the invitations from both of them. As the most 
prestigious house in the Kiehl — no, the continent, the Lionheart clan 
could participate in any party. The hosts were the ones who were 
fretting about Lionheart’s attendance. 


‘Which party shall I attend... ’ Ancilla joyfully wondered, and turned 
over the report after checking the guest list. 


In this report, there was a lot of information aside from the party. It 
was about the various rumors regarding Lionheart’s collateral 
descendants, from who got married and gave birth to children to... 


“Puhh.” 


Ancilla spat out the fragrant coffee in her mouth. The shocked servant 
approached, but Ancilla couldn’t care about the servant and her 
dignity as the second wife. 


“ ..What’s up with this report?!” 


Ancilla sprang right up from her seat, shuddering. She went through 
the coffee-stained report multiple times. Feeling dizzy, she collapsed 
back onto the chair. 


‘What in the world is up with him... what has he done?’ 


The report also included Eugene’s whereabouts and status. Yesterday, 
Eugene had come back through the Kiehl Empire’s south gate. 


That alone was enough to astound Ancilla. When had he left Kiehl in 
the first place? She knew that Eugene had left the Black Lion Knight’s 
castle. She did not know his exact destination, but she had assumed 
that it was somewhere in the Kiehl Empire. 


However, the report said Eugene had arrived at the Empire through 
the south gate. South. Samar Rainforest. When? Why Samar? 


That wasn’t it, either. Right up to the south gate, Eugene had been 
escorted by the Great Zoran Tribe, one of the most powerful tribes in 
Samar. 


“And elves?” 


She had no idea why Eugene got involved with the Samar’s barbarians 
in the first place, but now Eugene had also brought a hundred elves 
and three trees floating above their heads? 


“And treeees?!” 


Ancilla pinched her thigh, wondering if she was dreaming. It hurt, 
which meant this wasn’t a dream. This unbelievable report was all 
true. 


Eugene had been escorted by Samar natives, leading a hundred elves, 
with three trees floating above their heads. In front of the public, he 
had passed through the gate, stayed the night in the southern city, and 
arrived this morning at the warp gate in the capital Ceres... 


The report was too ridiculous. 


Ancilla belatedly came to her senses and first wiped the coffee on her 
mouth with the handkerchief. 


“The carriage... Bring the carriage...” 

“Lady Ancilla.” 

The mansion’s butler hurriedly approached Ancilla. 

“We received a message from the warp gate.” 

“..What message...?” 

“The warp gate in Ceres is requesting to be connected...” 
“For whom?!” 

“Master Eugene, my lady...” 


Hunching his shoulder, the butler answered. Ancilla moaned as she 
held on to her head. 


“ ,.What on earth is with that child?” 
“Pardon...?” 


“T haven’t received reports about him heading to Samar, so why is he 
coming from Samar?” 


“Umm...” 


“What is up with the elves? He didn’t just bring one or two elves, but 
a hundred of them? Where on earth did he bring those elves from in 
the first place? Of course, Samar! Why did he bring A HUNDRED 
ELVES FROM SAMAR?!” 


“Why did he have trees floating above his head! Why is he doing those 
things in the open! Why would he volunteer to be a clown!” 


“That... I’m not sure...” 

“Let them do what they want!” 

After yelping, Ancilla collapsed on her seat again. 
“ ,.Prepare the carriage.” 

“Are you going to meet him?” 


“Then shall I not meet him? Shall I not connect the warp gate and just 
ask him to walk?” 


Regretting his question, the butler lowered his head without 
answering. 


“How could he do that? That... that bas... that boy... mischievous 
boy!” 


As she caught her breath, Ancilla clenched her fists. 
“Oh my...” 


After pouring out her anger on the butler, Ancilla gently smiled at 
Eugene who passed the gate. 


“My... this is unexpected. Are they your friends?” 
She was burning up inside. Still, she couldn’t show it to Eugene. 


Seven years had passed since Eugene had become an adopted son of 
the main house, and Ancilla had never lost her composure in front of 
Eugene in all this time. 


“One, two... Oh, my... You brought so... many friends.” 


“Are you angry?” 
Eugene saw Ancilla's eyes twitch. 


“Oh, no... Angry... Why would I be angry? There’s nothing to be mad 
about bringing friends.” 


‘T think you are angry...’ Eugene thought. 


Ancilla spoke too kindly. Eugene threw a glance at the servants and 
knights behind Ancilla. 


He met the eyes of Hazard, the captain of the second division. Hazard 
slightly hunched his shoulder and moved his lips. 


“Umm... They aren’t friends,” Eugene said, after glancing back. 
Including Signard, a hundred elves were standing behind him. 
“Then... who are they?” 

“Families.” 


“Families...? Eugene, I’m not sure what you are talking about right 
now.” 


Ancilla held up her feather fan to hide the twitching corner of her 
mouth. 


“Umm... they are more of neighbors... than families.” 
“’..You lost me.” 
“Tsn’t the main house’s forest wide?” Eugene asked innocently. 


“...The forest is... wide. It has many trees. And what are the trees over 
your head?” 


“T’m going to plant them in the forest.” 


“’,.Aren’t there a lot of them already? Why those trees specifically? Is 
there a reason for you to bring some trees floating above your head?” 


“These are expensive and rare trees.” 


“ ,.That is nice. So, what do the elves have to do with the wide 
forest...” 


“T’m going to let them live in the forest,” Eugene said as he awkwardly 
smiled. 


The fan in Ancilla’s hand was crushed. 


Chapter 115 
Forest (2) 


Although Ancilla was the second mistress of the main family, she 
could not control her daring adopted son. It may have been possible 
when Eugene was young and he had just been adopted, but now, 
Eugene was an adult. 


For a long time, Ancilla had properly faced reality. Her biological 
children, the twins, were truly outstanding prodigies. If she hadn’t met 
Eugene, she may have thought her children were geniuses, like any 
other mother would have. However, she had met Eugene, so she could 
no longer think the twins were that great geniuses. 


Fortunately, the child didn’t wish to become the Patriarch. If 
anything, he rather loathed the idea of becoming the Patriarch. Thus, 
there was no reason for her to be hostile toward him. As such, ever 
since Eugene had become her adopted son, Ancilla had tried to be on 
good terms with him. She had also coaxed Cyan, who had been caught 
in his immaturity and ego. Then, she had reasoned with the curious, 
mischievous Ciel so that she wouldn’t provoke Eugene too much. 
Ancilla herself tried not to provoke him, for that matter. 


Cyan and Ciel had ended up becoming close with Eugene. Although 
they were related by little blood, the three had become true siblings. 
Cyan had turned his inferiority complex into a desire to improve 
himself. Instead of hating Eugene, who was better than him, Cyan 
yearned for him and wanted to follow in Eugene’s footsteps. 


It was also similar for Ciel. She didn’t have a massive inferiority 
complex like Cyan, but she had definitely been motivated by Eugene 
and Cyan. She didn’t try to slack off in her training. All the while, Ciel 
was conscious of Eugene in a different way than Cyan. 


In Ancilla’s eyes, their relationship was very peaceful and satisfying. 


Eugene wouldn’t become the Patriarch in the end. Even Ciel had 
chosen to join the Black Lion instead of competing with her biological 
older brother to become the Patriarch. Cyan was trying his best to 
become a person who could live up to the title of the Patriarch— 
trying to use the things that were ‘conceded’ to him. 


Ancilla didn’t want to do anything to ruin this desirable dynamic. 
What if that daring child changed his mind when she acted 
unfriendly? 


...Cough. 


Ancilla cleared her throat and fidgeted with her fingers. Her crushed 
fan swung in the air, a terribly pathetic sight. 


“Their stories... 1 am sorry to hear that.” 


The fact that elves were persecuted for their natural beauty and 
longevity, was famous. To be honest, Ancilla felt sorry for the elves — 
to die from the Demonic Disease that only affected elves, to wander 
around the rainforest because they couldn’t go back to their home, to 
be hunted by slave traders and Samar natives, to be sold as slaves... 


‘...Well... there is no harm in taking them in. Wouldn’t it be a chance for 
the Lionheart to gain more status?’ 


Ancilla quickly thought about it. As far as she knew, there was no 
house that sheltered that many elves on the continent. 


“...Is there anything that I could do to help...” 
“T won’t bother you, Lady Ancilla.” 


It was already bothersome enough! She tried to see this incident in a 
positive light, but she couldn’t. Now, the elves were a little over a 
hundred, but wouldn’t their number increase over time? The more 
troubling matter was that she could not even use those elves as 
servants of the main house. They would just live in the forest. 


In the end, she understood. She had to. 


Well, there were a lot of questions she wanted to ask. She now knew 
why Eugene had gone to Samar Rainforest without letting anyone 
know about his destination — he had been trying to look for the elven 
sanctuary where Sienna the Wise had secluded herself. 


‘That is a very important matter, why would you be the one to do it? And 
why did you do it with just two people?' 


On top of that, his female companion was none other than Kristina 
Rogeris, the saint candidate of the Holy Empire. Kristina was standing 
so naturally beside Eugene right now that it confused Ancilla more. 
Eugene had gone to the Black Lion's castle for his Coming-Of-Age 
ceremony, so how had he ended up in the Samar Rainforest to find 
Sienna the Wise out of the blue? Had only the two of them gone 
together? 


In the end, Ancilla didn't pry any further. Holding down the sighs that 
were about to burst out of her, she nodded. 


“...Still, I have to help with something. I will summon the workers to 
build some houses in the forest. Until then...” 


“Doesn't the annex that I use have many empty rooms? I will just tell 
them to stay in the annex until then. If they say they don't like it 
because it's uncomfortable, then I will let them stay on their own in 
the forest.” 


“',.What about their meals?” 
“T will tell Nina to take care of it.” 


Seven years ago, Nina had just finished her apprenticeship as a maid, 
but now, she was overseeing the servants in the annex. 


“... That means the Lionheart clan still has to feed them, right?’ 


Did he know? Everything that happened in the estate, whether in the 
main halls or the annex, went through Ancilla. 


Of course, Eugene knew that. 


'Well, the Lionheart clan is filthy rich anyway.’ 


He didn't give a hoot. 


“It's a nice forest.” 


After Ancilla returned, Signard finally spoke his mind. He nodded as 
he took a look around the vast Lionheart forest. 


“The trees, the earth, everything is well managed.” 
“Tt’s a forest.” 

“T really like that it doesn’t smell unpleasant.” 
“Unpleasant smell?” 


“Smell of blood,” Signard answered as he laughed. “It always smelled 
like blood in Samar Rainforest. I often heard screams there, but this 
place is peaceful and nice.” 


It had to be — after all, this forest was included in the main house’s 
estate. There were no barbarians who indulged in territorial disputes. 
There were no monsters. Many animals freely roamed the land, but 
there were no predators who could destroy the forest’s ecosystem. 


Since it was winter, there weren’t many leaves on the trees, either. 
Nevertheless, the forest was peaceful and beautiful. 


“There is also plenty of mana.” 
Signard turned his head toward the far end of the forest. 
“Tt’s the Lionheart’s leyline.” 


“...Was that always there?” 


“It is said that the Great Vermouth made it.” 


As Eugene said so, he signaled something to Signard. Eugene had said 
that dozens of times to Signard before they had gotten here — to 
watch his mouth. 


Signard knew Eugene was Hamel. That was why Signard needed to be 
careful. 


“’..Hmm... I see.” 


‘The Great Vermouth... ’ The corner of Signard’s mouth twitched as 
Eugene spoke. If they had been alone, Signard would have definitely 
teased him, but he couldn’t do so now. There were other elves, and 
there was also Kristina. 


“Let’s pick the place to settle down first.” 


Eugene led the way and entered the forest. For a second, he thought 
the location didn’t matter but it soon became apparent that it wasn’t 
the case. 


[Go a little bit deeper. ] 
‘Are you sure?’ 


[I’m sure. The World Tree’s spirit wishes for a deeper, denser, and 
livelier place.] 


Tempest’s voice was echoing inside his head. He could feel and 
communicate with The World Tree’s spirit in the seedling, guiding 
Eugene to find the place that the spirit wanted. 


[This place will do. The wind likes this place. ] 
“..This place is...” 


Eugene took a look around, feeling odd. The Lionheart leyline was 
nearby; he had visited this place when he was thirteen years old, as he 


had started to sense mana there. Staring at the faraway hut, Eugene 
touched Wynnyd’s handle on his waist. 


‘It’s close to the leyline. Does it mean anything special?’ 


[Something must be special. Like I said before, a primal spirit is 
another form of mana.] 


The World Tree’s spirit was basically a primal spirit. As Eugene 
listened to Tempest, he tried to be conscious of the wind, but he 
couldn’t feel anything. 


It was understandable. The wind just naturally existed. No matter how 
great the spirit summoner was, it was impossible to perfectly control a 
primal spirit that didn’t have a form. 


The primal spirits of wind, earth, water, and fire allowed the elements 
to hold a form, and the elements imbued the spirits with power. The 
Samar natives, who were born and raised in the forest, received help 
and protection from the primal spirits, and so did the elves. Still, they 
merely received help from the primal spirits — they didn’t control, 
much less dominate them. 


[This leyline is not natural. Vermouth made it, so the mana in that 
leyline is artificially distorted.] 


It was unbelievable, but Vermouth had actually pulled it off. 
[Hmm...] 
Tempest became a gust of wind and hovered around Eugene. 


[Hamel. You must know this too, but the mana in that artificial leyline 
isn’t infinite. ] 


Mana existed everywhere in the world, and a leyline held an 
overwhelmingly large amount of mana. Still, it wasn’t infinite. If a 
person trained their mana in a leyline, they could progress at a fast 
pace. However, if someone stayed for too long in the leyline, the mana 
in the leyline would be eventually depleted. That was why the 


Lionheart’s leyline was under strict management. 


[If you plant the seedling of the World Tree in this land, that leyline 
will become more complete. ] 


‘Are you saying mana in this region will increase?’ 
[I guess so. ] 


Eugene also knew that a leyline was convenient. However, the more 
he mastered mana, the less he would benefit from the leyline. The 
cores weren’t something that could be strengthened with just a lot of 
mana. 


‘Any ordinary leyline will benefit from this.’ 


The World Tree in the elven sanctuary came to Eugene’s mind. The 
mana in the sanctuary was almost non-existent, but there was more 
mana inside the World Tree than in any other places Eugene 
remembered. 


“T made a good choice bringing them here,” Eugene suddenly 
murmured. 


“What are you talking about?” Signard asked back. 


“To imagine that you guys are going to live happily in this forest after 
going through all those fucking hardships, my heart is deeply 
touched.” 


Eugene made up excuses. His excuses touched the hearts of Signard 
and the elves. 


Eugene stirred up the wind and hastily cleared the uneven land. After 
that, he dug a hole in the spot Tempest designated and planted the 
seedlings and branches of the World Tree. 


“...Nothing is happening... ’ 


Eugene was about to bring this up, but he was shocked by an abrupt 
change. He bent down and stroked the ground with his hands. 


He could feel a faint warmth in this dry, cold land. There was also a 
slight tremor. The roots of the seedlings spread far and deep into the 
earth, while their branches energetically stretched wide. Their leaves 
became more alive. The branches from the World Tree itself lightly 
wavered too. 


“Ah ! 9 


Elves exclaimed to the sight. They heard the forest’s joyous voice. 
Along with Signard, the elves born in the sanctuary saw the grand 
World Tree in the small seedlings and branches. Some elves shed tears 
as they couldn’t hold back their thrill anymore. 


“ ..Indeed.” Kristina expressed her admiration in a low voice and 
brought her hands in front of the chest. “These things are the true 
miracles.” 


“These miracles weren’t done by your god.” 


“Yes, I am aware of that. However, a revelation of God led us here... 
Not all miracles are done by the God of Light himself, but every 
miracle holds light.” 


Glaring at the smiling Kristina, Eugene shook his head. 

‘The mana doesn’t seem to be increasing right away.’ 

[After some time passes, the leyline will also begin to change. ] 
‘It’s meaningless if it takes too long.’ 


[You don’t have to worry about such stuff. You won’t be able to feel 
this, but the primal spirit in this land is answering to the World 
Tree... ] 


‘Does it mean there will be more of the World Tree’s spirit?’ 


[Yes, this forest in the estate will soon turn into the most beautiful 
and lively forest on this continent. Elves will live on in this forest and 
look after everything in this forest — the earth, the trees, the forest. 
They will also harmonize with the World Tree’s spirit, and that way, 
the number of fairy trees will increase. As they grow, the entire forest 
will turn into a leyline.] 


[Yes, the forest will turn into a leyline. The Lionheart’s leyline will 
bear far more vast mana than before.] 


‘I guess I won’t have to hire any more forest keepers or landscapers.’ 
[...What?] 


‘You said so yourself. The elves will tend to the forest. Iam a human, so I 
thought it was a bit too much to ask them to earn their keep... Well, if they 
do the landscaping, then that sorts out the problem.’ 


[...Hamel...] 


‘What? I’m right, do you have any idea how wide this forest is? I can’t just 
let the forest be, it needs to be pruned and grafted each season. Anyhow, 
there are a lot of things to be done. If the elves do those on their own... ’ 


Tempest shut his mouth. 

“Here, listen up.” 

Eugene gathered the thrilled elves in one place. 

“We got permission from Lady Ancilla and planted the trees.” 


He talked casually to Signard, but he couldn’t do that to the other 
elves. 


“T may not have to even say these things, but you are not allowed to 
leave the estate. If you really wish to, then inform the Lionheart 


servants beforehand. I won’t say you can never go out, but wouldn’t it 
be tiring for all of us if you get into a quarrel outside?” 


Hunting elves was illegal, and the capital, Ceres, was pretty safe. Still, 
there was always that ‘if.’ 


“T will tell the Lionheart knights to accompany you when you wish to 
go out of the estate, and the servants will provide the necessities. 
Please show your hands if you don’t want to live here and want to 
seek freedom otherwise.” 


No elves raised their hands 


“Yeah, of course, you do. I don’t care what you do in the forest, but do 
you see the cabin over there? Don’t go there, ever,” Eugene 
emphasized, pointing at the leyline. 


“Tf you go there, I will get angry. And another thing, you will come 
across the knights, servants, and other workers of Lionhearts as you 
stay in this forest. Don’t look down on them or pick a fight.” 


“Do you need to mention it?” Signard asked, glaring at Eugene. “It’s 
not like before...” 


Eugene glared back. Signard cleared his throat and continued. “... 
Hmm. Elven elitism was a given 300 years ago, but not now, the elves 
are in a difficult position.” 


“Not all elves are like that, are they?” Eugene asked. 
“...But the elves here fear humans, so they won’t look down on them.” 


“Hmm... You have a point. Then to the next matter... Probably 
starting tomorrow, people will come and build a village for you guys. 
Where do you guys wish to stay before it’s completed?” 


Signard took the lead and gathered the elves’ opinions. 


“...Most elves want to stay in the forest, but some say they want to go 
to the annex.” 


“Is that so?” 
“Eugene, do you live in that annex?” 
“T live there... and my father lives there.” 


“There are some elves who used to be servants. They wish to repay 
you by serving you.” 


“Serve me...?” Eugene said with a sour face. 


Ten elves stepped forward. The one-legged Narissa and the one-eyed 
Lavera were among them. 


“Were you a servant?” 

“Some... thing like that,” Narissa answered. 
“Do you know how to clean?” 

“’,.1 do know how.” 


It was a lie. She had stayed in a mansion when she was a slave, but 
she had never cleaned anything. Still, she could do it if she tried. 
Feeling the groundless confidence rising up, Narissa clenched her fists. 


“What about cooking?” 

“T think I can learn.” 

Lavera had never cooked anything. 

“T am confident when it comes to eating.” 


This wasn’t a lie. In her days of being abused as a slave, Lavera had 
eaten all sorts of disgusting, terrible things, then vomited and suffered 
to satisfy her master’s sadistic desires. 


“’..Hmm...” 


They said they wanted to repay Eugene by becoming his servants, so 
there wasn’t much Eugene could say to that. Besides, training 
apprentice servants wasn’t Eugene’s job. 


‘Nina will take care of it.’ 


He didn’t really care either. 


The desert warrior, Laman Schulhov, had been having an identity 
crisis over the past few months. 


The beard was a symbol of power for the desert men. The lowlifes 
couldn’t have a beard. In Nahama, the more power the person had, 
the more voluminous and cool their beard. Laman’s former master and 
emir of Kajitan, Tairi Al-Madani, had a bushy beard. Laman’s beard 
was incomparable to his, but it was pretty neat nevertheless. It was 
Laman’s small joy in life to brush his beard using scented oil every 
morning... 


His precious beard had been shaved off on his first day in the 
Lionheart mansion. Since he had come to Kiehl — no, to the Lionheart 
clan, he had to follow the Lionhearts’ law. Ironically, his new master, 
Eugene, hadn’t been the one to enforce the law on Laman. The one to 
do it was Nina. 


She oversaw the servants in this annex and she didn’t allow Laman to 
keep his beard. Her reason was simple: his beard did not match his 
butler outfit. Laman argued that he was a warrior, but as far as Nina 
was concerned, the only ‘warriors’ here were the knights of the main 
house. 


Laman couldn’t become a knight of the main house. Nina didn’t have 
the authority to knight him, and Eugene didn’t wish to do it. In the 
end, Laman had become a butler. He trained from time to time, but he 
spent most of his day in the annex, handling the trivial works given by 
Nina. 


The cause of his identity crisis was that... he unexpectedly enjoyed 
those works. 


The big master, Gehard, was humorous and kind. Nina was indeed 
hard on Laman, but she took care of him so he wouldn’t have any 
problem living in the Lionheart house. Other servants, who had first 
been wary of Laman because he was from Nahama, had become 
friendly after watching Laman working hard. 


He had never experienced this kind of life in Nahama. This place was 
peaceful and nice. There were no sandstorms, no warriors checking on 
him, and no suspicious conspiracy. 


However, Laman never let go of his pride as Eugene’s right-hand man. 
He was working as the butler of the annex right now, but someday, he 
would return to being a warrior and follow Eugene’s lead. Eugene 
never said such things to Laman, but that was what the latter planned. 
His master had saved his life not only once, but multiple times. Laman 
had to repay him somehow. 


Laman absentmindedly stood and looked at Eugene. No, he looked at 
the ten elves standing behind Eugene. The elves were so beautiful... 
There were both males and females, and the male elves were as 
beautiful as the females. 


“...You are truly something else, Master Eugene!” Laman stayed silent 
for a moment, but then he nodded. “You have an elven harem! Even 
the harem of my former master, Tairi Al-Madani, only had one elf...” 


“What the fuck are you talking about?” Eugene said as he kicked 
Laman’s shin. Laman yelped and grabbed onto his aching shin. 


“These guys will work here, starting today.” 
“Par... Pardon?” 


Laman lifted his head in shock. 


“Then what about me?” 
“What about you?” 


“If those elves work in this annex, will I become a warrior and follow 
you?” 


“Why do you keep speaking bullshit?” 
Dumbstruck, Eugene stared at Laman. 


“T brought you here because you said you wanted to tag along. That’s 
it.” 


“You have saved my life twice, Master Eugene. As a warrior, I just 
wish to repay that...” 


“You can’t do anything for me right now. Not with your skills, 
anyway. So, if you want to repay me, keep working hard here,” 
Eugene said. 


Laman didn’t feel humiliated by Eugene’s remark. 
‘T will try to be of help to Master Eugene.’ 


Laman was determined not to neglect his training as a warrior, all 
while faithfully carrying out his tasks as a butler. 


Chapter 116 
Akasha (1) 


Nina didn’t know what to say and could only blink speechlessly. 


The same went for Gerhard. He unconsciously ran his hand down his 
much-reduced belly as he gazed at his son, who he had been reunited 
with after a few months of absence. 


Yet, despite their reunion, Gerhard couldn’t allow himself to burst into 
tears of happiness. Eugene was now an adult and Gerhard was well 
aware that his son could no longer be treated as a child. 


Gerhard hesitantly said, “...To think I would live to see the day... 
where you would actually take elves as your servants...” 


Nina didn’t say anything, but she felt the same way as Gerhard. She 
had never thought that, in all her life, the day would come when she 
would have to train a couple of elves. 


“’..Do they really intend to serve as servants of the annex?” Nina 
asked doubtfully. 


“They don’t want to work for the main house,” Eugene explained. 
There were already enough servants for all of the annex’s needs. 


In the first place, the only ones living here were Eugene and Gerhard. 
And even then, Eugene was away from the main estate most of the 
time, so Gerhard was in fact usually living in the annex all on his own. 


While there were a lot of things that Nina could teach them, she had 
to wonder just when exactly they would get a chance to put those 
things into practice, but... it couldn’t be helped. Since Eugene had 
already said that he would accept them as his servants, Nina felt that 


she shouldn’t put up any resistance. 


Eugene awkwardly began, “Um, well, I know it’s a bit tactless for me 
to say this right after returning from a few months away from home, 
but—” 


“You’re planning on going somewhere else again?” Gerhard asked 
with an indignant snort. 


“There’s a really important matter that I need to deal with,” Eugene 
explained. “I need to head back to Aroth for a while.” 


“Still, at least this time you’re letting us know in advance.” 
“Father, are you really still annoyed by that?” 


“Who’s annoyed, you brat? You’re just darting around wherever you 
please, so what’s there for me to get annoyed about?” Gerhard 
responded sarcastically. 


It was a pity that Eugene had left right after returning from the Black 
Lion Castle, without even sparing a single word for Gerhard, but to 
think that he had actually sneaked off to Samar, which was rumored 
to be very dangerous! 


Eugene tried to soothe his father. “It’s not like I’m going somewhere 
dangerous this time, and I don’t want to lie to you either. It probably 
won't take too long before I’m done and on my way back.” 


“ ,.Ahem.” Gerhard prompted him with a cough. 


“And after I’ve returned, I’ll stay here quietly for a while without 
leaving to go somewhere else,” Eugene promised. 


Gerhard eventually relented. “...There’s no need to go that far. It’s just 
that as your birth father, I still have to show some concern for my only 
son. What parent in this world would feel glad to hear of their 
children becoming involved in such dangerous affairs?” 


“T’m sure there would be a few,” Eugene argued. 


Gerhard snorted. “...Hmph... well, that might be, but I’m not that sort 
of person. Eugene, do you really think that your father is someone 
who would enjoy hearing about his child facing dangers and 
misfortunes?” 


“Eh, of course not,” Eugene responded immediately. “As your son, I 
know better than anyone how much my father cares about me and 
wants to show me his love.” 


At these words, Gerhard’s lips twitched in a suppressed smile. 


Eugene continued, “Because of that, I promise that I’ll also be more 
careful, so that you don’t have to feel so worried or sad, father.” 


“'..l’m grateful for those words, but... don’t let yourself feel too 
restrained out of a needless consideration for me,” Gerhard said as he 
fully relaxed his stern expression and patted Eugene on the shoulders. 
“After all, you’ve already held your Coming-of-Age Ceremony at the 
Black Lion Castle. You’re no longer a child; instead, you’re an adult 
who needs to take responsibility for his own actions and decide what 
he wants to do.” 


After this remark, a rather lengthy lecture followed. Eugene didn’t feel 
any need to interrupt Gerhard while he was nagging, instead 
answering all of his questions with full sentences while listening 
closely until the very end. 


“T didn’t think that you would really keep listening to him patiently all 
the way until the end,” Kristina said afterward as she followed Eugene 
out, feeling quite surprised that Eugene had such a side to him. 


“What did you think I would do instead of listening patiently? Do you 
think that I would just snap at him to shut up?” Eugene asked 
sarcastically. 


“Although I didn’t think you’d go that far, I expected you to try and 
use a more polite choice of words to cut the conversation short,” 
Kristina replied. 


“Tt seems like you really do think that ’m some kind of mannerless 
bastard,” Eugene commented. 


Kristina denied this, “Not at all. It’s just that, from what I’ve seen of 
you so far... Sir Eugene doesn’t seem like the type of person to 
humbly listen to such pretentious nagging.” 


“Tt seems like you’ve seen right through me. You're right. I hate 
pretension and I also hate it when people nag me while trying to tell 
me what to do, but it also depends on who’s doing the nagging,” 
Eugene grumbled with a shrug. “After all, my own birth father is just 
saying these words to me because he’s worried about me, his only 
son.” 


Kristina asked, “If that’s the case, then shouldn’t you have told him 
about going on such a dangerous journey at the very start...?” 


Eugene retorted, “So what if I had told him? Once he knew my reason 
for going, would he be any less worried? There’s no way that’d be the 
case. My father... well... he’s a very empathetic person. When I was 
young, there were a lot of times he burst into tears—” 


—Knock knock. 
Sienna’s playful words suddenly echoed inside of his head. 


That’s right. Eugene had thought that it was strange. In his previous 
life as Hamel, he hadn’t shed tears for most of his life. Even when it 
had become painful enough that he would rather die, right before the 
end of his life, he had refused to cry. 


‘I was wondering why this body of mine was so prone to crying.’ 


As expected, blood really did tell. Eugene belatedly blamed Gerhard’s 
genes for the fact that he had burst into tears several times since he 
had been reincarnated. 


“.,.In any case, since I know that it’s all for my sake, as his son, I 
should at least pretend to listen to my father. I might not be able to 
live while following his advice, but when he gives it, I should at least 
say ‘yes, yes’ while pretending to listen,” Eugene concluded. 


Absent-mindedly, Kristina replied, “...Is that so?” 


Eugene didn’t think that he had said something unusual. According to 
Eugene’s own common sense, he felt that this was quite a natural 
tendency. In fact, where in the world would you find a son who 
faithfully followed all of his parents’ advice? Even so, it was only right 
to show some kind of positive affirmation of their parents’ care. 


However, Kristina’s reaction was a little alarming. She was just staring 
at Eugene, her lips pressed tight, with a slightly stiff expression. 


“_,.Did I say something strange?” Eugene tentatively asked. 
“No, not at all,” Kristina replied. 


“But your expression makes me feel like you might be thinking that,” 
Eugene argued. 


“.,.As you may already know, I was abandoned by my birth parents 
when I was still an infant. After that, I grew up in a monastery until I 
was ten, when I was adopted by Cardinal Rogeris and raised as his 
foster-daughter. As a result, I have never experienced the relationship 
between a birth parent and their child,” Kristina revealed. 


Although Eugene felt that he hadn’t said anything that absolutely 
needed to be experienced to truly be understood, he decided not to 
say this out loud. There were certain circumstances that no one really 
enjoyed talking about to others. 


—I feel like the relationship between you and me isn’t deep enough yet for 
me to be willing to share such a story. 


Kristina had drawn a clear line between them as she said this with a 
twisted smile. Eugene had no desire to intentionally cross this line. 


Kristina changed the subject. “When do you plan on leaving for 
Aroth?” 


“Right now,” Eugene answered. 


“...Then why have we come back to your room?” Kristina asked, 
puzzled. 


“Because I need to talk to you,” Eugene said as he plopped down on a 
sofa. 


It had been a few months since he last returned to this room. Before 
that, he had been away from this room for several years. Even so, it 
didn’t feel unfamiliar to him. 


“Tm going to Aroth alone,” Eugene declared. 


Kristina just stared at Eugene without saying anything in reply. 
Eugene didn’t avoid this gaze and just pointed at the sofa across from 
him. 


Eventually, Kristina said, “...I should have already told you this 
before, Sir Eugene. As the Saint of Light, I must accompany the Hero 


”? 


“Someone leaked the information about you and me,” interrupted 
Eugene. 


“Tt can’t have been the Pope or Cardinal Rogeris,” Kristina insisted. 
“Haven't I already said that to you before? Those two wouldn’t want 
me to die for something like thi—” 


Once again, Eugene spoke over her, “They could have changed their 
minds. Or it could have been someone else connected to them who 
spilled the information.” 


“’..That could be the case, but I can’t help but be offended that you 
still insist on suspecting the Holy Empire. The information might also 
have leaked from the Lionheart clan,” Kristina relayed her suspicions. 


“That’s right,” Eugene agreed. “I’m also keeping an eye out for that. 
That’s why, for the time being, I need to monitor the situation. If it’s 
the Lionheart clan, then the Head of the Council might try to play his 
hand once more because he just can’t tolerate my existence; then, 
when his move fails, I can take action.” 


74 


....” Kristina silently processed this. 


“The Holy Empire might really be innocent in all this, in which case I 
don’t want you to get involved in this,” Eugene explained. 


Kristina silently stared at Eugene. She then rubbed her stiff cheeks 
with her hands and took a few deep breaths. 


With her usual smile back on her face, Kristina spoke up, “Sir 
Eugene.” 


“What?” Eugene asked. 
Kristina accused, “Could it be that you’re suspicious of me?” 


“T’m not,” Eugene gave his honest response. “Barang wanted to kill 
both of us, you and me alike. Though, well, he might have just been 
saying that and perhaps he only wanted to kill me.” 
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....” Kristina stayed silent as Eugene continued. 


“However, is there any need for me to suspect you? What reason 
would you have for fucking with me like this? Well, you might have 
your reasons, but would you really use such a cumbersome method to 
do so?” Eugene pointed out. “You accompanied me to the elven 
domain, and you also saw Lady Sienna while we were there. Before 
that, you were traveling with me all that time. And when I was 
bedridden for a few days, you even nursed me.” 


“...So that’s why you’re not suspicious of me?” Kristina eventually 
asked. 


“What, do you want me to suspect you? Do you really not trust me 
when I say that I trust you?” Eugene asked sarcastically. 


“ ,..Not at all,” Kristina said with a smile as she shook her head. “It’s 
just... it surprises me.” 


“You really do get surprised by the strangest things,” Eugene scoffed. 
“In any case, I’m going to Aroth alone. Even if you stubbornly insist 
on following me, I won’t let you come with me.” 


“’,.Then what should I do? Is it really alright for me to just stay here 
and wait for you to return, Sir Eugene?” Kristina asked reluctantly. 


“Nope,” Eugene said as he leaned forward to peer closely at Kristina. 
“T’m not familiar with the circumstances of the Holy Empire. It’s also 
difficult for me to dig into such matters. However, you should find it 
easier than I would.” 


“ ..Haha,” Kristina let out a small laugh as she shook her head. 
“Indeed, it seems like Sir Eugene really does trust me.” 


Kristina wasn’t foolish enough to take what she heard for granted. She 
understood that Eugene was drawing a line in the sand. Without her 
crossing that line to meet him, it would be impossible for them to gain 
complete trust in each other. 


In the end, he was asking her to choose carefully. Would she remain a 
Saint whose loyalty belonged to the Holy Empire? Or would she 
follow her God’s revelation and truly accompany the Hero? 


“Tt might be difficult for me to achieve a result that matches Sir 
Eugene’s expectations,” Kristina warned. 


“T don’t expect much,” Eugene reassured her. 


“Tf that’s the case, then I'll do my best to meet your low expectations,” 
Kristina said, then she pulled over a pen and some paper that had 
been set aside on a nearby table. 


Once she was done writing, Eugene read the paper he was handed and 
asked, “...Rohanna Celles? Who’s this?” 


“She’s a friend that I made while I was still living in the monastery,” 
Kristina explained. 


Eugene double-checked the name that was written on the paper and 
the address given below it. 


Kristina continued, “In the end, I was carried off by Cardinal Rogeris 
while Rohanna remained in the monastery. Even after that, we 


continued to exchange letters, and we’ve also met up a few times since 
then to spend some time together.” 


“So you're saying that we can trust her?” Eugene confirmed. 


“Yes. I'll contact you through her, and I will try to send you a letter at 
least once a month.” 


“What if a letter doesn’t reach me within a month?” 


“That will never happen,” Kristina replied with a smirk 


Back in Aroth, the scenery of this magic kingdom felt more familiar 
and welcoming to Eugene than Gidol, the town where he had been 
born and raised. 


‘Well, it makes sense. Ever since I was adopted into the main family, I’ve 
never once returned to Gidol.’ 


Within the grand frame of the Kiehl Empire, Eugene’s birthplace, 
Gidol, was pretty much as deep in the countryside as one could go. It 
had fields, mountains, rice paddies, and not much else. There was a 
town there, but frankly speaking, it was a backward town that could 
barely be compared to the shabby trade cities found in Samar. 


Just like when Eugene had first come to Pentagon three years ago, one 
of the guides came up to him. 


“Are you a tourist? Welcome to Pentagon, the capital of Aro...” As he 
was speaking, the guide suddenly trailed off, his eyes widening into 
circles. 


He recognized Eugene by his gray hair and the furry cloak that was 
wrapped around his body. There was no reason why he wouldn’t be 
able to recognize him, either. Eugene had only left Aroth a few 
months back. 


The guide gaped as he thought, ‘It’s Eugene Lionheart.’ 


If you wanted to work as a guide in Aroth, you needed to know all the 
stories going around the city; especially whimsical stories that were 
sure to delight the ears of the tourists. 


The stories spread about Eugene were of such weight that it seemed 
like they would never fall into the trivial category. 


Eugene was the descendant of a great hero. His adoption into the 
main family was an unprecedented event for the prestigious Lionheart 
clan. Even though he wasn’t a direct heir, his skills were such that no 
one could question his right to compete for the seat of the next 
Patriarch. From the age of thirteen, Eugene had managed to outshine 
the children of the direct line with his talent for martial arts; even 
worse, it wasn’t just martial arts, he was a ‘genius’ born with the 
talent for magic as well. 


Eugene was reputed to be a Child of Destiny, someone who had 
become the youngest wizard ever to obtain an entry pass into the 
Royal Library, Akron. He had even become the disciple of the Red 
Tower Master, Lovellian Sophis. According to the rumors, by the time 
Eugene was nineteen years old, he had already reached the Fifth 
Circle. 


All this alone was enough of a story to get the tourists hooked. By 
sprinkling a little seasoning on top and telling them about the riots on 
Bolero Street as well, the tourists would be happy to open their 
wallets and give the guides a tip. 


“Sir Eugene! P-please allow me the honor of escorting you!” 


The shocked guides all ran over. Of course, they didn’t want just the 
honor of escorting the famous Eugene. The guides there were hoping 
that, after being hired by Eugene, they would get a unique story for 
themselves that they could use to entertain the tourists. 


‘After all, hasn’t the guide who stuck to Eugene Lionheart when he first 
arrived at Pentagon recently bought a building in the capital?’ 


His success story had managed to fire up the hopes of all the guides. 


‘What’s with these bastards?’ Eugene thought to himself. 


He had been hoping that they would know their place and keep their 
distance. The fact that they were instead running at him with their 
eyes rolling crazily was just a headache. Startled, Eugene leapt up off 
the ground and flew into the air. 


“Sir Eugene! P-please take my carriage!” 
“Tl make sure to escort you to your destination in comfort!” 


Even the coachmen of the aerial carriages were squawking their 
pitches at him. 


One of the station attendants called out to him, “Sir Eugene...! It’s 
forbidden to use flying magic in the skies above Pentagon without 
permission! You must make use of the aerial carriages and the floating 
stations!” 


Eugene was already well aware of this fact. 


Since there were far too many wizards in this magic kingdom, if all of 
these wizards used such magic to satisfy their own convenience, the 
city’s order would soon become a mess. Therefore, flying magic and 
personal spatial transportation spells, such as Blink, were forbidden in 
Pentagon. Only the highest rank of wizards in Aroth, including the 
Tower Masters, were allowed to use such conveniences. 


“Well, I guess I’ll just pay the fine,” Eugene muttered to himself. 


Eugene didn’t really think much of the penalty. Even if he was forced 
to pay a huge fine, Eugene had a lot of money to spare. But it wasn’t 

likely that he would be even charged a fine. Eugene’s current master 

was the Red Tower Master Lovellain; apart from that, he was also on 

close terms with several of Aroth’s high-ranking wizards. 


‘Or if I don’t want to pay any penalties, I could just ask the Crown Prince 

Honein for a favor... No, on second thought, it would be a bit disgraceful 

to make such a request of the Crown Prince. What if I use the name of the 
Commander of the Court Wizards as an excuse instead?’ 


In fact, it was actually rather funny to be caught up on such trivial 
thoughts. Because the task that Eugene was currently heading over to 


do would be such a huge event, that flying over the capital city 
couldn’t even be compared to it. 


Eugene hadn’t even contacted Lovellian in advance to tell him that he 
was returning to Aroth. He felt a bit guilty for not doing so. However, 
it couldn’t be helped. 


For Eugene, he couldn’t help but wonder if Lovellian would really give 
him permission and support him in what he intended to do; or if 
perhaps, as the Red Tower Master who was bound to ‘Aroth,’ Lovellian 
might instead decide to prevent Eugene’s actions. 


“,..Although I feel like he probably would give his permission,’ Eugene 
thought hopefully. 


Lovellian was sincere in treating Sienna as his grandmaster. 


‘But if I needlessly ask him for permission, I might get Lovellian in trouble 
later on,’ Eugene persuaded himself. Thus, he decided to just try and 
make his attempt first. 


Eugene came to a stop in midair and looked down below. In the 
distance, he could see Aroth’s royal castle, Abram, floating on the 
lake. Right below the castle was the Royal Library, Akron. Eugene 
grinned and flew down. 


One of Aroth’s treasures, a certain magic staff, was kept in Akron. 


Created using a whole Dragonheart, this magic staff had been used by 
Sienna herself. 


Eugene was here for Akasha. 


Chapter 117 
Akasha (2) 


There were a lot of familiars in Akron, but it was impossible for most 
of these familiars to even hold a proper conversation. They supervised 
their assigned tasks, as they had had been programmed to do, and 
were only capable of obeying the simple orders given by the wizards 
who visited their halls. 


However, Mer was different. Even though she was a familiar created 
by using magic, she was so sophisticated that one could even believe 
that she was a real human being. 


Mer herself held a great amount of pride in this fact. Therefore, Mer 
didn’t like to spend her free time doing the same things as other 
familiars did. 


Although her body didn’t really need to eat or drink, she wanted to 
eat and drink like a real person. She wanted to be able to feel and 
express her emotions through casual conversations with others. 


This Royal Library, Akron, was just like a boring prison to Mer. She 
was absolutely forbidden from going outside the doors of Akron, so 
she had spent her past few hundreds of years in a listless state... 


When even she couldn’t take it any longer, she would shut off her link 
to Witch Craft; just like turning off the power to a device, it would 
shut down her consciousness. As a familiar, Mer couldn’t sleep, nor 
did she feel the need to sleep, but this suspension of consciousness 
was somewhat similar to sleep. 


But it was only similar, it wasn’t really sleeping. She couldn’t even 
dream. In the end, this meant that there was no way for Mer to relieve 
her boredom. 


‘It’s so boring,’ Mer thought to herself as she slumped on top of a desk, 


pouting. 


Although she had already realized how boring this place was more 
than a hundred years ago, the last few months had been particularly 
boring and tortuous for Mer. 


‘It’s all because of Sir Eugene,’ Mer complained. 


She was thinking about Eugene Lionheart. He had only visited 
Sienna’s Hall for two years. Compared to the length of time that Mer 
had existed, this was an absurdly short period of time. 


However, that short amount of time had been so much fun that it had 
reminded Mer of the time that she had spent with Sienna, her creator, 
a long time ago. Even though there had been several other wizards 
who had visited Sienna’s Hall before Eugene, Mer had never once 
found it enjoyable to talk to those old wizards who were old-fashioned 
and whose sense of humor had decayed as they aged. 


Most of the wizards who visited this place were idiots who had spent 
most of their lives listening to the sound of people calling them 
geniuses, and they had thus fallen into the ‘illusion’ that they really 
were geniuses. In other words, they were engrossed in their own 
arrogance and self-love. 


Such wizards held no respect for a familiar like Mer. This was an 
unavoidable issue. Most wizards treated their familiars as slaves that 
took care of cumbersome chores for them. Although it was forbidden 
by the laws of the continent to use humans or demi-humans as slaves, 
there was no problem with wizards using their familiars as slaves. 


But Eugene was different. 


He didn’t mind talking with Mer and had never disrespected Mer just 
because she was a familiar. Meanwhile, he had also been absorbed in 
learning. 


Most of these condescending types of wizards weren’t able to 
understand Witch Craft, and in their despair, they would quickly leave 
Sienna’s Hall as if they were fleeing. However, Eugene had made his 
way to Sienna’s Hall every day for two whole years in order to 


understand Witch Craft, and had managed to learn it through his hard 
work and perseverance. 


“T’m so bored I could just die,” Mer groaned as she kept pouting her 
lips and tapping on the desk. “There are not even any other wizards 
visiting.” 


It had only been a few months since Eugene had left, but Mer couldn’t 
believe this fact. Although time didn’t really touch her, it still felt like 
at least a year had passed, so had it really been only a few months? 


‘...No, a few months is still quite a long time for humans. If that much time 
has passed, shouldn’t he at least come and visit just once, even if it’s out of 
boredom... ’ 


Zap! 


Her tired mind was awakened by a sudden alarm. Mer raised her head 
and blinked in surprise for a few moments. 


Soon, a bright smile spread across her lips. She picked up the large hat 
that she had placed beside her and got up from her seat. 


After roughly straightening her frizzy hair with her hands, Mer 
plonked the hat down on top of her curls, but she didn’t like the look 
of her reflection in the window. Taking her hat back off, she quickly 
ran both hands through her hair. 


She didn’t want to look too neat. She didn’t even want to look as if 
she’d been waiting to greet him when he got up. What she wanted 
was... a natural look. To look like she usually did. Focussed eagerly on 
his arrival, Mer quickly trotted over to stand in front of the elevator. 


‘What should I say?’ Mer wondered. 


‘Why have you come back? Just as I thought, you’ve realized it, haven’t 
you? Sir Eugene, your magic thesis was quite impressive, but it wasn’t 
perfect. Yep, but that’s only natural. After all, hasn’t it only been two years 
since you’ve started learning magic? 


‘That’s why I told you, didn’t I, Sir Eugene? That you shouldn’t be in such 
a hurry to leave? Magic should be practiced with a calm mind. Well, the 
fact that you never even lend half an ear to other people’s advice was also 
mentioned several times in the fairy tale! If you really lived your past life 
like that, then you should change things now that you’ve been reincarnated. 


‘That’s way too long!’ 


The elevator was on its way up. It would arrive in a few seconds from 
now. Mer straightened her back and puffed out her chest, then she 
placed both hands on her waist. 


“Welcome to Sienna’s Hall!” Mer said with a wide smile, just like 
when they first met. 


Right after she had gotten the words out, Mer felt the need to wince. 
Her voice had come out higher than she had expected. And it wasn’t 
just her voice, it felt like her smile was also a bit too wide. Mer 
immediately straightened her expression and took a few steps back. 


Pretending to be surprised, Mer continued, “Oh my! Isn’t it Sir 
Eugene? You just left Aroth a few months ago, what are you doing 
back so soon?” 


Once again, Mer felt regret as soon as these words were out. She was 
linked to Akron’s management systems. This meant that she was able 
to tell in real time when any wizard presented their entrance pass and 
entered Akron... 


...And Eugene was probably also aware of this fact. 


The moment that Eugene looked down at her and was about to say 
something, Mer burst out. “Akron’s management systems have been 
down for maintenance since this morning. As you may know, Sir 
Eugene, spells can be very delicate and to be checked periodically. 
Especially here, in Akron, since there are a lot of treasures that have 
drawn plenty of interest and might even tempt other countries, let 
alone individual wizards, to try running off with them. 


“Oh, is that so?” Eugene reacted mildly. 


“Yes, that's right! Although the spells cast by Lady Sienna are so 
perfect that they don’t need to be overhauled even after a hundred 
years have passed, Akron’s management system was not created by 
Lady Sienna! Really now, it’s quite difficult for us, you know? 
Thankfully, there aren’t that many wizards visiting...” 


‘A perfect save,’ Mer thought as she grinned cheekily. 


“So anyway, Sir Eugene, may I ask why you’ve come here? Did you 
realize that you still need to do some more study after all?” Mer 
teased. 


“Hm,” Eugene hummed as he calmly looked down at Mer’s upturned 
face. 


She looked like Sienna had in her childhood. Unlike the ones in the 
portraits, this smile was full of playfulness. Eugene smirked and 
placed his hand on top of Mer’s head. 


“...Wow... you really do cross the line so casually as soon as we 
meet,” Mer complained. 


She really should shake his hand off, or at least that’s what she told 
herself, but Mer didn’t try to remove his hand immediately. Instead, 
she just grinned as she looked up at Eugene. 


“Have you been well?” Eugene asked. 


Me snorted in disgust. “Heheh. Why even ask if I’ve been well or not? 
It’s the same as always.” 


“That just sounds like you’re not doing well to me,” Eugene 
responded. 


“Not at all,” Mer insisted. “I would never say something like that. ’m 
just saying that things are... the same as usual? Without anyone 
coming to visit me, in the midst of this quiet tranquility... well... I can 
get in a bit of contemplation, do some cleaning, and reorder the magic 
books displayed on the bookshelves...” 


Mer tried hard not to complain too much. As she continued speaking 
in a monotonous tone, Mer took hold of Eugene’s wrist, his hand still 
resting on her head. 


After composing herself, Mer coughed. “Ahem. Well, for now, we 
shouldn’t just stay standing here, blocking the entrance. Aren’t you 
already familiar with everything here? Needless to say, the place 
where you always sit is still in the same state. Of course, there’s also 
the cushion that you left there.” 


“T don’t think that I’'ll need to sit in my usual place.” 
“| ..Huh?” 


Although Eugene had smiled as he said these words, Mer wasn’t 
smiling. Her eyes widened into circles as she stared at Eugene. 


“..Why not?” Mer pleaded as her face crumpled into a frown. “No 
way. Did you really come all the way here just to say hello? Didn’t 
you come here because you wanted to continue practicing your 
magic?” 


“Well, for things like magic training, I don’t really need to come here 
to do that, now do I?” Eugene said teasingly. 


“How arrogant!” Mer shouted in a sharp tone as she pinched Eugene’s 
wrist. “I won’t tolerate such a remark from you, Sir Eugene! Are you 
really saying that you just want to practice your magic elsewhere 
instead of here? Do you know how many wizards have made it their 
lifelong wish to one day make it into Akron?” 


“Truthfully speaking, that has nothing to do with me,” Eugene pointed 
out. 


“Well... that’s—! That might be true, but—! In any case, no matter 
how talented you might be, it would be overwhelmingly more 
efficient to practice in Akron than to practice alone,” Mer fervently 
argued. 


“Well, I guess that could be true,” Eugene shrugged. 


“You... youw’re really annoying,” Mer growled out with shaking 
shoulders as she twisted her pinching fingers. “Yes yes, I know that 
you are talented, Sir Eugene. But so what? Why did you even come 
here? Just to say hi? I refuse to accept your greetings. There’s no 
reason for it, if I had to say something, it’s just because— What? Huh? 
What are you doing? Why are you heading inside?” 


While Mer was in the middle of her tirade, Eugene began walking into 
the Hall without shaking off Mer’s hand, which was still pinching his 
wrist. 


While rattling out her questions, Mer followed behind Eugene, “Didn’t 
you say that you didn’t need to sit in your usual spot? So why are you 
heading inside?! See, in the end, you really are going to take a seat. So 
why act like you weren’t? Not like I was angry about that, or 
anything.” 


“T won't be sitting down,” Eugene repeated. 


“Then why are you—” Mer suddenly stopped speaking. Her brows 
furrowed and she released Eugene’s hand before eventually saying, 
“...Trempel Vizardo is here.” 


“What?” Eugene responded. 


“Have you already forgotten him?” Mer reminded Eugene, “He’s the 
Commander of Aroth’s Court Wizards. An old guy who goes around 
sporting a handle-bar mustache that doesn’t really suit him.” 


“No, I know who he is, but how do you know that he’s here?” Eugene 
clarified. 


“How do I know...? What in the world are you talking about— Ah!” 
Mer yelped in surprise before quickly straightening her expression. “It 
looks like the overhaul of the management systems has been 
completed.” 


“What great timing,” Eugene commented. 


“...The world is just full of coincidences like that. Hm... what? It looks 
like Trempel Vizardo is on his way up to this Hall. Could it be because 


of you, Sir Eugene?” Mer speculated. 
“That's probably the case,” Eugene said with a smirk. 


They had gotten here faster than he had expected. Well, he should 
have figured they’d be early, since he had flown in a no-fly zone... 
The guards were primarily responsible for managing the capital’s 
security, but in the end, the highest levels of the guard reported to the 
Court Wizards Division. 


“Lord Eugene!” 


The cry was issued as soon as the elevator doors opened. Trempel 
walked out of the doors with his arms held wide open. 


“If you were coming to Aroth, it would have been nice if you had 
contacted us in advance!” 


Truthfully speaking, Trempel was a bit annoyed — both by the fact 
that Eugene had broken the law by flying in the sky above the capital 
city and by the fact that he, the Commander of the Court Wizards 
Division, had to personally take action for such a trivial issue. 
However, it couldn’t be helped. 


If the offending party had been just a common wizard, then he could 
have just been dealt with according to the law. But he wasn’t a 
common wizard, now was he? Trempel had a lot of interest in Eugene 
and hoped to somehow persuade him to join the Court Wizards. As for 
Eugene flying without permission? Something like that could be given 
a bit of leeway. If Eugene requested it, Trempel was even thinking of 
granting him the right to fly freely through Aroth’s skies. 


“Aren’t you here to punish me?” Eugene asked. 


“Hm? Um... haha! What should I say? Flying in the sky over the 
capital, well, it might be an issue if the average wizard were to do it, 
but... it’s fine if it’s you, Lord Eugene,” Trempel said obsequiously. 


“Tf that’s the case, then it’s my luck.” Eugene casually accepted the 
absolution. 


“Haha! Please don’t worry about it too much. Well, Lord Eugene is 
still young, aren’t you? It looks like you just couldn’t resist acting your 
age, haha! Flying where forbidden is a light offense, so it can easily be 
overlooked. So, does that mean Lord Eugene is now a rule-floater 1]>» 
Trempel laughed heartily as he delivered his pun. 


Unable to hold it in, Mer revealed a disgusted expression. 


Eugene’s body shivered in disgust as he turned his head to look 
Trempel in the face. His handle-bar mustache really didn’t suit him... 
Although he was surely older than he appeared, Trempel had the face 
of a man in his middle age with the wrinkles to match. 


‘Are you crazy?’ 


Eugene recalled when he had made a similar joke. The words that Ciel 
had spat out back then as her face twisted into a scowl echoed inside 
of his head. 


‘That’s right, so this is how Ciel must have felt back then...’ Eugene now 
felt regret for uttering such words at that time. 


“’..Yeah, I guess so,” Eugene still tried to respond politely as he turned 
his head back around. 


Trempel was also displeased by such a dry reaction from Eugene. He 
was the Commander of the Court Wizards. His position was the 
highest that a battle wizard could reach in Aroth. In some ways, this 
meant that he had even higher authority than a Tower Master. Such a 
person had personally come to visit Eugene and even made a joke as a 
sign of friendship, but instead... 


‘Even though I can get the Court Wizards to laugh so hard that they have 
to clutch their stomachs just by opening my mouth,’ Trempel complained 
internally. “...Ahem... By the way, Lord Eugene, may I ask why you 
have come to Akron?” 


“P’ve come here on an errand,” Eugene replied. 


“What do you mean, an errand? Oh, ahah! It’s rather famously known 
that you were obsessed with Witch Craft while you were studying in 


Aroth, Lord Eugene... Haha! As expected, Lord Eugene, you truly are a 
wizard at heart. Being reminded of such a great spell every time you 
close your eyes, you couldn’t stand to be away any longer, could 
you?” Trempel said with an understanding smile as he walked over to 
Eugene. “If that’s the case, how about you just live in Aroth 
permanently? Oh, ahem. I’ve also heard the news about you, Lord 
Eugene. They say that you returned from Samar leading over a 
hundred elves with you? While I’ve heard that the forest at the 
Lionheart clan’s main estate is quite spacious and beautiful, strictly 
speaking, it doesn’t really belong to you, now does it, Lord Eugene.” 


“Yes, well...” Eugene tried to stay non-committal. 


“You also happen to be an adult now, so... until when do you plan on 
staying at the main estate where so many eyes will be on you? Lord 
Eugene, if you so desire, I can find a luxurious mansion for you in the 
capital. As for the elves you picked from the forest, there’s a forest 
belonging to the Royal Palace that they can... live... in... Uh... what 
exactly are you doing?” Trempel asked, his eyes widening as he stared 
at Eugene. 


Eugene had circled around Witch Craft, which was in the center of the 
hall, and was now standing in front of Akasha, which was hung on the 
wall. 


Trempel realized something and burst into laughter, “...Ahaha! So 
that was the case! Lord Eugene, you don't have your own staff yet, 
right? I remember when I first visited Sienna’s Hall in Akron. That... 
was the first time I had seen such an amazing and beautiful staff. Just 
like you, I was fascinated... the wand that I had been using was no 
longer pleasing to the eye, so I really went to a lot of trouble to get a 
staff made from a fairy tree’s wood...” 


At his age, Eugene still had a cute side to him. Trempel walked over to 
Eugene with an amused smile. 


“It’s extremely difficult to obtain and even when it’s available, there’s 
no guarantee that you'll be able to obtain it. But if Lord Eugene were 
to join the Court Wizards...,” Trempel trailed off suggestively. 


Without giving any reply, Eugene stretched a hand out towards 
Akasha. Trempel didn’t feel any need to stop him from doing so. In 


this hall, there were no rules forbidding guests from holding Akasha 
directly. This was because there was no point in doing so. Akasha did 
not recognize anyone other than the Wise Sienna as its master. 


“ ,.Sir Eugene?” Unlike Trempel, Mer was standing right next to 
Eugene. She felt like there was something different going on from the 
smile that was on Eugen’s face. “...What are you doing right now?” 


“What do you think? You can tell just by looking,” Eugene snickered 
as he continued to reach out to Akasha. “Just like last time, I want to 
try holding it.” 


“.-Hold on,” Mer said, her face turning white. 


Eugene’s mana was moving. It wasn’t just a simple infusion of mana 
either, his mana was moving as if it was performing some kind of 
technique. What this meant was clear. Eugene was trying to use some 
kind of magic. 


Trempel’s smile instantly disappeared. It was forbidden to use magic 
in Akron. This was a strong taboo that couldn’t be compared to the 
one banning flying over the capital city. 


The tomes that were being kept in Akron were the greatest spells in 
Aroth, no, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that they were the 

greatest spells in the history of magic. Therefore, they needed to be 
carefully protected. 


As such, no one could be allowed to use magic in Akron. Whether it 
was the Commander of the Court Wizards, a Tower Master, or even 
Aroth’s royal family. 


“Lord Eugene!” Trempel let out a roar. 


This taboo was currently being violated right in front of his eyes. Mer 
quickly reached out her hand and grabbed Eugene’s collar. 


“Wh-what do you think you’re doing?!” Mer demanded. “You should 
be well aware, Sir Eugene! Using magic in Akron is—” 


“I know,” Eugene said with a nod as he pulled Akasha closer. 
“However, without using magic, I won’t be able to take this with me, 
so what else can I do?” 


Mer couldn’t say anything in response to these words. 
Fwooosh! 


The Dragonheart embedded into the tip of Akash burst into light. 


Chapter 118 
Akasha (3) 


The mana which had been fluctuating around Eugene, concentrated 
onto Akasha. The mana that hadn’t yet been visualized blended with 
the light being emitted from the Dragonheart, giving the light multiple 
hues. 


This beautiful and radiant light engulfed Eugene. Trempel and Mer 
stared at the scene in front of them with awe. They both knew what 
was about to happen. 


Akasha, the staff that no one had been able to control ever since the 
Wise Sienna had left, was about to accept a new owner. 


“.,.Utterly ridiculous...!” Trempel gasped, unable to believe it. 


It had been two hundred years since Akasha was first stored in Akron. 
During that long period of time, the various wizards who had been 
granted entry into Akron had made many attempts to be recognized as 
Akasha's new master. 


Even Trempel himself had made an attempt. That was why he couldn’t 
believe what he was currently seeing. Akasha had never been seen to 
accept any type of mana. The fact that it wouldn’t accept an infusion 
of mana meant that it couldn’t be used to cast any magic. 


It was a magic staff that couldn’t be used for magic. If you really 
wanted to, you could still use it as a club, but what would be the point 
of that? 


The light began to fade. Ignoring the surprised reactions coming from 
his surroundings, Eugene focussed all of his attention onto Akasha. 


“ ,.Whoa,” Eugene first exclaimed in admiration, honestly revealing 
his true emotions. He then gently touched his own throbbing head 


with his fingers as he wondered, ‘Is this one of Akasha’s functions?’ 


Although Eugene himself didn’t really know if this was an accurate 
impression of what had just happened to him, it felt like a huge 
amount of information had been implanted into his brain. The 
implanted information had then combined with his already existing 
knowledge, as if it had been there from the very beginning. 


‘My understanding of magic itself is completely transformed,’ Eugene 
marveled. 


There were several types of spells that Eugene could use. When his 
White Flame Formula had reached the level of the Fifth Star, Eugene 
had immediately become able to cast spells up to the Fifth Circle 
without using any incantations. 


This was the ability of the Ring Flame Formula that Eugene had 
created by combining the White Flame Formula with the Eternal Hole. 
The parts from the Eternal Hole were what enabled him to record a 
spell formula in his ‘subconscious,’ without the use of a scroll. 


While staying at the Red Tower of Magic, Eugene had learned the 
basics of magic. Then, he had continued to learn magic from each of 
Akron’s Halls. 


Among the things he had learned, most of the magic he had absorbed 
were the spells he had learned from Sienna’s Hall. After Eugene had 
completed his Ring Flame Formula, with Lovellian’s help, he had been 
able to adapt existing Circle magic spells to better suit his Ring Flame 
Formula and had relearned them. 


“...How strange,’ Eugene thought as he narrowed his eyes at Akasha. 


There was no way that Akasha could have been aware that he had 
developed the Ring Flame Formula. 


If one took into account their fundamental principles alone, the Ring 

Flame Formula did seem similar to the Eternal Hole. That being said, 

they weren’t exactly the same. In the end, Circles and Cores were two 
completely different types of mana organs after all. 


‘It feels like it’s somehow... combining with my own thoughts and providing 
its assistance?’ Eugene tentatively observed. 


Even though it couldn’t have known about the Ring Flame Formula, 
Akasha was transforming the various spells that Eugene had tucked 
away inside his head, adapting them to be easier to use with the Ring 
Flame Formula. It seems to have based its adaptations on the spells 
that Lovellian had already adapted for Eugene. 


In other words, Akasha automatically analyzed Eugene’s magic and 
spell formulas, then transformed all existing spell formulas into the 
most optimal forms that were suitable for Eugene. 


“Hmmm...,” Eugene hummed thoughtfully as he scratched his temple, 
then took a step forward and approached a nearby bookshelf. 


Mer followed after Eugene with a blank expression on her face, but 
Trempel found himself unable to move from the spot. 


This was because Trempel was wondering what in the world he was 
supposed to do in response to this. Akasha was one of Aroth’s 
treasures, but a new owner had appeared for that Akasha. So this 
meant that... Akasha could no longer be kept in Akron. 


“.,.Lord Eugene...?” Trempel finally spoke up. 


“Yes,” Eugene replied to his call as he pulled out a magic book from a 
nearby bookshelf. 


“...What in the world just happened? Did Akasha really...,” Trempel 
trailed off in disbelief. 


Eugene calmly declared, “As you can see, I have become its new 
owner.” 


Trempel could only respond with a stunned, “...How?” 


“Tm afraid that the problem won't be solved just by convincing you, 
Sir Trempel, now will it?” Eugene pointed out as he walked over to a 
nearby desk. 


Then he tried to pull out a chair and take a seat, but Mer quickly 
stepped in front of Eugene to block him. Even though Mer still had a 
lost look on her face, she shook her head resolutely. Then she kicked 
Eugene’s shin with her own small foot. 


“Alright, alright,” Eugene coaxed her with a smile as he pushed the 
chair back in. 


He then walked over to a window on the right hand side of the Hall. 
This was where the seat that Eugene had always used when visiting 
Sienna’s Hall stood. There were several reasons why he had habitually 
used this same seat. 


It was close to both the elevators and Witch Craft. He could check the 
passage of time by looking at the view from the window. And Sienna’s 
portrait, which was hanging on the wall behind Witch Craft, was also 

visible from here. 


... That last one wasn’t Eugene’s motivation for choosing this seat. It 
was actually the reason why Mer had decided, at some point, to start 
sitting across from Eugene. While Eugene was focussed on studying 
magical texts, Mer would either look outside the window or stare at 
Sienna’s portrait. 


“...Hmph,” Mer sniffed with a triumphant smile as Eugene sat in his 
usual seat. 


“’..Does that mean you don’t feel that there’s any need to convince 
me?” Trempel asked, his brows furrowing as he finally walked over to 
Eugene. 


There was a tone to this question that warned that the words Eugene 
had just said could be taken as a huge insult depending on how 
Trempel chose to accept them. 


“T greatly respect Sir Trempel as a wizard, so how could I have meant 
such an insult by those words?” Eugene asked as he opened up the 
magic text. “Sir Trempel, I’m also well aware of the consequences of 
what I just did. I know how difficult things will get for me if I’m 
unable to convince everyone of my right to do so.” 


“,.It seems that you’re well aware of your situation, Lord Eugene. I’d 
be well within my rights to take you in for questioning, even if you’re 
unwilling to cooperate,” Trempel threatened. 


“Take me in for questioning? Are you really going to arrest me for the 
crime of flying over the capital?” Eugene asked with feigned surprise. 


Trempel scoffed, “At this point, something like that can’t even be 
considered to be an issue. But doing whatever you want with Akasha 
is—” 


“But Akasha doesn’t really belong to Aroth, now does it?” Eugene 
interrupted him with a smile. “Although it is currently being stored in 
Akron, Akasha’s true owner is the Wise Sienna.” 
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....” Trempel could only silently acknowledge this. 


“T have inherited the ownership of Akasha from the Wise Sienna,” 
Eugene revealed. 


“What—?!” Trempel burst out, his eyes shooting wide open. Trempel 
opened his mouth to ask further questions, but unable to find the 
words, he could only close his mouth once more. 


It was just as Eugene had said. The true owner of Akasha was the Wise 
Sienna. No, it wasn’t just Akasha. Everything that was stored in this 
Hall ultimately belonged to Sienna. 


“Tf I need to convince everyone of this issue... then perhaps a hearing 
should be held for it. I will be staying in Aroth for a while, so if a 
hearing is organized I’ll be sure to attend it in order to give a full 
explanation. 


“’,.You aren’t going to run away after saying that, are you?” Trempel 
spat out as he glared at Eugene. 


At these words, Eugene just shrugged and said with a smile, “I am a 
member of the Lionheart clan’s direct line and a disciple of the Wise 
Sienna. What is there for me to be afraid of and why should I run 
away? After all, I haven’t committed any crime. Is it really a sin for a 
rightful owner to retrieve an item that has been left in storage for a 


long time?” 


“ ..Hmph...,” Trempel just grunted, unable to refute this claim. Taking 
a few steps back, he gave a deep sigh and said, “...There are a 
mountain of things that I would like to ask you, but... it would be an 
insult to Lady Sienna for me to dare to question the owner of Akasha 
in a place such as this...” 


Trempel shook his head as he turned and left. 


He had come here in a hurry, thinking that he would do a favor for 
Eugene and entice him into joining the Court Wizards. Now, Trempel 
couldn’t help but feel that it had been a complete waste of time. How 
the hell was he supposed to settle a matter like this? How was he even 
supposed to report it?! 


‘A hearing he says... What a mess... But do we really have grounds to hold 
a hearing? All that happened is that an item has been returned to its 
owner...” 


Although he thought this, Trempel didn’t really believe it. Trempel let 
out another sigh. Akasha couldn’t just be treated as a simple object... 


After the Wise Sienna had gone into seclusion two hundred years ago, 
her name had become one of Aroth’s most important symbols. 
Countless wizards from all over the continent had come to Aroth, 
fascinated by Sienna’s legend, and many tourists flocked to Merdein 
Square, which was merely named after her, and Sienna’s mansion 
every day. 


Akasha was, in a sense, even more of a symbol of Sienna than even 
Witch Craft itself. Trempel couldn’t possibly imagine how Akasha 
would be permitted to leave Akron, let alone Aroth. 


“ ..What in the world just happened?” After Trempel had taken the 
elevator down, still heaving out sighs, Mer had quickly sat down next 
to Eugene and started questioning him. “How could you have become 
Akasha’s new master? Akasha should have been sealed so that no one 
apart from Lady Sienna could even use it...!” 


“That’s right, it was,” Eugene said with a nod as he once again turned 


to his magic book. 


In the past, it had been full of sentences that were difficult for him to 
understand. However, now it didn’t feel like that at all. Just by 
reading it, his head was immediately able to understand what the 
author meant. 


“Hey, Sir Eugene. Can’t you please answer my question properly 
first?” Mer demanded as she leaned her face over the book to meet 
Eugene’s eyes. “Did you manage to find Lady Sienna? You did, didn’t 
you? Apart from Lady Sienna, no other wizard would have been able 
to break Akasha’s seal. Lady Sienna... she’s still alive, right?” 


“There’s no need to be so hasty,” Eugene chided. 


“You're really asking me to not be hasty! How does that make any 
sense? Sir Eugene might be able to leave this place at any time, but I 
can’t do that!” Mer argued. 


“Ah,” Eugene let out a short noise of surprise, closed the book, and 
stood up. 


“See! You're just going to run away now that it’s too bothersome and 
tiring to answer my questions!” Mer accused with a screech. “U-uwah! 
I can’t even hold on to you! Once you’ve run away like this, who 
knows when you might return—” 


“T just realized that I forgot something.” 
“Forgot something! What would you forget?!” 


Mer stuck close to Eugene as she followed behind him. She wasn’t just 
quietly following him either, instead swinging both hands like 
windmills as she pounded on Eugene's back. But her soft cottonball- 
like fists didn’t hurt him in the slightest. 


“Sir Eugene, you’re always like that! Acting as you please, causing 
everyone else to feel frustrated! The contents of the fairy tale are 
completely correct. You're a piece of trash, a son of a bitch!” Mer 
cursed. 


“Sorry, but the one being described like that in the fairy tale isn’t 
Eugene Lionheart, it’s the Stupid Hamel,” Eugene corrected her. 


“Are you really saying something like that at this point?” Mer asked in 
disbelief. “I know that you are Hamel!” 


“Well, that may be,” Eugene agreed. 


“Are you making fun of me? You-you son of a bitch! ’m ordering you 
to tell me where Lady Sienna is, and whether she’s alright!” 


“Geez, I told you not to be so hasty.” 


“Why do you keep telling me to not be hasty! When I need to hurry up 
and get the answers from you before you leave!” 


“Just hold on for a bit longer,” Eugene grumbled as he quickly turned 
around. Eugene grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up into the 
air. 


“Kyaaah!” Mer screeched as she kicked her heels in mid-air. 


Eugene shook Mer up and down, then placed her on top of a nearby 
desk. 


“You... yoooou... you bad guy...!” 


Mer’s vocabulary was similar to Sienna’s, but also different. Sienna 
was someone who had mastered all kinds of curses, from ‘son of a 
bitch’ to much worse ones, but Mer’s curses weren’t as harsh as 
Sienna’s. After all, Mer wasn’t Sienna herself, but instead a familiar 
created based on Sienna’s childhood. 


“Just wait here for a moment. I have to concentrate, so don’t disturb 
me,” Eugene instructed with a grin as he patted Mer on the head. 


Then he walked over to Witch Craft. Mer watched Eugene, her 
expression filled with displeasure as she pouted her lips. There were a 
lot of things that she still wanted to ask him, one of them addressing 
the fact that she didn’t know what Eugene was planning to do now. 


Holding Akasha in his left hand, Eugene reached out to Witch Craft 
with his right hand. As he did, Witch Craft began to activate. He had 
done this dozens, even hundreds of times now. Eugene closed his eyes 
and connected to Witch Craft. 


The first thing he saw was the Eternal Hole, the ultimate goal of the 
Circle Magic Formula. It still amazed him, even though he had already 
seen it hundreds of times. Eugene stared at the Eternal Hole for a few 
moments. It was an infinite cycle of Circles. He had already managed 
to attain some understanding of it, and through this understanding, he 
had been able to create the Ring Flame Formula. 


Akasha was assisting his ability to understand magic. But even with 
that, his understanding of the Eternal Hole didn’t undergo any great 
changes. He knew that it was an infinitely multiplying amount of 
Circles that were chained together, and the mana amplified through 
this process could be considered numerically infinite. 


So there seemed to have been no point in trying to get a second look 
at it. 


‘... This must mean that my understanding of it is correct,’ Eugene thought 
with some relief. 


Since this was the case, even with Akasha’s assistance, his 
understanding of the Eternal Hole hadn’t undergone any changes. 
Eugene grinned with satisfaction at this realization. 


But he hadn’t connected to Witch Craft just to confirm this. Eugene 
had a different goal in mind. He took a few deep breaths and then 
opened his eyes. As he returned to reality, the Eternal Hole was no 
longer visible. Instead, a sphere could be seen that was covered in 
layers or rings. This was the physical appearance of Witch Craft. 
Without erasing his smile, Eugene approached Witch Craft. 


Back at the World Tree, in the elven domain, Sienna had taught him 
the method used to unlock Akasha’s seal. 


She had also taught him something else. 


While readying his focus, Eugene held Akasha forward. Akasha’s 


Dragonheart began to glow softly and Witch Craft began to respond to 
this light. 


“ ..Huh...?” Mer made a puzzled noise, an analytic expression crossing 
her face as she sat on the desk, only for her eyes to widen in surprise. 


The Rings surrounding Witch Craft, which had never stopped moving, 
were coming to a halt one by one. With each ring that stopped 
moving, the light that surrounded Witch Craft’s sphere dimmed. 


Creak, creeeeak... 


Once all the rings had completely stopped, the sphere split into two, 
revealing a huge mana crystal. This was where the core formulas of 
Witch Craft, which no one had ever been able to discover or analyze, 
were stored. Eugene waved Akasha at the crystal. 


“__Kyaaaah!” Mer, who had been staring blankly, suddenly screamed. 


She panicked and jumped off the desk. Then she immediately rushed 
over to Eugene. 


Or at least that’s what she intended to do, but she wasn’t able to go 
through with it. The moment that Mer leapt off the desk, she lost all 
strength in her legs. Mer limply plopped down on the spot. She tried 
to scream once more, but this time, she couldn’t even let out a cry. 


Mer could sense that her body’s structure was changing. She had been 
dissected by wizards several times before, but that hadn’t been painful 
for her. No matter how this body of hers was dissected, the core of 
Mer was inside of Witch Craft. As long as that remained intact, Mer’s 
body would never be permanently broken. 


It had been hundreds of years since Witch Craft was stored in Akron. 
Several wizards had attempted to crack into Witch Craft, but none had 
been able to open up the exterior of Witch Craft and reach the 
techniques inside. 


However, Eugene had just managed to open up the exterior of Witch 
Craft without any apparent difficulty. Mer stared at Eugene’s back 
with terrified eyes. She wanted to say something to him, but she 


couldn’t move her body according to her will. This caused Mer to feel 
even greater fear. 


She was dying. No, she was malfunctioning. Was she really going to 
be erased like this? Why? Was this something that Lady Sienna had 
requested? But why in the world would she do so? There shouldn’t be 
any reason for doing that...... A number of thoughts that Mer didn’t 
even want to contemplate began appearing inside of Mer’s head. 


“... Uwaaaah!” Mer started sobbing as thick streams of tears ran from 
her eyes. “Uwaaah! Aaah! Waaaah!” 


Eugene remained silently focused on his task. 


“Sob... hic...! Sooob! Uwaaa... hic... Waaaaah!” As Mer continued to 
cry, she belatedly realized something. 


The sound of her crying was audible. Even though, just a moment ago, 
she hadn’t been able to make any noise when she had tried to scream! 


Mer jerked her head up in surprise. 


“Why are you crying? Eugene asked as he looked over at Mer with a 
confused expression. 


Her lips trembling, Mer sniffed, some snot drawn back up her nose. 
“Knock knock~” 


After watching Mer for a few moments, waiting for her to say 
something, Eugene tried to cheer her up with a joke. 


“Knock knock~” 
Despite his repeated attempts, Mer remained silent. 
“Knock—” 


“Sh-shut up,” Mer said with a slight sniffle as she got to her feet. 


“What in the world... just what in the world did you just do? How did 
you... to Witch Craft... you, just what did you do?” 


“IT moved the formula controlling your structure from Witch Craft over 
to me,” Eugene revealed. 


“ .. Huh?” Mer grunted in shock. 


Eugene continued, “I thought it would be better to move it to Akasha, 
but Sienna said that it would be better to move it to me instead. She 
said that adding your control formula to Akasha would be incredibly 
difficult, while with all the mana that I have, I should have more than 
enough to sustain you.” 


Mer couldn’t find anything to say to this. Eugene just grinned and 
tucked Akasha into his cloak. 


“Sienna asked me to tell you that she’s sorry,” Eugene began 
conveying the message. 


“ ,..Hic...,” Mer broke her silence with a sob. 


Eugene kept talking, “She also asked me to take good care of you. 
Since you’ve been stuck in this place for hundreds of years, she 
wanted me to take you out of here, so you can see some better sights, 
and even have some good food to eat...” 


Mer kept crying. 
Sob... 


“First of all let’s get you a change of clothes...,” Eugene hesitated. 
“No... hm... we don’t need to do that immediately, right? So let’s go 
to the Red Tower first. I still have to explain the situation to my 
master—” 


“Uwaaah!” Mer burst into tears once more as she threw herself into 
Eugene’s arms. 


Chapter 119 
Akasha (4) 


In the Red Tower of Magic, Lovellian was trying to understand the 
situation he was in, wondering how he should react to it, and 
struggling to decide how in the world he was meant to deal with this 
in the future. 


This problem had already caused him to sigh more than once. But if 
someone asked him whether he was angry... Lovellian felt like this 
really wasn’t a problem he could be angry about. Though, if that was 
the case, then was he supposed to be annoyed? It should still be okay 
to feel annoyed when being faced with such a difficult problem. 


“ ,.For now...,” Lovellian hesitated. 


Yet, he couldn’t find it in himself to get annoyed. With a distressed 
expression, Lovellian looked at the person in the seat across from him. 


Eugene Lionheart. 


The very first disciple that the Red Tower Master, Lovellian, had ever 
taken. At the same time, he was also the adopted child of Lovellian’s 
longtime friend, Gilead Lionheart. Being the son of a friend wasn’t 
enough reason for Lovellian to ever treat Eugene with unconditional 
favoritism. The reason why Lovellian had made Eugene his disciple, 
aside from being the son of his friend, was that Lovellian was 
fascinated with Eugene’s talent. 


This was why Lovellian was finding it so hard to get angry at Eugene. 


“,.Please explain to me just how in the world things got like this,” 
Lovellian pleaded as he looked down at the staff that had been placed 
on the table between them. 


This was Akasha... the Wise Sienna’s personal staff. 


Lovellian considered himself to be a grand-disciple who had inherited 
the legacy of the Wise Sienna, and held pride in this fact. It was a 
pride that had been instilled in him from a young age. Lovellian’s 
master’s master was Sienna’s disciple. So ever since Lovellian had first 
started learning magic, he had been told every day by his master to 
treat his master’s master’s master, the Wise Sienna, as his grandmaster 
and pay his respects to her. 


“... This is a strange feeling...,’ Lovellian thought to himself as he looked 
down at Sienna’s staff. 


Not only Lovellian himself, but even his master and his master’s 
master had been unable to become the wielder of this staff. 


‘...To think that my disciple... would truly be able to receive Akasha’s 
recognition,’ Lovellian marveled. 


When he thought of it like that, Lovellian just couldn’t bring himself 
to get angry or annoyed at Eugene. He didn’t even feel any jealousy. 
He just felt like Eugene was a truly unique individual and held pride 
in the fact that such a person was his disciple. 


While waiting for Eugene’s reply, Lovellian took the teacup in front of 
him and brought it to his lips. 


Right. Was something like a ‘reason for which Akasha would choose 
Eugene’ really all that important? What was truly important was that 
Lovellian’s only disciple had already become Akasha’s master. As a 
result, the royal family could even decide to hold a hearing where 
they would discuss whether or not to punish his disciple. 


If that really did happen... Lovellian would use everything that he had 
available to him, both from his position as the Red Tower Master and 
as an Archwizard, in order to protect Eugene... 


The moment that Lovellian had made up his mind on this and was 
about to take a sip of his hot tea, a voice suddenly spoke up. “Excuse 
me.” 


Pwoosh! 


Lovellian spewed out his tea in surprise. 


Yet even at such a moment, he proved himself worthy of the title of an 
Archwizard. Before the tea that he had spat out could even touch 
Eugene, Lovellian evaporated the liquid using magic, then grabbed his 
sore throat as he went into a coughing fit. 


“Are you okay?” Eugene asked in concern. 


“T-I’m fi-I’m alright,” Lovellian replied as he waved off Eugene’s 
concern. 


Then, Lovellian’s eyes widened in shock as he stared at Eugene. 


To be more precise, rather than at Eugene, Lovellian was staring at 
Mer, who had popped out of Eugene’s cloak, so that only her face was 
showing. 


“Why did you come out without permission?” Eugene chided her. 


Mer complained, “Just how long do I have to keep hiding in here? 
After all, I haven’t done anything wrong.” 


“Look at how surprised he is, why did you burst out like that?” 
Eugene scolded her. “That’s why I told you to wait until the 
conversation is over and then slowly make an—” 


“T don’t feel like it makes much of a difference whether I shock him 
now or I shock him later. Even though you led me out of there while 
promising to give me freedom, you stuffed me inside your cloak as 
soon as we left Akron,” Mer grumbled, her cheeks puffing up in 
indignation. 


Then she twisted her body back and forth inside the cloak, while 
trying her best to work her way out. However, no matter how much 
effort she put into it, it was impossible for Mer to fully leave the cloak 
on her own. 


“.,.Can’t you just let me out of here for a bit?” Mer begged. “You may 
not know this, but it’s very dark and lonely here.” 


“Well, it should be fine,” Eugene muttered as he glanced up at 
Lovellian for approval. 


Lovellian was staring at Mer with his jaw half-dropped. 
“..Ahem,” Eugene coughed and opened up his cloak further. 


Mer crawled out of the opening on her own and, while putting on an 
elegant act, she greeted Lovellian, “Hello, Sir Lovellian. I believe that 
it has been a month since we last met.” 


“|,.Uh... Um... Uh...,” Lovellian stammered before finally nodding. 

“ ,.Just how... what in the world are you doing outside of Akron? No, 
but how does this make any sense? Isn’t Lady Mer the familiar in 
charge of Witch Craft?” 


“Lady Sienna asked me to do this,” Eugene explained. 


Lovellian’s expression underwent another change at these words. He 
picked his jaw back up and then tried to calm himself. 


“’,.So it’s true... you really have met Lady Sienna?” Lovellian asked 
eagerly. 


“Yes,” Eugene simply replied. 


“T’ve heard that you’ve been to the Samar Rainforest, Eugene. You 
then returned to the Lionheart clan’s main estate with over a hundred 
elves following you.” Lovellian hesitated, “Those elves... did they 
come from the elven territory that’s said to lie at the foot of the World 
Tree?” 


“That’s not the case,” Eugene denied. “I led back some elves who 
weren't able to return to the elven territory and were just living 
among themselves.” 


“_,.1 still can’t believe it,” Lovellian said as he lowered his teacup with 
a trembling hand. “For you to have found the elven territory where 

Lady Sienna was rumored to have gone into seclusion... Two hundred 
years ago, when Lady Sienna went into seclusion, my master’s master, 


who was Lady Sienna’s own disciple, countless wizards of Aroth, and 
even the Court Wizards Division went over to Samar hoping to track 
down Lady Sienna.” 


However, let alone Sienna, they hadn’t even found the elven territory. 


“ ,.Um, about that... it all has to do with when I went to Nahama.” 
Eugene thus started his attempt at convincing Lovellian. 


He had already thought about what to say. 


In Nahama, Eugene claimed to have accidentally discovered Hamel’s 
grave. The story up to here was the same as the one he had given at 
the Black Lion Castle. He went over the Death Knight’s attack and his 
encounter with Amelia Merwin. Then Eugene described how he had 
found a leaf of the World Tree within Hamel’s coffin. 


After heading over to Samar, he had been guided by the leaf. With its 
help, he had managed to enter the elven territory, and met Sienna 
who had been placed under a seal... 


Eugene hesitated. ‘Telling him that I’m Hamel would be a bit... ’ 


It wasn’t that Eugene didn’t trust Lovellian. But even if Eugene did 
trust him, there was still something holding him back. Eugene had yet 
to even reveal to Gerhard and Gilead that he was the reincarnation of 
Hamel. Apart from the Demon a of Incarceration, only Mer knew 
that Eugene had once been Hamel. 1] 


There was a simple reason for this. Mer was a familiar created by 
Sienna. She would absolutely never betray this secret, because she was 
incapable of such a betrayal, so no one would be able to question Mer 
and make her tell them the truth. 


“...S0 Lady Sienna... has been placed under a seal...,” Lovellian 
considered this problem as he chewed on his bottom lip. 


A huge hole had been pierced through her chest and only the power of 
the World Tree was barely keeping her alive. As a disciple who had 
inherited Sienna’s legacy and who deeply admired her as an example 
to all wizards, Lovellian naturally felt an extreme amount of anger at 


this fact. 


“.,.While transferring the ownership of Akasha to me, Lady Sienna 
also asked me to look after Mer,” Eugene finished his explanation. 
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....” Lovellian listened silently. 


“She also told me the method of how to undo her seal,” Eugene 
revealed. “If we can somehow kill Raizakia, who’s trapped within a 
dimensional rift, the curse afflicting Lady Sienna will disappear—” 


“Eugene,” Lovellian interrupted with a stiff expression. “I think it 
would be better not to talk about this matter at the hearing.” 


“Yes, I also feel the same way,” Eugene agreed. 


The Wise Sienna had been fatally wounded. This fact alone was 
enough to make countless wizards go crazy. If this information were 
to be revealed, just how many wizards would go searching for Sienna 
in Samar, and would take out their hostility on Helmuth out of a 
desire for revenge? 


On top of that, the Black Tower Master, Balzac Ludbeth, would also be 
attending the hearing. Although Raizakia didn’t have any sort of 
contract with the Demon King of Incarceration, that still didn't mean 
that they could be sure the Demon King of Incarceration had nothing 
to do with Sienna’s sealing. 


‘Two hundred years have passed. Neither the Demon King of Incarceration, 
nor the demonfolk contracted to him have gone looking for Sienna,’ 
Eugene considered. 


However, if it was revealed to them that Sienna had been mortally 
wounded and placed under a seal... this might drive them to a 
different course of action. 


“.,.1 don’t trust Balzac Ludbeth,” Lovellian continued speaking. 
“However, aside from my distrust of him, Balzac Ludbeth has indeed 
behaved with more decency and common sense than the ‘true’ 
demonfolk and the other black wizards like him that are found in 
Helmuth. As such, while I might distrust Balzac Ludbeth, I do not hate 


”? 


him. 
Eugene hesitated, unsure what to say. “...Well, that’s...” 
“T’m sure that you also cannot deny this fact,” Lovellian stated. 


Eugene clicked his tongue. In the present, there were only three black 
wizards who had personally signed a contract with the Demon King of 
Incarceration. Although Eugene had never met Earl Edmond Codreth, 
who resided in Helmuth, so he couldn’t say for sure, it was true that, 
when compared to the likes of Amelia Merwin, Balzac showed an 
incomparable amount of decency and common sense. 


“Even if Balzac doesn’t leak this information, if you were to reveal 
Lady Sienna’s condition during the hearing, Eugene... the story is sure 
to eventually be spread far and wide,” Lovellian stated with certainty. 
“Eugene, there are a large number of demons in Helmuth who are 
interested in gaining prestige. Right now, Helmuth’s Three Princes 
might be the closest to the position of the next Demon King, but there 
are countless demonfolk below them who also covet their prestigious 
titles and the position of the next Demon King.” 


One such demonfolk was the Raskshasa Princess Iris, but apart from 
her, there were many others. The honor of taking the Wise Sienna’s 
life was sure to be coveted by these prestige-seeking demonfolk. 


“T’ll be sure not to spill any information about Lady Sienna being 
sealed away during the hearing,” Eugene promised. “I was thinking of 
saying something along the lines of ‘she just went into seclusion out of 
a desire for some serenity and introspection.” 


“Yes,” Lovellian agreed. “I, too, think that would be for the best... As 
for the transfer of Akasha and Lady Mer... if the other party is you, 
Eugene, then I’m sure that everyone at the hearing will have no choice 
but to accept it.” 


Eugene was a descendant of the Great Vermouth Lionheart. At the 
same time, he was also a distant disciple who had inherited the legacy 
of the Wise Sienna. There weren’t many people on the continent who 
could claim to be of Sienna’s lineage and possess as many ties to her 
as Eugene did. 


‘Though the Green Tower Master is sure to have a seizure,’ Lovellian 
thought as an aside. 


Jeneric Osman was the Tower Master of the Green Tower of Magic, in 
which Sienna had once presided, and his masters’ master was also 
once Sienna’s disciple. 


Eugene hesitantly brought up another issue. “...But, Master Lovellian, 
I’m a bit worried that I’ll be forced to swear an oath to tell the truth 
during the hearing.” 


Wizards were not able to deceive an oath sworn on their own mana. If 
they swore to tell the truth, but instead told a lie, their mana would 
no longer act according to the will of the wizard who had told the lie. 


“There’s no way that will happen,” Lovellian said with a smirk. 
“Eugene, an oath sworn on one’s mana is so absolute that its use 
cannot be forced so arbitrarily. Even criminals have the right to 
remain silent, so how could they justify forcing you, when you haven’t 
even committed any crime, to swear such an oath?”, 


“Well, with this matter being what it is...,” Eugene trailed off 
hesitantly. 


“Hm, I agree that issues concerning Lady Sienna cannot be discussed 
lightly, but Eugene, you haven’t committed any crimes and Lady 
Sienna also hasn’t requested for the truth to be revealed, now has 
she?” As Lovellian said these words, he gently grabbed Eugene’s 
hands. “If those attending the hearing do attempt to persecute you and 
force you to swear such an oath, as Lady Sienna’s disciple, your 
master, and a friend of the Lionheart clan, I will be sure to protect 
you. Of course, feel free to use all of the qualifications available to you 
in order to protect yourself. No matter how powerful Aroth’s royal 
family is, they cannot recklessly persecute the descendant of Kiehl’s 
great hero, a member of the Lionheart clan.” 


This was indeed the case. If they really did have the guts to persecute 
Eugene, then Trempel would have taken Eugene in for questioning 
immediately, instead of leaving him in Akron. The fact that he hadn’t 
meant that Trempel was also one of those wizards who truly revered 
Sienna. Also, it was because the Lionhearts weren’t a clan that could 
be so recklessly messed with. 


“Furthermore... in regards to the Black Dragon Raizakia, I will use my 
own personal connections and my information network in order to 
acquire any clues to his whereabouts,” Lovellian promised. 


“Please also look into any information about Barang,” Eugene added 
in a cold tone of voice. 


He had given it a lot of thought, but it was clear that the information 
that Lovellian could collect would be qualitatively superior to any 
information that Eugene would be able to collect by running around 
on his own two feet. 


“Yes, of course I will. After all, there’s no good reason why your 
location should have been exposed.” After saying this, Lovellian was 
lost in thought for a few moments. 


While listening to this conversation between the two of them, Mer 
ever so slowly stretched her fingers across the table between their 
seats. Refreshments such as cookies, chocolates, and candies had been 
placed in the center of the table. For Mer, these were the very first 
sweets that she had encountered after hundreds of years. 


Would it be okay if she ate them? They were laid out like that because 
they were meant to be eaten, right? Although she hadn’t been offered 
any tea, it should still be fine for her to try the snacks, right? 


“What are you acting so secretive for?” Eugene said with a grin as he 
pulled over the basket of snacks and placed it in front of Mer. 


Even Lovellian, who was still lost in thought, used a spell to push a 
teacup over to Mer. 


“’..Wow... it’s been two hundred years since my last cup of tea. I 
really like tea leaves from the Yukar region,” Mer said as she brought 
the teacup to her lips. 


The tea was hot. This warmth brought a bright smile to Mer’s face. 
While blowing on the black tea to cool it down, she took a sip of the 
tea and then closed her eyes as her body shook in pleasure. 


...Although Mer preferred sweet milk tea over black, as the first tea 


that she had drunk in over two hundred years, it would have tasted 
sweet even if it was the most bitter concoction in history. 


“... You didn’t necessarily need to tell me the truth, Eugene,” Lovellian 
said, breaking silence after he was done sorting out his thoughts. 
“However, you have revealed it to me. That’s... is it because I am your 
master?” 


“That was part of it, but it was also because I know that Master 
Lovellian is a good person,” Eugene replied with a grin. “Also, the 
truth is that I haven’t revealed everything. There are some things that 
I definitely cannot tell anyone.” 


“Of course that would be the case. However, I won’t try and squirrel 
them out of you, Eugene. Even if you don’t tell me what they are, the 
fact that you’ve mentioned you’re keeping secrets in the end means 
that you’re asking me to forgive you for keeping them from me, 
right?” Lovelian asked with a grin. “As such, I will happily wait until 
the day you feel it’s safe to share your secrets with me.” 


“.,.Well... I might be able to tell you someday soon,” Eugene 
answered his trust with an awkward smile. 


Glancing away to hide his embarrassment, Eugene noticed Mer eating 
a flat cookie that was covered in chocolate. The way that she closed 
her eyes and clenched her fists with each bite reminded him of Sienna. 
Though Sienna favored alcohol, she also liked sweet desserts just as 
much. 


‘...Would it be alright for me to try and feed Mer a whiskey bon-bon?’ 
Eugene thought with idle curiosity. 


Whiskey bonbons, chocolates filled with liquor, were a treat that 
Sienna loved to death. 


From Mer’s outer appearance, she appeared to be about ten years old. 
However, she had been in existence for hundreds of years and 
wouldn’t it be strange to treat a familiar like a human at the same 
age? 


“’..Would you like to join us for dinner?” Eugene eventually offered. 


“No, the two of you should go and have fun by yourselves,” Lovellian 
declined with a smile. 


At the word ‘dinner,’ Mer’s eyes shone brightly. Stealthily wiping 
away the chocolate off of her lips with a finger, Mer turned to look at 
Eugene. 


“T want to eat cake,” Mer requested. 
Eugene argued, “But cakes aren’t really food, are they?” 


“What kind of a statement is that? If you eat it and it fills you up, then 
of course it’s food,” Mer insisted. 


“..If that’s the case, then that’s even more reason why you shouldn’t 
consider a meal. Since there’s nothing that can actually fill you up,” 
Eugene pointed out. 


Mer pouted at these words. As a familiar, while she had the same 
appearance as a human being, this didn’t mean that the inside of her 
body was the same as a human. The food that she ate was completely 
decomposed by her own mana and disintegrated. In other words, this 
meant that no matter how much she ate, she could never be full. 


“_..If it tastes good, then it’s food,’ Mer stubbornly insisted, unwilling 
to give in. 


Eugene stood up, along with Mer, and bowed his head towards 
Lovellian. 


Once they had left the tower, Mer asked, “Aren’t you going to tell the 
Red Tower Master about your past life, Sir Eugene? 


“Not yet.” 


“Then, does that mean that the only ones who know that Sir Eugene is 
Hamel are Lady Sienna and I?” Mer asked excitedly. 


Eugene corrected her, “The Demon King of Incarceration probably 
knows as well.” 


“The Demon King is different. So it’s true that the only ones you 
treated as special and ‘personally’ revealed the truth to are Lady 
Sienna and me, right?” Mer insisted with a bright grin as she stuck 
closely to Eugene’s side. “Thinking about it like that makes me feel a 
little happy.” 


“Even if you act all cutesy, we’re not going to eat cake,” Eugene 
warned her. 


“’,.Youw’re a piece of trash,” Mer cursed disappointedly. 


Eugene changed the subject, “Anyways, you... do you know how to 
drink alcohol? When it came to alcohol, Sienna would always go 
crazy.” 


“...’Go crazy’?” Mer repeated. “Could you please stop insulting Lady 
Sienna. Lady Sienna would elegantly savor her wine, she would never 
go crazy for it.” 


“How hilarious, do you really think that you know Sienna better than 
I do?” Eugene challenged Mer. 


“ ..Ugh... That’s... that might not be the case, but I too know a lot 
about Lady Sienna,” Mer defended herself. 


Eugene returned to his main point. “That’s why I was asking you, do 
you know how to drink?” 


Mer hesitantly admitted, “... While Lady Sienna was drinking, I once 
asked her for a cup. But Lady Sienna refused, saying that I was too 
young to drink.” 


“Tf so, then I shouldn’t give you any,” Eugene concluded. 


“Why shouldn’t you give me some? At that time, it was just because it 
hadn’t been long since I was created. Now, after two hundred years 
have passed, ’m much older than Sir Eugene. I should be able to drink 
as well,” Mer claimed proudly. 


Eugene wasn’t swayed. “That still won’t do. After all, your mother said 


that you shouldn’t drink any.” 


“...My mother...?” Mer’s eyes shook as she repeated this word. “Please 
don’t say such a thing in front of anyone else. It might create some 
strange misunderstandings about Lady Sienna.” 


“Tt’s the truth, so why shouldn’t I?” Eugene said with a shrug. “Since 
Sienna was the one who made you, then Sienna is your mother.” 


“However, I’m a familiar, not a human,” Mer pointed out. “Who in the 
world would treat a familiar as their own child? We familiars also 
don’t consider our creators to be our parents. To put it bluntly, 
familiars just see their creators as their owners.” 


“Why would you being a human or a familiar make any difference? In 
the first place, you’re different from the regular familiars, aren't you?” 
Eugene questioned. 


Mer hesitated. “...That’s... that’s true. However, rather than her child, 
as Lady Sienn’as familiar... um... it would be closer to call me her 
clone. Because I was made based on a childhood version of herself...” 


“So what, do you really dislike being treated as Sienna’s daughter that 
much?” Eugene asked with a grin. 


At these words, Mer’s eyes began to dart here and there. 


Eventually, she said, “...My own desires don’t matter. What’s 
important is what Lady Sienna thinks of me. And probably, Lady 
Sienna doesn’t think of me as her daughter.” 


“Then we can just ask her later,” Eugene said with a smile as he 
righted her hat, which had tilted to the side. “Sienna was worried 
about you. She also felt sorry for abandoning you. That’s why she 
asked me to take care of you. At the very least, the Sienna Merdein 
that I know isn’t the type of person who would think of you as a mere 
familiar. If you really were just a simple familiar, she wouldn’t have 
made you in her own image.” 


Sienna’s deepest desire was to live an ordinary life, get married like 
everyone else, have children, live happily, and eventually become a 


grandmother. 


However, Sienna hadn’t even found a single romantic partner in 
Aroth, let alone getting married. She didn’t have any children either. 


Instead, she had created a familiar that closely resembled her in her 
own childhood. 


“T’m sure that Sienna will accept you as her daughter,” Eugene 
promised Mer. 


Mer wasn’t able to say anything, her lips pouting silently. With both 
hands, she pulled her hat low to cover the expression on her face. 
Even so, she wasn’t able to cover the sniffling sounds. 


“Are you crying again?” 
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“T’ll let you eat some cake, so don’t cry,” Eugene weakly conceded 
with a sigh. “Though we won't go there right away. I want to get a 
meal first, then we can get you some cake...” 


“ ,.Sir Eugene... you really like Lady Sienna don’t you?” Mer accused. 


Eugene was taken aback. “Has this girl gone crazy? Why spout such 
bullshit all of a sudden?” 


“You definitely like her,” Mer stated confidently. “It-it’s love, isn’t it? I 
already found out about it. In the fairy tale, Hamel admitted that he 
loved Sienna...” 


“T fucking said that was a lie, didn’t I? Do you really think I’m crazy 
enough to say that I li- lik- I’m fond of that tomboy? Uuurgh...!” 
Eugene gagged and then covered his mouth with a disgusted 
expression on his face. 


At his violent reaction, Mer just proudly raised her chin high. 


“ .. The younger a man is, the less honest he is with the girl he likes, 
and instead he bullies her,” Mer lectured. 


“...S0 what about it? ’m not a young man,” Eugene argued. 


“That saying refers to the age of the mind, rather than the age of the 
body.” 


“That’s even more reason why I’m not young any more. Don’t you 
know how old I was in my previous life?!” 


Changing the subject, Mer revealed, “Whenever she spoke of Hamel, 
Lady Sienna seemed happy.” 


Embarrassed, Eugene tried to hurry along. “Stop with the nonsense 
and let’s get going.” 


“If Lady Sienna gets engaged to Sir Eugene, does that mean I should 
call Sir Eugene father instead?” Mer asked teasingly. 


“Don’t say something like that, I really will vomit.” Eugene threatened 
her with a frown as he hastened his steps. 


Chapter 120 
The Hearing (1) 


“Basically, I'm a supplementary device for your magic, Sir Eugene." 
Mer’s eyes sparkled as she sat on the chair. 


Right now, since Eugene had been given the control formula, Mer was 
no longer bound to Witch Craft, but to him. Therefore, Mer couldn't 
use the various spells that she had been able to use while she was 
linked to Witch Craft. 


“So... Hmm... Sir Eugene, you prefer spatial magic, right? That kind 
of magic requires a high level of coordinate calculation when you are 
using a formula. No matter how smart you are, it won't be easy to 
calculate spatial coordinates perfectly while the mana fluctuates.” 


Blink played an important role in magical combat. It wasn't an 
exaggeration to say that the speed and proper usage of Blink 
determined the winner in magical combat. 


“T will be doing such calculations for you. Of course, there are other 
things I can do as well. Sir Eugene, you can currently record and 
utilize Fifth Circle magic using the Ring Flame Formula, right?” 


“That's right.” 


“Under ordinary circumstances, it's impossible to use magic belonging 
to a circle higher than the user’s level. But you can use magic up to 
the Sixth Circle, right? If I assist you, you will be able to use magic 
two circles higher than your level. That means up to the Seventh 
Circle. Of course, I’m just saying this without having done an in-depth 
analysis, and it would still definitely require you to know the 
technique and perform the incantation. Still, it will be a lot easier than 
doing it with no support,” Mer bragged. “Especially if you cast 
different kinds of magic at the same time and want to harmonize the 


spells... Umm, it will be better for you to try it yourself, rather than 
me explaining it.” 


Mer grumbled as she climbed down the chair. She took a look around 
a couple of times, then scurried toward Eugene. “Open it, please.” 


“Do we have to go inside and do it?” 


“Sir Eugene, as you can see, I’m not a fighting familiar. I can be 
repaired when I’m broken, but still, I’m not built for direct magical 
combat or hand-to-hand fighting.” 


Mer pouted and fluttered the Cloak of Darkness. 


“Tam simply a magic-assisting familiar. If you have a problem with 
that, you can build me a combat body, Sir Eugene.” 


cc Hmm ”? 
Eugene stared at Mer for a moment. 


‘Combat body, huh...? So basically, Mer will take care of using magic, and 
she is asking me for a body that is suited for combat.’ 


...Eugene thought about Gargith and Evatar’s muscular bodies. Well, 
their muscular bodies were suited for combat, all right. If he put Mer’s 
face on top of that ripped body... 


Eugene almost puked at the disgusting mental image. He took a 
couple of steps backward as he covered his mouth. 


While flapping the cloak up and down, Mer frowned and asked, “Why 
are you frowning so suddenly?” 


“T imagined something terrible.” 
“That’s random. Anyhow, open your cloak please.” 


Like Mer requested, Eugene lifted the Cloak of Darkness and let her in. 


No living being could enter the cloak, but that didn’t affect Mer, who 
was a familiar. 


“What kind of magic will you be using?” 
“Scorching Flameball.” 


On the eighth floor of Akron, there was the Hall of Scorching Heat. 
The magic of the most powerful fire wizard in the history of Aroth was 
stored there. The Scorching Flameball Eugene wanted to use now was 
one of these spells — a piece of Seventh Circle magic. 


The technique was in his head. He also knew the theory: where to 
start and how to let the mana flow in order to perform it. However, he 
had never actually used it. Seventh Circle magic’s power and impact 
were similar to a natural disaster, so it was something very difficult to 
control. 


Mana fluctuated. Only sticking out her head from the cloak, Mer 
closed her eyes as the technique in Eugene’s head was shared with 
her. 


Although the magic was two circles higher, the mana flowed smoothly 
due to Eugene’s inborn calculation ability and mana control skill. His 
calculation ability was fast already, but Mer’s assist shortened the time 
to several seconds. 


Eugene continued to chant. 
—Woosh! 


A small flame appeared in front of Eugene. The flame wasn’t terribly 
impressive at first glance — it was just a wisp that couldn’t even be 
considered a fireball. Still, when it appeared, the room’s temperature 
skyrocketed. 


“...Phew!” 


Mer exhaled. Her eyes sparkled as she stared at the flame floating in 
front of Eugene. 


“...We did it.” 


This spell had almost drained Eugene’s Cores. Eugene focused on the 
flame as it slowly moved forward. Its movement was slow, but the 
flame got exponentially bigger as it moved. 


The Scorching Flameball was one of the strongest flame-ball spells, 
second only to Hell Fire. The flame had merely moved a little bit 
forward, but it had already become so big that it almost filled up half 
of the laboratory, and it now exuded blazing heat. 


“Then next... let’s try harmonizing it with the polar opposite type of 
magic. Sir Eugene, you also know the Hall of Icy Chill’s magic, right?” 


“Wait,” Eugene said as he turned his head. He felt a presence on the 
other side of the laboratory door. 


Behind the closed door was standing the Chief of the Court Wizards, 
Trempel Vizardo. He wasn’t surprised when the door opened on its 
own, but he was indeed perplexed when he saw the flame that filled 
the laboratory. People outside couldn’t see what was going on inside, 
nor feel the mana in this underground laboratory when its door was 
closed. Therefore, Trempel had no idea what Eugene was doing when 
the door was closed. His jaw dropped. 


“_..The Scorching Flameball?... From the Hall of Scorching Heat? 
Seventh Circle... magic?” 


Trempel couldn’t believe it, and his eyes were trembling in shock. 


The five Tower Masters were at the Eighth Circle, and so was Trempel. 
In the entire history of magic, there was no wizard who reached the 
Ninth Circle aside from the Wise Sienna. No matter which generation 
it was, reaching the Eighth Circle was enough to be accredited as an 
Archwizard. 


There was one circle difference between the Seventh and the Eighth 
Circle, and that gap was truly wide indeed. But... so what? As far as 
Trempel knew, Eugene was just twenty years old. There wasn’t a 
single wizard who had reached the Seventh Circle at twenty — not 
now, not ever. Even among Aroth’s royalty, who were born to be 


wizards, there wasn’t a single person who had reached the Seventh 
Circle at this age. 


“’,.Lord Eugene... what... how... no, when have you reached the 
Seventh Circle...?” Trempel asked, trembling. He was an Archwizard, 
and ever since he was young, people had called him a genius. 
However, even he had only been at the Fourth Circle when he was 
twenty. 


“T haven’t. I’m still at the Fifth Circle.” 


The heat from the Scorching Flameball distorted the air around it. 
Eugene waved his hand and scattered the Scorching Flameball. 


“’,.Did you say... you are a Fifth Circle wizard? Then how could you 
use the magic that is two circles higher...” Trempel trailed off as his 
eyes widened. After the spell formula was scattered, the disintegrated 
mana didn’t disappear, it returned to Eugene. 


Everything was far beyond Trempel’s understanding. Eugene cast a 
spell that was higher than his circle. Not just a bit higher, but two 
whole circles higher. And as for retrieving mana without waste while 
dispelling the magic... was this even possible? 


It was definitely impossible for Trempel. He was at the Eighth Circle, 
and could never use Ninth Circle magic regardless of how hard he 
tried or what method he used. Moreover, when a wizard dispelled 
their magic in the middle of casting it, they could retrieve some of the 
mana used, but it was impossible to recover most of it the way Eugene 
was. On top of that, he was doing it with such high-level magic! 


Grabbing onto his dizzy head, Trempel took a few steps backward. 


“...If a Fifth Circle wizard can use Seventh Circle magic... can that wizard 
be called a Fifth Circle wizard? Wouldn’t it be more accurate to classify a 
wizard’s Circle according to the magic they use?’ 


“Hello.” 


This greeting did nothing to clear Trempel’s discombobulation. Seeing 
Mer sticking her head out of Eugene’s cloak, Trempel’s legs turned 


into jelly and he collapsed on the floor. 
“...Huh... Huuuh...” 


“Sir Trempel, I understand your surprise. Don’t worry, the only reason 
Sir Eugene could use Seventh Circle magic was that he had the 
assistance of Lady Sienna’s familiar, me.” 


Mer pompously lifted her chin high. 
“He can’t use it without my assistance. I’m cool, aren’t I?” 
“Huh... Huuuuh...” 


“Are you here for the hearing?” Eugene spoke as he patted the 
humming Mer’s head. 


Trempel belatedly came to his senses and picked himself up. 
“...Hmm... Yes, Lord Eugene. Your hearing will be held today.” 


“Today? It’s faster than I thought. I thought it would take a few more 
days.” 


“...The agenda is quite serious.” 


Originally, Trempel was planning to act solemnly and high-handedly. 
He was going to browbeat Eugene and bring him to the hearing nice 
and tender... but he had instead disgracefully fallen on his buttocks. 


“Where is the hearing held? Is it going to be held in the Abram palace 
as usual?” 


“...We were planning to do so, but the Red Tower Master ardently 
refused.” 


Frowning, Trempel walked through the laboratory's hallway. 


“As you may know, Lord Eugene, aside from the royal family and the 


court wizards, no one can use magic in the Abram palace. The 
restriction also applies to Tower Masters.” 


“Yes, I heard so.” 


“’,.According to the Red Tower Master, it was wrong to hold a hearing 
when you didn’t commit any sins and it was even more wrong to hold 
it on Abram where magic is forbidden... Hmph! The Red Tower 
Master... that guy is too untrusting... It’s not like the royal family and 
Aroth’s court wizards will persecute you using the hearing as an 
opportunity, right?” 


“T don’t necessarily see it that way,” a new voice interrupted. 


The air in front of them distorted and then parted as Lovellian stepped 
out from it. “I just thought that it didn’t make sense, Trempel. I 
believe you are a righteous man, and the royal family is fair.” 


Trempel grunted. 


“My disciple, Sir Eugene, hasn’t committed any crimes. So why should 
he be summoned to a hearing? And why should the hearing be held in 
Abram, where wizards become powerless?” 


“Stop it, Lovellian. Didn’t the location already change from Abram to 
the annex palace at the outer lake because of your adamant 
opposition?” 


“You were going to hold it in the tribunal. It only changed to the 
annex palace because I opposed the idea.” 


“Goodness gracious... why would you say such unnecessary stuff? 
Lord Eugene, don’t get any wrong ideas. I... do not agree with the 
hearing. I don’t like the idea, whether it’s done at Abram or at a 
tribunal.” 


“T understand.” 


“The prime minister is just too stubborn about it. Well... as you know 
well, Akasha is a meaningful treasure for Aroth in many ways.” 


“Tt’s not Aroth’s treasure, it’s Lady Sienna’s treasure,” Lovellian 
snapped as he glared at Trempel. 


“Oh, dear! Why are you taking it out on me? Did I do it? Huh? Damn 
it, I already feel bitter about me, the Chief of the Court Wizards, 
becoming an errand boy...!” 


“Don’t get too angry. That means Aroth’s royal family trusts you very 
much.” 


“...Hmm... right, that’s right.” 


Trempel’s anger calmed in no time as he stroked his beard. 


The five Tower Masters, the Head of the Wizard Guild, and the Chief 
of Court Wizards attended the hearing. It wasn’t an exaggeration to 
call these seven wizards the symbol of Aroth. 


“’,.Do you know what I saw?” 

As he sat down, Trempel’s face crumpled into a frown. 

“Lord Eugene casting the Scorching Flameball of the Seventh Circle.” 
“...Is that true?” 


The Head of the Wizard Guild, Edgard Giron opened his two eyes 
wide and stared at Trempel. 


“That’s unbelievable... Isn’t Eugene Lionheart twenty years old? How 
could he reach the Seventh Circle...?” 


“..He did say he is actually at the Fifth Circle...” 
“How could the Fifth Circle wizard use Seventh Circle magic?” 


“How should I know?” Trempel blurted out with a frown. 


With trembling eyes, Edgard turned to stare at Lovellian, who was 
sitting across. However, Lovellian didn’t give Edgard any explanation. 
He just watched Eugene with a proud look on his face. 


“You must feel soooo uneasy right now,” The White Tower Master, 
Melkith El-Hayah, smirked as she watched Edgard. 


“Aren’t you still at the Seventh Circle? You must be three times older 
than that kid...” 


“...There is only a thin wall ahead of me.” 


“Didn't you also say that five years ago? You busted your ass for five 
years and you still failed to reach the Eighth Circle. But when I ask, 
you always talk about that ‘thin wall.” 


“With just a small bit of enlightenment, I can go over that wall. White 
Tower Master, don’t insult me too much. Are you comparing me to 
that young child right now?” 


“Well, it’s not really an insult, but... yeah, I am comparing you.” 
Melkith giggled and clapped. 


Edgard’s hair rose, and he was ready to shoot out all kinds of curse 
words. However... he couldn’t really say them to Melkith. That 
annoying, frivolous woman was an Archwizard at the Eighth Circle 
and the only grand spirit summoner who had contracts with two Spirit 
Kings. 


“...The Seventh Circle, huh... Did Akasha make it possible?” The 
Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman looked the most vicious among 
the seven wizards. Watching Eugene who was sitting on his chair, 
Jeneric blurted, “If it wasn’t for Akasha, it would be impossible to 
reach the Seventh Circle at his age.” 


“Don’t judge him as you please,” Lovellian spoke. “Sir Eugene already 
knew how to use magic of the higher circles before he became 
Akasha’s master.” 


“Hmph. You are trying awfully hard to stick up for your disciple, 
Lovellian Sophis. Oh wait, is it because he is the son of Lionheart, not 


because he is your disciple?” Jeneric’s sharp eyes turned to Lovellian. 
“Well, that’s understandable. You saw the idiotic first son before him, 
so who wouldn’t look better than him? But you are going too far, Red 
Tower Master. Akasha is Aroth’s treasure. To think that a Lionheart is 
taking it away—no, the Kiehl Empire is taking it away...” 


“You have no right to insult Sir Eward.” Red energy stirred up like a 
hurricane in Lovellian ’s eyes. “And, I believe you aren’t angry just 
because Sir Eugene took away Akasha, aren’t you? You are angry 
because you wanted Akasha for yourself so desperately, but it chose 
someone else as its master. ” 


“ ,.That’s some hell of a love for your disciple. You are well aware I 
can never let that kind of comment just slide with a smile, right?” 
Jeneric said. 


“Of course, I do. How long have we known each other? It’s at least 
been 40 years. I know how much you obsess about your title of ‘Wise 
Sienna’s disciple’ and I know that you look down on me and the Red 
Tower, thinking only the Green Tower is the rightful successor of Lady 
Sienna.” Lovellian snorted and turned his eyes away from Jeneric. 
“However, Lady Sienna was the Green Tower Master three hundred 
years ago. Isn’t it ridiculous for the Green Tower to obsess over that 
and brag about your self-proclaimed title of successor of Lady Sienna? 
No matter how much you argue and insist, Akasha chose Sir Eugene!” 


“You bastard...!” Unable to hold his anger anymore, Jeneric sprang 
right up from his seat. 


Melkith clapped and cheered as if she had waited for this exact 
moment. “Fight! Fight!” 


The Blue Tower Master, Hiridus Euzeland, clucked his tongue as he 
glared at Melkith. “What in the world are you doing right now? Aren’t 
you embarrassed in front of the young man?” 


“T have no intention of fighting.” Lovellian smirked as he shrugged. 
“The Green Tower Master was inappropriately carried away by his 
feelings, that’s all.” 


Jeneric gritted his teeth as vast mana swarmed around him. Lovellian 


sneered and called upon his own mana to fight back against the Green 
Tower Master. 


Rumble...! 
The immense mana stirred up by the two shook the entire annex. 
‘He is tougher than I expected.’ 


Sitting in his seat, Eugene watched the whole scene unfold. His 
teacher, Lovellian, never lost his temper in front of Eugene. He had 
met Lovellian when he was thirteen, and back then as well, Lovellian 
was pleasant and gentle with the children, a kind and benevolent 
teacher. 


Still, that did not mean that he was weak. He was very strict with the 
Red Tower’s wizards. If they made a single mistake during the magic 
experiment, Lovellian would suddenly appear and severely rebuke 
them. Even right now, Lovellian quarreled with Jeneric without 
letting the latter’s words slide. 


“...Why does that bastard keep watching me? That’s uncomfortable,’ 
Eugene thought. 


The Black Tower Master, Balzac Ludbeth, was also attending this 
hearing. Lovellian and Jeneric were fighting with mana right under 
his nose, but Balzac paid no attention and just gazed at Eugene. 


“Crown Prince Honein has arrived.” 


The guards outside the annex palace announced the arrival of the 
crown prince. The mana in the air, which was becoming larger and 
larger, as if the two wizards were going to devour each other, 
subsided instantly. All wizards, including Eugene, rose from their 
seats. 


“To be honest, I didn’t want to attend this hearing.” Honein Abram 
entered the hall with an awkward smile. 


“Tt was just a tiff,” Lovellian said as he bowed. “Is His Majesty not 


attending?” 


“Hmm, That’s right. His Majesty allocated this matter to me and the 
prime minister,” Honein answered, turning back to look at the old 
man who followed him. “Frankly, His Majesty does not feel pleasant 
about this matter. However, the problem should be treated fairly, so 
the royal family can’t put their personal feelings first. On top of that, 
if a king personally handled this matter, then it would put Lord 
Eugene in an awkward position.” 


‘Is the king really being considerate?’ Eugene thought without lifting his 
head. ‘...He just doesn’t want to take responsibility.’ 


Of course, he couldn’t say that out loud in front of Honein. 


“Umm... Raise your heads, everyone. And please take a seat.” Honein 
sat in the center seat. “First, I would like to clarify the purpose of this 
hearing. This hearing is not about Aroth and Kiehl’s relationship. It’s 
also not about persecuting the Lionheart clan using the royal family’s 
power,” Honein continued as he stared at Eugene. “The Lionheart clan 
shouldn’t be persecuted, and there is no reason to do so. As the Red 
Tower Master stated, it’s not like Lord Eugene has committed any 
crime.” 


“’..Your Majesty," the prime minister sitting beside him whispered. 
“Akron had been storing Akasha for 200 years. Akron is Aroth’s royal 
library, and everything in Akron belongs to the Aroth royal family.” 


“That’s right,” Honein continued as he nodded. “However, it’s not like 
Lord Eugene stole Akasha. Although Akasha belonged to Aroth 
indefinitely, it's master was the Wise Sienna and Lord Eugene stated 
that the Wise Sienna personally handed Akasha over to Eugene.” 


“That is the purpose of this hearing, to check the validity of his 
claim,” the prime minister said as he turned to Eugene. “200 years 
have passed since Lady Sienna secluded herself. But he is now telling 
us that Lady Sienna is ‘alive’ and handed Akasha’s ownership to 
another person. It’s hard to blindly believe his claim.” 


“Cannot believe it?” Lovellian blurted as he squinted his eyes. “Prime 
Minister Conrell. Does that mean my disciple is lying?” 


“Tm just talking about possibilities,” Conrell said as he stroked his 
beard. “200 years is a long time. We have been desperately searching 
for Lady Sienna, but we failed to find even a trace of her. How could 
she just hand over the ownership of Akasha? Even if it’s true, Akasha 
has belonged to Akron, to Aroth for 200 years. So wouldn’t it be right 
for the Aroth royal family to claim Akasha?” 


“Claim something that they can’t even use?” Melkith chuckled. “Well, 
yes. It’s true that Akasha has belonged to Aroth for 200 years. But to 
claim that Aroth is Akasha’s master... isn’t it rather ridiculous?” 


“White Tower Master—” 


Conrell tried to interrupt her, but Melkith continued. “What, am I 
wrong? For over 200 years, no one could become Akasha’s master. 
From former kings to every wizard in Akron, Akasha recognized no 
one as her master.” 


“[’m not a wizard,” Conrell answered as he snorted.“I am aware that 
Akasha is the Archwizard’s staff, but I can’t really feel it. Still, I can 
feel that it is the royal family’s ‘treasure.’ Everything in Akron belongs 
to the royal family. No one could become Akasha’s owner, but despite 
all that, Akasha belongs to the royal family. The hermit from 200 
years ago reclaiming her ownership... I feel like that’s a very 
shameless act.” 


When Conrell said that, Lovellian sprang right up from his seat. 
Lovellian fiercely glared at Conrell. However, Conrell didn’t flinch 
even facing Lovellian’s sharp eyes. “Don’t glare at me too much. I 
serve the royal family and I am responsible for Aroth’s state affairs. It 
is only natural for me to act for Aroth...” 


“Can I say something too?” After being quiet all this time, Eugene 
spoke. 


“’,.Go ahead.” Conrell nodded. 


Eugene stood up as he quietly cleared his throat. “Lady Sienna is 
alive.” 


Staring at Conrell, he continued, “And she said to me that she will 


return to Aroth and knock over the entire whole country.” 
“...What?” 


“T swear on my mana that everything I said just now is true. Lady 
Sienna is not only alive, but also furious with Aroth.” 


Honein dropped his jaw. 


“T am not sure how she will vent her wrath... Hmm... As far as I 
know, the Abram palace was a gift from Lady Sienna... The lake that 
surrounds the palace was also made by Lady Sienna. Isn’t the palace’s 
devil-seal circle also the work of Lady Sienna? So... she might drown 
the whole palace...” 
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“Or else... she might pour a meteor shower on the palace. It’s none of 
my business, though...” After that, Eugene sat in his seat. 


“ ..Sir Lovellian.” 
“ ..Huh... Yes?” Lovellian flinched. 


“T will put in a good word about you to Lady Sienna so that you and 
the Red Tower of Magic won’t suffer any damage.” 


What was Lovellian supposed to say to that? He opened his mouth to 
answer a couple of times, but ended up just nodding instead. “... 
Thank you?” 


Chapter 121 
The Hearing (2) 


Honestly, Eugene’s fuse had snapped. That was why he had said such 
things. Still, he had no intention to swear, no matter the 
circumstance... 


‘No, isn’t this better?’ 


It seemed like since Eugene was the one who mentioned an oath first, 
they didn’t mention it anymore. Basically, he had justified his own 
actions. He had sworn to tell them and then talked about Sienna out 
of the blue because he just didn’t want to hear Conrell’s babbling 
anymore. 


He had acted on impulse, but it appeared to be very effective. The 
name ‘Wise Sienna’ meant a lot in Aroth. Besides, the wizards 
attending this hearing all had Akron passes and they were 
Archwizards who had been using Witch Craft for dozens of years. 


Therefore, they could never look down upon Sienna. Everyone here 
was an Archwizard, but there wasn’t a single one of them who created 
their own magic at a level even close to Witch Craft. 


Aside from the Head of the Wizard Guild, Edgard, the six wizards 
were at the Eighth Circle. They knew how high and sturdy the wall to 
the Ninth Circle was. Even if they spent their remaining time trying to 
reach the Ninth Circle, there was no guarantee that they would be 
able to. Not to mention... the Wise Sienna may have surpassed the 
Ninth Circle by now! In other words, Sienna was a mystery to the 
wizards. She was at a level that other wizards could never reach. They 
could never put Sienna in the same sentence as themselves, and that 
was why they instinctively feared her. 


“’..Drowning...” Balzac spoke. He chuckled as he stroked his chin. 
“Lady Sienna is more than capable of doing such things.” 


“,.Black Tower Master.” Conrell turned back to Balzac with a pale 
face. 


“T’m just saying that Sir Eugene is not exaggerating. Actually, it 
wouldn’t take Lady Sienna to do so... even I can sink the Abram 
palace to the bottom of the lake.” 


“Tf I can, that means all other tower masters can. On top of that, Lady 
Sienna is a supreme wizard, overwhelmingly more powerful than we 
are. Even 200 years ago, no tower master at the time was better than 
Lady Sienna.” Balzac was speaking without a single doubt. “If Lady 
Sienna returns to Aroth and tries to drown Abram palace... Haha, 
whoever could block Lady Sienna’s magic? I sure can’t.” 


Balzac dramatically raised his two hands. 


“..It would be impossible to stop her even if all tower masters 
gathered their forces,” the Blue Tower Master, Hiridus, murmured as 
he stroked his beard. 


“T completely agree with the Black Tower Master. I’m a wizard before 
I’m the master of the Blue Tower. I have heard legends of Lady Sienna 
ever since I was a little kid. I still deeply respect Lady Sienna.” 


“T don’t wish to resist Lady Sienna’s wrath. If she appears because 
she’s angry, then I will instantly kiss the ground and beg for 
forgiveness.” 


“,.What are...?” 


Dumfounded, Conrell shook his head. He wasn’t a wizard, so he 
couldn’t understand the tower masters. 


“To explain it in easy terms, Conrell,” Melkith began to speak, 
grinning. “Creating something is tricky and bothersome. I’m not sure 
if you have a talent for carpentry, but let’s say you are making a chair 


or... a desk.” 
“’,.What are you talking about so suddenly?” 


“Be quiet and listen. If you are going to make a chair and a desk, it 
will take a long time. Creating something is usually annoying and 
requires time. But destroying it? It’s very easy, it’s not so difficult to 
destroy something that has been already created. You can just throw it 
against the wall or smash it with a hammer.” 


Conrell understood what Melkith was saying. 


“200 years ago, didn’t Lady Sienna build the Abram palace in a week? 
She collapsed the ground to build a lake, move the palace on top of it, 
and put many spells in place. But she wouldn’t need a week to destroy 
the palace. She’d need... what, an hour at most?” 


Conrell’s face turned pale. Now, he finally understood the Tower 
Masters’ source of fear that had been a mystery to him before. 


“Boom.” Melkith dramatically mimicked the sound. 


Her voice was small, but Conrell’s shoulder flinched. “That’s how the 
palace sinks. Who can stop her? I agree with the Black and Blue Tower 
Masters. If Lady Sienna wishes to do so, I won’t stop her. I’m going to 
run far away, but not that far away. I’m going to watch the whole 
thing, and if Lady Sienna seems less angry... hehe. I’m going to 
quietly approach her and hand her a cold drink.” 


“Are you seriously...!” Conrell raised his tone in anger. 


“Tf you really want to stop Lady Sienna, then ask the court wizard to 
stop her, not us,” Melkith mockingly continued. 


Conrell quietly turned his head to Trempel, but Trempel’s face 
crumpled into a frown. 


“ ,.Ahem...” Conrell cleared his throat. 


Honein tried to calm down and wake up from this shock. He held his 


breath a couple of times, took a deep breath, and looked at Eugene. 
“.,.Did Lady Sienna really say so?” 


“T swore, didn’t I? I did not lie, Your Highness,” Eugene answered. 
“..Why did she say such a thing?” 


“There are many reasons, but I can only tell you one. The wizards in 
Aroth do not respect Lady Sienna.” 


“Respect?” Conrell abruptly interrupted them.“What in the world are 
you talking about? For 200 years, Aroth has done nothing but respect 
Lady Sienna! We built a plaza and named it after her. We managed 
her mansion and built so many statues of her! Do you think that’s it? 
We altered all educational curricula in Aroth’s school so children can 
learn to respect Lady Sienna...” 


“You have been using the plaza and the mansion as a tourist spot.” 
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“Besides, the Aroth wizards have been abusing the familiar that Lady 
Sienna left for a long time. You are seriously not going to say 
dissecting the familiar wasn’t abuse, are you?” 


“That... was... inevitable for the development of magic and locating 
Lady Sienna...” Conrell stuttered. 


“Yes, please save that for the furious Lady Sienna who will appear 
later. Anyhow, Lady Sienna handed Akasha over to me, and she 
requested me to take care of the familiar.” 


“...What did you say?” 


Aside from Lovellian and Trempel, no one knew this. Eugene 
dramatically lifted his Cloak of Darkness. 


“Did Lady Sienna really say she’s going to drown Abram because she’s 
furious about my treatment?” As if she waited for this, Mer stuck her 
head out. She looked up at Eugene with sparkling eyes, feeling 


touched and excited at the same time. 


“Yeah. Do you know how angry Lady Sienna got when I talked about 
you? I’m not bullshitting, I almost ran away because I was so scared,” 
Eugene answered. 


“How could you distort the truth!” Conrell raised an outcry. 


When he did, Mer swiftly turned her head at the outcry. “Distort the 
truth? Hey, you old man! You are the one who’s distorting the truth! I 
am right here! I, the living witness and subject of the abuse! How can 
you spout this kind of bullshit?!” 


“Hmmph...!” 


“Did you bring out the familiar of Witch Craft? How? No... is it okay 
to do that?” Honein urgently asked. Witch Craft was the center of the 
Hall of Sienna and the most valuable treasure in Akron. He didn’t 
mind if it was Akasha, a staff that couldn’t be used, but he could never 
overlook the loss of Witch Craft. 


“Yes, it’s okay. I only brought out Mer. Witch Craft is still in there.” 
“But... the familiar...” Honein fumbled. 


“All Mer did in the Hall of Lady Sienna was wait until the elevator 
door opened and say, ‘Welcome to the Hall of Wise Sienna!’, right?” 
Eugene spoke as if it wasn’t big of a deal. 


However, Mer puffed out her cheeks in annoyance. Fidgeting inside 
the cloak, Mer pinched Eugene’s waist. “Wrong. I do a lot of other 
stuff. I clean, organize the bookshelf, and...” 


“Other familiars without intelligence can do that too. It doesn’t have 
to be you. Don’t interrupt me and go back inside.” 


“You are trash, Sir Eugene.” Pouting in frustration, Mer went back 
inside the cloak. 


“Anyhow, I brought Akasha and Mer out because it was Lady Sienna’s 


wish. She personally requested me to have Akasha, how could I say no 
to that? It will also be disrespectful to Lady Sienna to hand over her 
gift without her permission,” Eugene said. 


Although he didn’t say it directly, everyone in this hearing knew what 
Eugene was talking about. No matter what kind of excuse they used, 
taking away Akasha from Eugene meant disrespecting the Wise 
Sienna. 


“.,.So, Lady Sienna is alive. That’s fortunate news,” Balzac spoke. 


Out of all people, Balzac was saying something like that? Everyone’s 
eyes turned to him. 


In spite of everyone’s blatant stare, Balzac simply grinned and 
shrugged. “I’m not implying anything else. I respect Lady Sienna as a 
fellow wizard. There are still some people who doubt the Black 
Wizards and the Demon King of Incarceration... Sir Eugene, would 
you please unveil the truth about her seclusion here?” 


‘Wow.’ Eugene stared at Balzac. Vermouth had hurt her, so she had to 
seclude herself. The reason she wasn’t able to recover was the attack 
of the Black Dragon Raizakia. Maybe the Demon King of Incarceration 
was behind all that. However, Sienna didn’t mention who could 
possibly be behind all this. Could Eugene interrogate Balzac for this? 
That was too risky. 


“...Lady Sienna secluded herself to cultivate.” 
‘T will just answer it vaguely,’ Eugene thought. 


“Another reason for her seclusion was to protect the elves from the 
demonic disease, since Helmuth isn’t taking any responsibility for it.” 


“Haha...” Balzac smiled bitterly and shook his head. “I have to stay 
neutral regarding the demonic disease. Still, please keep this in mind. 
To take the responsibility for the demonic disease, the Demon King of 
Incarceration is bestowing a lot of charity to the elves who naturalized 
to Helmuth.” 


“That’s none of my business.” Eugene showed a twisted smile. 


“’,.. understand your situation,” Honein began to speak after deep 
thought, with mixed emotions on his face. “First, I believe everyone in 
the Magic Kingdom of Aroth will be happy to hear that Lady Sienna is 
alive. Even if Lady Sienna is furious with Aroth... I... as the Crown 
Prince of Aroth... I will be welcoming Lady Sienna’s return.” 


“Even if Lady Sienna tries to sink the palace?” Melkith mischievously 
asked. 


Shuddering, Conrell glared at Melkith, but Honein unhesitatingly 
nodded. 


“I believe Lady Sienna’s wrath is valid. Even if it was done hundreds 
of years ago, it is true that the Aroth wizards abused Lady Sienna’s 
familiar.” 


“.,.But... Your Highness. No matter how much Lady Sienna is revered 
in Aroth, threatening the royal family...” Conrell murmured. 


“We still have to take responsibility,” Honein continued as he glared 
at Conrell. “Or what, are you going to summon the entire court 
wizards to fight against Lady Sienna? If we do so, wouldn’t countless 
wizards take Lady Sienna’s side? Right now, three out of five tower 
masters just stated that they won’t be participating, didn’t they?” 


“Four, actually,” Lovellian spoke after staying quiet all this time. “I 
think it’s unnecessary to even say this, but I consider myself as Lady 
Sienna’s disciple. I will never go against Lady Sienna. I think it also 
applies to the Green Tower Master.” 


Jeneric didn’t answer, but just glared at Eugene with fiery eyes. 
Eugene read blatant and intense jealousy from his fiery eyes. 


“ ..Then we will have to exclude everyone from the towers in this 
fight. Lord Edgard, how about the Wizard Guild?” Honein asked. 


“_..If the royal family wishes so... I will provide support. However, I 
cannot force the wizards in the Guild, Your Highness. Please 
understand that,” Edgard answered. 


“Of course. The Guild isn’t an army.” 


“How could the people of Aroth...!” Conrell’s fists trembled in anger, 
but no one tried to change their mind after hearing Conrell. 


“...Don’t delude yourself, Prime Minister. Aroth has no intention to 
wage war against Lady Sienna. Even Lady Sienna wouldn’t want that,” 
Honein continued, sighing. “I desperately hope that an apology from 
the royal family will be enough to calm Lady Sienna’s anger down... 
Lord Eugene, what do you think? Do you think Lady Sienna will really 
sink Abram into the water?” 


Eugene thought about Sienna’s personality. He would expect no less of 
her. 


“Tf I put in a good word, she won’t sink the palace. Maybe she will just 
tear down the palace walls a little bit...” Eugene trailed off. 


“Aroth won’t claim the ownership of Akasha,” Honein answered as he 
nodded. “Of course, we will also be guaranteeing the freedom of Lady 
Sienna’s familiar. To prove our sincerity... we will grant the familiar a 
citizen card.” 


“That is also unprecedented,” Melkith interrupted as she chuckled. “A 
familiar with a citizen card... Ah, no offense. I’m just amazed, since 
this is unprecedented.” 


“Do you wish for anything else?” Honein asked. 


Honein’s thoughts jumbled. From the start, Honein had figured that it 
was impossible to take Akasha away from Eugene. If Honein 
stubbornly persisted, then he would really be burning the bridge to 
Eugene. 


Honein desired Eugene’s allegiance very much. He had even promised 
Eugene the seat of the Chief Court Wizard. The promise was made 
verbally, but he was really going to honor it. That wasn’t all — he had 
even promised Eugene to show him the second volume of Witch Craft, 
which was being kept by the Aroth royal family. That was the best 
treatment that the king of Aroth could offer to a wizard. 


“... was going to gain his favor by derailing the hearing and handing over 
Akasha,’ Honein thought. 


Ever since the Wise Sienna was brought up, the hearing was no longer 
about interrogating Eugene. Instead, they were the ones tiptoeing 
around him. 


“...No, since Lady Sienna handed Akasha over to him... Things were bound 
to turn out this way.’ 


Still, the tide overwhelmingly turned in Eugene’s favor after he 
mentioned how Sienna was going to knock over Aroth herself. Honein 
genuinely believed it was really fortunate that it was he who was 
attending this hearing instead of his father. 


In the end, two things were set in stone: the Kingdom of Aroth did not 
want a war against the Wise Sienna, and the kingdom had to tiptoe 
around one young wizard. They were both things that a king could 
never admit to. 


“’,.Let’s wrap it up.” Feeling mixed emotions, Honein stood up from 
his seat. 


Conrell was way past feeling conflicted, his whole face was miserably 
contorted. He really didn’t want to accept the result. This wasn’t a 
hearing, nor was it an interrogation. Normally, in cases like this, the 
participants had an in-depth conversation, considered their interests, 
and prioritized their country’s profits. That was why he, the prime 
minister, had come. 


But what was this? This was just a quarrel between children. They 
were just retreating because the other side was bigger and stronger... 


‘,..But that is the nature of politics.’ 


With a crumpled face, Conrell sighed. He wasn’t a wizard, but he had 
to admit it. The Wise Sienna had secluded herself 200 years ago, and 
if she was still alive and had become stronger... one kingdom 
wouldn’t be enough to handle her. 


“...Interesting,’ thought Eugene. He liked when problems solved 
themselves, but he felt a bit bitter. ‘No, well... Sienna is worth the 
respect.’ 


She was the greatest wizard in history. She was one of the five people 
who killed three of the Demon Kings 300 years ago. Eugene knew 
Sienna well, so he didn’t really feel nervous around her. However, ‘the 
Wise Sienna’ was a legend just by and of herself for the wizards of the 
later generations. They couldn’t even imagine going against her. 


‘Then what about me?’ 
The Stupid Hamel. 


‘This is all because I have ‘stupid’ in front of my name. Damn it, Sienna. 
Couldn’t you find a better word than ‘stupid’? The Strongest Hamel, The 
Absolute Hamel, The Asura Hamel... ’ 


When Hamel swung his sword as he shouted ‘Asura Rampage!’, he 
would really become a demon. But then, Molon’s assessment of Asura 
Rampage came to Eugene’s mind, and the Hamel Style also... 


The Strongest Hamel’s Lightning Counter. The Absolute Hamel’s Dead 
End. The Asura Hamel’s Asura Rampage... 


Eugene couldn’t take it anymore and slapped himself hard. 


Chapter 122 
The Hearing (3) 


“A citizen requires a surname too. Then, is your name going to be Mer 
Merdein?” 


Eugene had suddenly gotten something to tease Mer over. As the 
thought came to his mind, he turned to Mer and smirked. 


“MerMerMerdein.” 


“’..You are truly something, Sir Eugene,” Mer muttered as she was 
seething. 


“Didn’t Sir Hamel die when he was thirty-eight? And you are twenty 
years old right now, Sir Eugene.” 


“Yeah, that’s right,” Eugene answered. 


“So if we add your age from the past life, then you are fifty-eight years 
old right now. It’s close to sixty. How could you be so childish?” 


“Trempel Vizardo is close to seventy, but he said I was a flighty 
rulebreaker because I flew across the city,” Eugene retorted, but he 
felt bitter. The moment when he had felt great about calling Ciel a 
flighty rulebreaker came to his mind. He thought that when he met 
Ciel again, he should really apologize to her about that. 


“T never wished for a surname, but I don’t really mind even if my 
name becomes Mer Merdein. Lady Sienna gave me the name, and 
Merdein is Lady Sienna’s surname whom I really really like and 
respect.” 


“T think your name came from ‘Merdein.’” 


“...That can’t be possible. Lady Sienna is wiser and more considerate 
than you know, Sir Eugene. There must be some other reason why my 
name is Mer,” Mer quickly replied. 


“T really don’t think there is another reason...” 


“How could you possibly know what Lady Sienna thinks, Sir Eugene? I 
am Mer Merdein. Besides, I can’t use your surname and become Mer 
Lionheart. ” 


“,..Actually, it wouldn’t be that bad, would it?’ Mer stopped speaking as 
she was absorbed in thought. 


Mer had complete faith in the fairytale. She had never thought that 
Sienna was the author of the fairytale. That was understandable, that 
fairytale... the first edition was too much even in Mer’s eyes. The 
Beautiful Sienna, the Cute Sienna—those were the actual words 
written in the book. 


“... That fairytale must have been written by one of Lady Sienna’s 
followers.’ 


If Mer thought rationally, that was the reasonable answer. 


It wasn’t rare for such things to happen. Even in this generation, many 
people still followed the hero and his companions for killing the 
demon kings. Therefore, everyone on the continent must have 
followed the hero and his companions 300 years ago. 


‘Sir Eugene and Lady Sienna didn’t say that the fairytale was a complete 
fiction,’ Mer thought. But then, a line from the book came to her mind. 


‘Sienna, I really liked you.’ 


‘Even if Sir Eugene denies having said such a thing, the book was written in 
a way for Sir Hamel to leave that kind of will... then doesn’t it mean there 
was something going on between them?’ 


Mer recalled Sienna’s life in Aroth. She had taught her magic to her 
three disciples. The disciples had given their hearts and souls for 


Sienna to not be lonely. She had also opened her heart to the disciples. 
The only people who personally interacted with Sienna were the 
disciples and Mer. 


Mer remembered Sienna used to bury herself in the magic research 
without sleeping for days in the empty mansion. Dozens of party 
invitations came every month, but Sienna never accepted the 
invitation. She never even opened them... 


“...Sir Eugene said Lady Sienna considers me like a daughter.’ 


Mer clenched her small fist. When a man and a woman got married, 
the couple’s surname was decided by their families’ power—whoever 
was from the stronger family got to keep their surname. 


The surname ‘Merdein’ belonging to the Wise Sienna, or the surname 
‘Lionheart’ belonging to the most prestigious house on the continent... 
If she became Mer Merdein, nothing would change, but what if she 
became Mer Lionheart? If she welcomed Sienna with the surname of 
Lionheart... 


“What are you thinking about?” Eugene asked as he turned back to 
Mer. 


She flinched after being brought to reality. “Yeah, yeah yeah yeah. 
What?” 


“What could you possibly think about to space out that hard? You’re 
even drooling.” 


“No, nope. I’m not drooling.” Mer quickly wiped her mouth. She really 
wasn’t drooling. 


“So, what are you going to do now? Are you really going with Mer 
Merdein?” 


“..Mer Lionheart doesn’t sound so bad,” she quietly answered. 


“No, you can’t use it.” 


“Why? ” 


“Because that’s out of my authority. It’s true the main house loves me, 
but that doesn’t mean I can name you Lionheart as I please.” 


“Wouldn’t it be okay if you become the Patriarch, Sir Eugene?” She 
asked. 


“Do I have to become a Patriarch to name you Mer Lionheart when I 
don’t even want the seat?” Eugene grumbled as he stared at the 
document for the citizen card in front of Mer. The slot for her surname 
was still blank. 


“ ..Then how about Sir Lovellian’s surname? He said he didn’t mind.” 


“T know the Red Tower Master is a nice person, but that doesn’t mean 
I want his surname. I also don’t want to burden the Red Tower Master 
into having a daughter when he didn’t even get married yet,” Mer 
shrugged. 


In the end, Mer became Mer Merdein. Since the superior office had 
ordered the person in charge beforehand, Mer’s citizen card was 
issued right away. 


Mer held up her citizen card with both hands, eyes sparkling. 
“_..1 feel like I became a human.” 
“T honestly can’t tell the difference,” said Eugene. 


“That’s because you are looking away from the truth, Sir Eugene. You 
know better than anyone else that I’m not a human. The only reason I 
can exist like this is that my control formula is engraved inside you,” 
Mer giggled as she rose up from her seat. 


“Aside from Lady Sienna, no wizard will be able to build a familiar 
that behaves as human-like as I do. Still, ’m not a human. I’m... more 
like a golem.” 


“’,.Golem?” Eugene asked. 


The golem built by Hera a few years ago came to his mind. She said 
the golem was made with Carbrium, but it was impossible to call it a 
human. 


“Tt is a big taboo in magic to create ‘life.’ Lady Sienna was arrogant 
and was more of a wizard than any other wizard, but... she never 
committed taboo.” 


There was no blood running inside Mer. She didn’t even have a heart 
or other organs. 


“The fact I can move doesn’t necessarily mean I’m alive. Life means 
soul, every living being has it. I don’t have a soul. My ego was built 
based on Lady Sienna’s childhood memories. I am simply an artificial 
intelligence that is capable of learning on its own. You have given me 
freedom by engraving my control formula in yourself... but my root 
still resides in Witch Craft.” 


Mer smiled. Eugene quietly stared at her as she continued, “Just look 
at this citizen card. A citizen card is synchronized with the owner’s 
blood and only a living being can shed blood. Although it serves a 
similar purpose, it’s hard to call machine oil ‘blood,’ right?” 


“You are too strict with yourself.” Eugene tousled Mer’s hair as he 
grumbled. “Artificial intelligence? So what? You don’t blindly follow 
orders, you make your own judgment. Blood and oil don’t run inside 
you, but mana does.” 


“,.What does that have to do with this?” 


“T gained something as the owner of Akasha.” Eugene pulled aside his 
cloak to show Akasha. 


“Akasha synchronizes with my consciousness to transform the spells 
that I have analyzed and learned into their optimal state. In other 
words, it ‘understands’ magic.” 


“Akasha improves the owner’s understanding of magic, but it’s not 
perfect. Right now, I can’t understand every piece of magic that 


composes you. However, I do understand this: mana is the foundation 
of life.” 


“ ,.Foundation?” 


“Yes, that’s why it has infinite possibilities. So what if only a living 
being can bleed? Mana runs in your body instead of blood. Rather 
than bone and flesh, perfectly bonded mana makes up your body.” 


“ ,.You can’t convince me with those kinds of words.” 


“T told you, Akasha helped me understand magic. I can’t completely 
understand your control formula, but I do understand how your body 
was made. I can actually see it right now.” Eugene squinted as he 
stared at Mer. 


“Mer, youre right that Sienna is arrogant, more of a wizard than 
anyone else, and didn't commit a taboo. Just as you are strict because 
you were built based on Sienna's childhood personality, Sienna was 
strict and adhered to the rules when it came to magic. Still, she was 
mischievous and somewhat twisted.” 


It wasn’t just Sienna. A wizard, especially an Archwizard, would 
inevitably fall into madness while trying to become stronger. 


“Sienna does not commit taboos, she works around taboos. You are 
not technically a human, but Sienna still made you a human by 
working around the taboo, not committing it.” 


Mer tried to hold back her tears, her face crumpled. 


“Mer Merdein, you should be proud of yourself and you should be 
proud of this fact.” 


A weird sound escaped from Mer’s mouth. Her pouting lips trembled 
and her eyes became teary. 


Eugene had a mischievous smile on his face as he watched her. “Are 
you crying again?” 


“’...7m not.” 


“Your personality is based on Sienna’s when she was a child. Then 
doesn’t it mean Sienna was a crybaby if you are a crybaby?” Eugene 
teased her. 


“No, no that’s not true. I’m not a crybaby and Lady Sienna isn’t a 
crybaby.” 


“Come on, she is a crybaby. Sienna cried a lot when I died. Not only 
did she cry a lot after I died, but she also cried when she met me this 
time." 


“ ..Lady Sienna is just sensitive. She has a very kind and beautiful 
heart, so she cries when the situation demands it.” Of course, Mer 
defended Sienna. 


“Well, that’s the definition of a crybaby.” Eugene kept teasing Mer as 
they stepped outside. 


“You finally came.” Melkith El-Hayah was wearing a big pair of 
sunglasses and a fur hat. The sunglasses were covering half her face, 
and the fur hat made Eugene question her fashion sense. Was that a 
fox tail sticking out of the fur coat? The fluffy fur around her neck 
seemed to symbolize her stubbornness. [1 


“What are you doing here?” 


The White Tower Master twisted her curly hair underneath the hat. “I 
was waiting for you.” 


Melkith’s eyes were on the Cloak of Darkness that Eugene wore. The 
cloak was originally her artifact. She had treasured it so much that she 
had rarely worn it... Melkith took a big breath and strode toward 
Eugene. 


“Didn’t it get worn out a bit?” 


“That’s not possible. As you may know as the former owner, an 
appearance restoration spell is cast on the cloak, Lady Melkith,” 


Eugene answered. 

“ ..Former owner? That cloak is mine!” 

“Oh, right. I have been using it for over three years, so I forgot.” 
“...You have six years left.” 

“Did you come all the way here to tell me that?” 


“No way!” Lowering her sunglasses, Melkith glared at Eugene. The 
hearing had ended the day before, so she thought this was the perfect 
moment to speak with Eugene. However, she couldn’t because 
Lovellian had left with Eugene right after the hearing ended. She 
thought it was better that he had left like that, since she didn’t have to 
resist the temptation. 


It had already been a few days since Eugene came to Aroth, and 
Melkith knew about his arrival on the first day. She had been patient 
in her own way, doing her best to suppress her desire to visit him. 


“...1 can’t let him think I am the one who needs to meet him.’ 


Since she had been patient for a few days, she thought it would be 
okay to visit now. 


“Is Wynnyd doing alright?” 
“What’s there for it to not be alright?” 
“You little... You have a nasty tongue.” 


“Let me tell you something first. I won’t be lending Wynnyd to you, 
Lady Melkith. Isn’t it tiring and bothersome for both of us? And it’s 
not just us. I have to report to the Black Lion Castle to lend it to you, 
and they also need to send an observer.” 


“ ..Hey, kid. Although it is good to do things by the book, a wizard 
should sometimes challenge and flout the rules. You are a Lionheart, 


but you are also a wizard, aren’t you?” 


After quietly listening to Melkith, Mer burst into laughter. Melkith 
tilted her head in confusion, failing to understand why Mer laughed. 


“..What? Why is she laughing?” 
“She just heard the same thing from somebody else a moment ago.” 


“ ,.l assume it was you, wasn’t it? Great, you see through the true 
nature of wizards.” Melkith bragged as she patted Eugene’s shoulder. 
“Yes, kiddo. A wizard should be shrewd. Without violating the rules, a 
wizard should go around them and pursue their own profit. If you 
lend me Wynnyd only for a few days and we all stay quiet about this, 
then no one will know.” 


“No matter what you say, I’m not lending you Wynnyd. As you said, 
Lady Melkith, I’m a wizard but I’m also a Lionheart.” 


“’..l’m guessing I can’t persuade you.” Melkith knitted her eyebrows. 
“Well, fine. I just suggested it. Let me be clear. I don’t have any 
lingering feelings, okay?” 


“That’s good to know.” 


She was lying. She had a metric ton of lingering feelings. However, 
these kinds of matters couldn’t be solved just because she insisted. 
Ultimately, Melkith didn’t have anything that could change Eugen’s 
mind. 


She was an Archwizard and a Tower Master, so she had many 
valuable artifacts. However, she didn’t have many artifacts that were 
better than the Cloak of Darkness. That was Melkith’s magic armor 
and the artifact indefinitely belonged to her soul, so she could never 
give it to him. 


‘Anything less than the Cloak of Darkness is worth nothing. Since I lent him 
the Cloak of Darkness, he will only be interested in an artifact on the same 
level. ’ 


She still had lingering feelings... but she didn’t insist any further. This 
wasn’t her primary goal anyway. 


“Then how about this?” Melkith grabbed Eugene’s shoulders with her 
two hands. 


“As you already know, I am the best spirit summoner in this century... 
no, in history. I am certain there won’t be a better spirit summoner 
than me for at least 200 years after I die.” 


“Why 200 years? That’s oddly specific.” 


“Are... you seriously asking that? The Great Vermouth was born 300 
years ago, right? I was born 200 years later than him.” 


‘Come to think of it, Melkith idolized Vermouth for contracting with the 
Wind Spirit King,’ thought Eugene 


“’,.Oh, yeah. So?” 


‘Cheeky little kid,’ Melkith thought. She was so annoyed by Eugene that 
she almost crushed his shoulders. She smiled as she calmed down with 
difficulty. 


“And I will teach you spirit summoning magic. You may already know 
this, but this is once in a lifetime opportunity. Your teacher, Lovellian, 
is a brilliant wizard. Still, his magic and spirit summoning magic are 
entirely different.” 


There was a reason for her confidence. Melkith was an Eighth Circle 
Archwizard who contracted with two spirit kings. 


“.,.Aren't people born with the ability for spirit summoning magic?” 
Eugene lukewarmly asked. “People may be born with spirit affinity. If 
they have magic talent on top of that, they can instantly contract with 
a spirit when they begin to feel mana.” 


“Geniuses are monsters with talent,” Melkith answered as she snorted. 
“As you said, innate talent is everything in spirit summoning magic. 
The reason I could make a contract with two spirit kings was that the 


lightning and earth spirits loved me ever since I was born. But so 
what? You are also called a genius. ” 


“That’s why I’m saying this. A genius can never understand a man of 
no genius. You could naturally use the spirit summoning magic ever 
since you were born, Lady Melkith, but I can’t. How would it be 
possible for you to teach me spirit summoning magic?” 


After letting Eugene’s shoulder go, Melkith stepped back. “...If we just 
consider the talent as a wizard... then, yes. Your teacher, Lovellian, is 
a better wizard than me. Yeah, I admit to that. I only reached the 
Eighth Circle by harmonizing the magic and the spirit summoning 
magic. But that’s why I’m unique, kiddo. I may not be a better wizard 
than your teacher, but I have something that your teacher can never 
have.” 


“You sure do,” Eugene answered half-heartedly. 


“Tt also applies to you. You are a genius of the Lionheart family, the 
most prestigious warrior family. Besides all that, you are also born 
with the magic talent so high that you have already reached the Fifth 
Circle at twenty. Thanks to Wynnyd, you can also control wind 
spirits.” 


Melkith’s index finger dramatically swung from side to side. 


“Innate talent is pretty much everything. With effort, an ordinary 
person can improve, but they cannot become a genius. You must 
understand this too, kid. Unlike martial power and magic talent, you 
aren’t born with spirit affinity, but it doesn’t matter anymore since 
you can talk to the Wind Spirit King. You are able to use magic and 
control spirits right now, that’s enough for you to learn.” 


Eugene didn't answer and just stared at Melkith. She grinned and 
crossed her arms as she continued. 


“Spirit summoning magic is about dealing with spirits, not magic. Just 
because someone is using a sword to cast magic, that doesn’t make 
them a swordsman, don’t you get it? That’s why I’m going to teach 
you. There is no better teacher than me in this world,” Melkith said. 


Of course, she had an ulterior motive. Melkith was planning on 
summoning the Wind Spirit King using Wynnyd as a catalyst while she 
taught spirit summoning magic to Eugene. 


He could read her mind so clearly. 
[...Hamel.] 

Tempest’s voice sounded in Eugene’s head. 
[I hate her.] 

‘Why?’ 


[You may not know this, but she is not in her right mind. Do you 
know what she did with Wynnyd when you lent it to her without my 
permission? ] 


‘I don’t know.’ 


[She rubbed her naked body against the sword! I can’t believe there is 
still a person who believes that barbaric and primal superstition...!] 


Tempest let out a yell. 
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...Er... superstition?’ 


[The superstition about how the mix of a catalyst and a naked body 
triggers a spiritual response! How could a grand spirit summoner 
believe such superstition?! ] 


Well, Tempest had kind of brought that upon himself. Melkith had 
called him dozens, hundreds of times, but he hadn’t answered. 
Therefore, Melkith had ended up using a barbaric method. 


[That’s not it. She swung Wynnyd against the wind on top of the 
tower, all naked, to summon me! She even made some weird, 
inhuman sounds! ] 
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...” Eugene kept listening to Tempest silently. 


[I hate her. If you let her touch Wynnyd again, I will never answer 
your call.] 


‘Are you blackmailing me right now? So what? Do you think I will be sorry 
if you don’t answer me?’ 


[...1 will answer... but I hate her.] 

Tempest desperately resisted. 

“What’s your answer?” Melkith confidently asked. 
“He says nope,” Eugene answered right away. 
Melkith’s face contorted instantly. 

“Why not? Wait... he says? Who is ‘he’?” 
“Tempest.” 

“..What?” 


“T haven’t told you this yet, but I signed a contract with the Wind 
Spirit King.” 


Eugene politely bowed and passed by Melkith. Mer also chuckled as 
she followed Eugene. 


Melkith stayed frozen for a while. Then, she turned back, her neck 
stiff. She could see the shapes of Eugene and Mer in the distance. 


“Where are you going!!” 


Melkith let out a yelp and chased after Eugene. 


Chapter 123 
The Hearing (4) 


The Witch’s Sweet Dream. 


It had been recommended by Hera, from the Red Tower of Magic, as 
the best dessert restaurant in Pentagon. They didn’t take reservations, 
so there always was a line leading out the restaurant’s doors, but... 
with status, fame, and money, it was simple to overturn the rule of not 
taking reservations and secure a private table for themselves. 


They were quickly seated by a third-floor window that offered a great 
view. 


“Tt’s so... so pretty!” Mer gasped in amazement. 


Mer’s eyes twinkled like a starry sky as she looked at all the colorful 
desserts laid out in front of her on different plates. 


“And they taste amazing!” Mer squealed upon taking her first bite. 


She first tried the macarons stuffed full of cream. The cream, which 
anyone could tell tasted sweet just by looking at it, had even been 
studded with chocolate chips, and the smooth surface of the macarons 
was so brightly colored that it was hard to believe that it was a 
dessert. 


Mer trembled in delight as she munched on the stuffed macaron. 


“No one is going to take it away from you, so eat a bit slower,” 
Eugene nagged. 


“Why do I need to eat any slower?” Mer argued. “It won’t get stuck in 
my throat no matter how fast I eat, and I won’t feel sick either.” 


However, Mer still couldn’t do anything about the size of her mouth. 
No matter how wide the tiny Mer opened her jaws, there was a limit 
to the amount of macaron that fit inside her mouth. 


As such, she was quickly biting, swallowing, and biting again. After 
all, there was no such thing as being full for her. All the food that she 
ate was decomposed into mana and disappeared the moment that it 
passed through her esophagus. 


Mer felt a deep gratitude that her body had been constructed this way. 
This meant that she could eat an infinite amount of delicious and 
sweet things, and she wouldn’t gain any weight either. 


Just as she was happily contemplating the variety of cakes set out in 
front of her eyes, Mer’s expression suddenly turned cold. 


“Stop that,” Mer demanded. Her hand, swinging as fiercely as if it was 
trying to swat down an annoying fly, struck the back of Melkith’s 
hand. “I’m the one who ordered these.” 


“How stingy!” Melkith shrieked, her eyes widening as she glared at 
Mer. 


“T’m not stingy,” Mer denied. “White Tower Master, you’re just an 
uninvited guest. Sir Eugene and I didn’t give you permission to 
accompany us. However, you brazenly and stubbornly insisted on 
following us here and sat down with us.” 


“.,..am the White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah,” she declared 
proudly. “In this land of wizards, there is nowhere I am not allowed to 
gzo—” 


“You really are shameless. Do you really believe that your position as 
the White Tower Master can just excuse your rudeness? Even if you do 
have such a status, or at least you think you do, that still isn’t 
something that you should claim for yourself,” Mer spat out as she cut 
into a chocolate cream layered cake with her fork. “Of course, I’ve 
already known that the White Tower Master was shameless ever since 
twenty-eight years ago.” 


“... Twenty-eight years ago?” Melkith asked uncertainly. 


“Have you forgotten?” Mer kindly reminded her, “It was in summer, 
twenty-eight years ago. Right before you rose to the seat of the White 
Tower Master, when you first entered Akron.” 


Melkith’s face turned pale. She quickly manipulated the mana of the 
space they were in so that none of the conversation at this table could 
leak out. 


Mer continued, “You approached Witch Craft curiously, and exactly 
six minutes and twenty-one seconds later, you collapsed on the spot 
with a nosebleed and pissed yourself.” 


“..I lasted at least ten minutes.” Melkith attempted to correct her. 


“No,” Mer denied it. “It was six minutes and twenty-one seconds. 
Exactly. The only current Tower Masters to have come into contact 
with Witch Craft and pissed themselves are you and the Blue Tower 
Master, Hiridus Euzeland. The Blue Tower Master, at least, managed 
to last for eleven minutes.” 


Melkith was stunned silent. 


“As Lady Sienna's former familiar, I feel like I should be proud of the 
fact that a few Archwizards of the current era were unable to 
understand Witch Craft and were instead forced to piss themselves. 
However, you should at least clean up your own secretions. Don’t you 
agree? The Blue Tower Master cleaned his own mess up. However 
you, the White Tower Master, just ran away without getting rid of it. 
How shameless!” Mer pressured Melkith while still munching on her 
cake, as her shoulders shook in an unconscious response to the violent 
sweetness. 


“I... the White Tower Master, I’ve never...!” As Melkith stammered in 
embarrassment, her hair floated upward on its own. “It was just one 
cake! That’s all I wanted! Must I really listen to such disgrace for 
that!” 


“Really, how noisy. I’ll give you one, so please be quiet.” Mer gave in 
with a frown on her face as she pushed over to Melkith a cake that she 
had already taken a bite out of. 


“Kieeek!” Unable to contain her rage, Melkith let out a scream. 


It was a scream that Eugene happened to have heard several times 
before. 


“’..Really now,” Eugene sighed. “Did you have to talk about dirty 
things like pee or bodily secretions when we're at a dining table...” 


“Sir Eugene, you should be proud of yourself,” Mer complimented. 
“You were granted entry to Akron when you were twenty years 
younger than the White Tower Master, and you didn’t pee yourself in 
front of Witch Craft.” 


“Can you really bear to swallow the cake while talking about dirty 
stuff like that?” Eugene asked. 


“This cake... is just that amazing,” Mer insisted. “It’s sweet, but not 
too sweet. It doesn’t cloy the palate and instead disappears with a 
refreshing aftertaste. Here, take a look at these layers of brilliantly 
whipped cream! How did they manage something like this?” 


“By magic. This store’s patissier is said to have dozens of patents for 
baking magic. It might look just like ordinary cream, but each of those 
layers have had magic added to them to give it a different flavor,” 
Melkith explained with a sulky pout. 


“’..No wonder,” Mer muttered with a nod as she glanced at Eugene. 
“So that’s why Sir Eugene keeps glaring at that cake like he wants to 
kill it.” 


“,.Isn’t he just glaring like that because he wants to eat it?” Melkith 
asked in confusion. 


The answer to that was no. Eugene had no interest in the sweetness of 
the dessert that Mer so admired. Ever since his previous life, he 
preferred greasy, salty, and spicy food over sweet desserts. 


The reason why he was glaring despite all this was... 


“...Hmmm...” Eugene hummed thoughtfully with narrowed eyes as he 


stuck his hand in his cloak and pulled out Akasha. “Hmm...” 


His mana began to move. Melkith realized what Eugene was trying to 
do and felt some interest in seeing the spells. Magic whose creators 
had gone so far as to register a patent wasn’t the kind of magic that 
they would so easily share with others. The Witch’s Sweet Dream was 
called the best in Pentagon because its other competitors weren’t able 
to imitate this shop’s taste. 


‘The spell formula has been kept a secret. In the first place, flavor- 
transformation magic is a non-mainstream magic that people outside of the 
industry seldom come across,’ Melkith recalled. 


On top of that, it was difficult. If Melkith was forced to classify it, this 
magic belonged to the enchantment side of things, and unlike tools 
and weapons which were often used as the base for enchantments, 
food was a very fragile material. Even a slight fluctuation in mana 
control or error in the formula could cause the whole form of the spell 
to collapse or decay, ruining the flavor. 


‘As long as you put the practice into it, it’s doable, but compared to the 
effort you have to put in, there are clear limits on how far you can go with 
such magic,’ Melkith assessed. ‘In the end, it’s just making some food a bit 
more delicious... could this brat really have put in the time to learn such 


magic?’ 


Indeed, it seemed that Eugene really was young and hot-blooded. 
Melkith smirked as she sipped her tea. 


Curiosity and the desire to experiment were virtues that all wizards 
should possess. Since there was no way that Eugene could have found 
out the spell formulas used by this shop, it appeared that he just 
wanted to try out this new type of formula he had encountered... 


Tl get a good laugh out of it,’ Melkith decided. 


Eugene would definitely fail. If the spell were that easy to copy, this 
store wouldn’t have been able to stay perched at the top of this 
industry for the past ten years. Melkith readied her rounds as she 
prepared to laugh at Eugene’s failure. 


“...Hm,” Eugene hummed once more as his fingers poked the cake. 


There was a slight sparkle of light. Melkith’s eyes widened in shock. 
That slight sparkle was proof that the exact same spell formula had 
just been applied to the cake. If some other spell formula had been 

applied, the different formulas would have clashed with each other, 
causing the cake to collapse. 


‘Did he actually apply the exact same formula?’ Melkith wondered in 
disbelief as she quickly poked the cake with an outstretched finger. 


Seeing this, Mer’s face twisted in a horrible scowl as she spat out, 
“How rude!” 


Melkith didn’t hear this criticism, too busy thinking, ‘It didn’t collapse. 
What about the taste?’ 


She scooped up some cream with a finger and placed it into her 
mouth. The taste hadn’t changed all that much, though there was a 
slight incongruity... Even so, this was already enough of a surprise. 
Just how in the world had Eugene done this? 


While Melkith analyzed how the ‘flavor’ left in her mouth had differed 
from the previous taste, she stared at Eugene and asked, “Are you a 
regular to this store?” 


“This is my first time coming here,” Eugene answered. 
“Then, the magic you used just now...” 
“Well, I just copied what I saw.” 


“...You should know just how unbearably absurd that sounds to any 
wizard, don’t you?” 


“Tt wasn’t as easy as I’m making it sound,” Eugene replied with a 
smirk, “I underestimated it because I thought it was just infusing a 
spell into the cake.” 


“’,.From your point of view or mine, you can’t really call this magic 


all that impressive. However, it’s not a trivial piece of spellwork. This 
type of magic requires a deep level of proficiency in order to be used 
properly, even if the actual Circle level is low,” Mer said with a 
complicated expression as she held her chin. “...You said that you just 
copied what you saw. There’s now way that you could have seen the 
spell formula being cast in front of you, so... could it be an ability 
granted by Akasha?” 


“Tt allows me to understand most magic just by seeing it,” Eugene 
revealed as he pointed to his own eyes. “I’ve tested it a few times, but 
I can comprehend any spells between the First and Fifth Circle. It 
doesn’t really work that well from the Sixth Circle onwards.” 


“,..It doesn’t really work that well?” Melkith repeated as she laughed 
in disbelief. “The fact that you can say that means that you can still 
somewhat sense such magic in the first place. Even if it is a spell that’s 
of a higher level than your own Circle.” 


“That’s right,” Eugene confirmed. 


“ ,.That’s not something you should reveal so easily, brat. Is it because 
you’re not aware of how great an advantage it is to be able to see 
through higher ranks of magic than your own during a magic battle?” 
Melkith questioned exasperatedly. 


Eugene just grinned instead of replying. Melkith felt a dawning sense 
of horror from this smile. 


This brat wasn’t her opponent right now. No matter how lacking in 

dignity Melkith was, she was nevertheless a Grand Spirit Summoner 
who had made a contract with two Spirit Kings, and an Archwizard 
who had reached the Eighth Circle. 


“...Right now, he’s still only twenty years old. With enough martial talent 
to be called the second coming of the Great Vermouth, after becoming the 
Red Tower Master’s disciple, he has managed to reach the Fifth Circle in 
just three years, and now he’s even inherited Sienna’s legacy,’ Melkith 
counted off Eugene’s accomplishments. 


Now that he had become Akasha’s master as well, Eugene’s 
achievements in magic were sure to rise even faster. Melkith couldn’t 


imagine what Circle Eugene might reach in only a year or so. 


“...Even worse, this guy can actually cast spells a Circle above his own. 
He’s still not up to my level... but perhaps... if it’s not just with magic and 
instead he used everything that he has, he might even be able to combat a 
Seventh Circle wizard,’ assessed Melkith. 


This might be a bit disrespectful to the Lionheart clan’s reputation, but 
Melkith couldn’t help but feel that Eugene’s talent was devilish. His 
young age and such talent... she honestly couldn’t deny her desire for 
him. Anyone who saw such a gem in the rough!1] would be fascinated 
by it. Melkith licked her lips with a distressed expression. 


‘If only he wasn’t the disciple of the Red Tower Master,’ Melkith thought 
regretfully. 


She couldn’t just steal someone else’s disciple. However, there was 
nothing wrong with having a close relationship with them. Melkith 
didn’t have the nasty habit of wanting to trample any junior with 
overflowing talent — instead, she actually wanted to provide that 
talent with a bit of help, so that Eugene would owe her a favor in the 
future. 


“Tll teach you summoning magic,” Melkith declared once she had 
finished her considerations. 


“T’ve already refused your help earlier,” Eugene sighed. “Tempest 
really doesn’t like you, Lady Melkith.” 


“.,.That... that really... really hurts me... deeply, but—!” Melkith 
ground out through gritted teeth as she glared at Eugene. “I’m saying 
that I’lll teach you summoning magic for free! I have no desire to 
force a contract with a Spirit King who doesn’t like me. I’ll even make 
you a promise. I won’t even lay a hand on Wynnyd, nor will I try to 
mess with Tempest if you summon him.” 


aes Your poker-face is really good,” Eugene complimented. 


Melkith shouted in frustration, “Ah really! I, Melkith El-Hayah, am 
promising that I’ll teach you summoning magic without asking for 
anything in return!” 


“T don’t really believe in costless favors,” Eugene said with a tilt of his 
head as he smiled at her. 


Like she’d thought, he really was a cheeky brat. Melkith returned his 
smile and folded her arms. 


“’,.Well, the truth is, that it’s not like I don’t want anything from 
you,” Melkith admitted. “I’m hoping that as I teach you, our 
relationship will grow.” 


Eugene confessed, “I feel like ’'m already pretty close to you, Lady 
Melkith.” 


“So are you going to learn spirit summoning magic from me or not?” 


“Tf you’re offering to teach me, then I’ll make sure to learn with 
gratitude.” 


Eugene had no hesitation in accepting her offer this time around. At 
Eugene’s reply, Melkith cackled and nodded her head. 


“Good,” she said. “Right now is unsuitable, but I’ll make sure to visit 
you soon.” 


“Why is it unsuitable?” Eugene asked. 


“My spirit summoning magic focuses on controlling spirits of earth 
and lightning, and you haven’t contracted those spirits. I feel like 
you'll have a better chance of contracting the spirits of lightning 
instead of earth, but you don’t have any affinity towards lightning 
spirits,” Melkith judged. 


“So what then?” Eugene prompted. 


“T said it before, didn’t I? As long as you’ve signed a contract with the 
Spirit King of the Wind, your affinity with spirits isn’t all that 
important. Although it’s unlikely that you’ll be able to sign a contract 
with the Spirit King of the Lightning like me, you should be able to 
make contracts with lightning spirits up to the intermediate level. As 
long as I provide a catalyst, you should also be able to finalize a 


contract,” Melkith assured him. 


Instead of replying immediately, Eugene was lost in thought for a few 
moments. 


[Lightning Spirits are powerful. Even if it’s only up to the intermediate 
level, they should be able to achieve excellent results when combined 
with your skills. ] 


With a voice inside of his head, Tempest came to Eugene’s aid. 


[Especially when combined with one of the weapons in your 
possession, the Thunderbolt Pernoa. If a lightning spirit lends its aid to 
the weapon, its power would be amplified and the mana consumption 
would be reduced. ] 


‘That sounds about right,’ Eugene agreed thoughtfully. 


[Hamel. In your current list of skills, isn’t there something you once 
called the Lightning Counter? If that skill is amplified with actual 
lightning, it won’t just be called ‘lightning,’ you might be able to 
develop it into a real lightning bolt—] 


‘Mind shutting your piehole?’ Eugene immediately interrupted Tempest 
as his face transformed into a scowl and he thrust Wynnyd back into 
his cloak. 


Once he regained his composure, Eugene addressed Melkith, “... 
There’s also the fact that I won’t be staying in Aroth for all that long. 
Since the hearing is over, I was planning to head back either today or 
tomorrow.” 


Melkith snorted, “So what if you’re heading back, why should that 
matter? You’re just going to stay at the Lionheart clan’s main estate, 
aren’t you? That works out pretty well. I also happened to be 
interested in the elves staying at your main estate.” 


To be more precise, rather than the elves, Melkith was interested in 
the trees that were said to have been brought with them. Seeing as 
how they were transported together with the elves from the depths of 
the rainforest, those were definitely the fairy trees that only grew in 


close vicinity to the elven territory. 


‘As long as I get close enough, I might be able to snag a branch for myself,’ 
Melkith thought greedily. 


A branch of a fairy tree was a precious material that you might not be 
able to find even if you had the money to purchase it. Currently it was 
extremely rare for any branches to be in circulation, and most of those 
that were had already been processed into items. 


“Sir Eugene,” Mer finally spoke up. 


While Eugene and Melkith had been focusing on their conversation, 
Mer had vacuumed up all of the desserts. While she wiped away the 
whipped cream covering her lips, her eyes were still sparkling up at 
Eugene. 


“Could I please eat some more?” she requested. 
“...Aren’t you sick of those yet?” Eugene asked. 


“Sir Eugene, I haven’t been able to eat anything for the past two 
hundred years,” Mer pointed out. “Do you really think that I would 
get sick of such cakes after only eating a few of them?” 


“But that wasn’t just a few cakes...,” Eugene argued as he turned to 
survey the empty plates in disbelief. 


Despite his protest, that didn’t mean he wouldn’t allow Mer to have 
some more. With a trembling expression on his face, Eugene nodded 
his head, causing Mer to hug Eugene’s arm with a smile. 


“Thanks!” Mer said cheerfully. 
Melkith stared at Mer with wide eyes. 


Was this really the Wise Sienna’s familiar? The Mer that Melkith 
recalled wasn’t so lively and cute. Well, this was probably due to 
Melkith having peed herself in Sienna’s Hall, but in any case, she felt 
deeply surprised as she saw Mer show such a different attitude 


towards Eugene. 


“,..Since this familiar has the body of a woman... could it be that she likes 
handsome young men?’ Melkith speculated. 


But no, Mer’s current attitude wasn’t like that, it was closer to the way 
a daughter would pester her father... 


Melkith quickly dismissed the thought. “... There’s no way... if you count 
the years that familiar has been in operation, it should be well over two 
hundred.’ 


Although her mental age had been fixed by basing it on Sienna’s 
childhood personality... Melkith scratched her cheek in confusion as 
she felt that this was quite a complicated situation. 


“So you were here,” a voice interrupted. 


Just as Eugene was about to call a waiter over to place another order, 
someone approached their table. 


The sarcastic voice continued, “It’s nice to see you looking so relaxed, 
Eugene Lionheart.” 


It was the Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman. As he drew closer, 
Melkith narrowed her eyes and stood up to confront him. 


“Green Tower Master, I can’t help but think of some pretty rude 
assumptions about you right now,” Melkith admitted. 


Jeneric accepted her accusation, “I won’t scold you for being rude. 
Because your assumptions are probably correct.” 


“.,.Ha! Are you being serious?” Melkith scoffed. “The hearing is over 
and Aroth’s royal family has recognized Eug—” 


“But I haven’t recognized him,” Jeneric spat out as he glared at 
Eugene. “Even if Lady Sienna has recognized you and handed over the 
ownership of Akasha. As the Patriarch of the Osman family, and the 
Master of the Green Tower of Magic, I must assess you personally.” 


“How disgraceful,” Melkith remarked with a sneer. “I really don’t 
appreciate your overweening pride, Jeneric Osman.” 


The Wise Sienna had taught three disciples during her life. 


One of them was Lovellian’s grandmaster, who had served as the 
former Red Tower Master. 


The remaining two had stayed in the Green Tower of Magic, 
proceeded to marry, and had children together. This was the Osman 
family. The two’s son had served as the former Green Tower Master, 
and his son was Jeneric Osman, the current Green Tower Master. 


...But now that Eugene had become Akasha’s owner, and thus Sienna’s 
successor, the Osman family could no longer claim to be the 
legitimate heirs to her legacy. 


“Do you intend to defy Lady Sienna?” Eugene asked without standing 
up from his seat, simply staring at Jeneric. 


However Jeneric refused to back down and just glared back at Eugene. 


“J,” Jeneric declared, “believe that if you would claim to be the 
successor to the Wise Sienna, then you must be the most exceptional 
wizard of your time.” 


“Disgraceful,” Melkith repeated. “And arrogant as well. The greatest 
wizard of your time? Could it be, are you really saying that you’re 
confident enough to claim to be such a wizard?” 


Crackle. 
An electric current began to flow around Melkith. 
“You're really saying that in front of me?” 


Without hiding her hostility, Melkith glared at Jeneric as she hissed 
this question. Although her gaze was fierce, Jeneric didn’t shrink back 
and just snorted. 


“Tm not free right now, but if you so desire, I'll gladly establish the 
pecking order between us, Melkith El-Hayah. Although I admit that 
you’re a worthy and respected wizard, I don’t see you as above me.” 


“’,.Ahaha! Are you so old that you’re going senile? If you really do 
think that way, then... follow me outside right now!” Melkith finished 
with a challenging roar. 


“T should have already told you, I’m not free right now,” Jeneric said 
as his eyes coldly looked Eugene up and down. “What I want to 
confirm today isn’t who is superior between you and I. What I want to 
confirm is, between Eugene Lionheart and I, which of us two is the 
best suited to become Lady Sienna’s successor?” 


“You have no right to decide such a thing, Green Tower Master,” Mer 
cut in. 


Although she’d been smiling softly just a few moments before, Mer 
was no longer laughing. She was now confronting Jeneric with a cold 
and stiff look on her face. 


“In the first place, it is ridiculously arrogant for you to even believe 
that you have the right to decide who has the better qualifications. If I 
had to say why, then it’s because you're not qualified in the slightest,” 
Mer coldly pronounced. 


“.,.What?” Jeneric barked out indignantly. 


Mer explained, “Both you and your father. I’m saying that neither of 
you has the right to claim to be Lady Sienna’s successor. Your 
grandfather, Weiss Osman, and your grandmother, Frilla Hellen, may 
have been Lady Sienna’s disciples, but that doesn’t mean that their 
descendants can claim to be Lady Sienna’s successors.” 


Jeneric stewed in silence. 


“Instead, I believe that the only other person with the right to claim to 
be Lady Sienna’s successor is the Red Tower Master, Lovellian Sophis. 
Because Lovellian and his master, at the very least, managed to show 
respect to myself, Lady Sienna’s familiar,” Mer explained. 


Jeneric shouted, “A mere familiar dares to—!” 


Mer interrupted him, “Yes, Iam a mere familiar. That might just be a 
fact, but if you truly claim to be Lady Sienna’s successor, then it’s 
inappropriate for me to look down on you as you are. I remember 
what happened one hundred and twenty years ago. How your father 
had me dissected. Just how presumptuous they were in trying to dig 
into the core of Witch Craft?!” 


Jeneric’s face twisted into a scowl as he protested, “My father was 
doing that for the sake of Lady Sienna. It was in remembrance of Lady 
Sienna that he was attempting to fully comprehend the Witch Craft 
that she left behind for us!” 


“In remembrance?” Mer repeated mockingly. “Lady Sienna hasn’t 
died. She’s still alive, and she has recognized Eugene as her 
successor.” 


“Enough,” Eugene spoke up. “So, what the Green Tower Master is 
saying is... he doesn’t recognize me as Akasha’s master nor as Lady 
Sienna’s successor... Have I got that right?” 


Pushing his chair back, Eugene stood up. 


“Well then... I’m happy to accept such a challenge. Because legitimate 
or not, it’s that, ‘for now,’ I am lacking in terms or being a wizard 
when compared to the Green Tower Master,” Eugene easily admitted. 


“...For now?” Jeneric ominously repeated. 


“You have to consider our ages, of course. Take right now, for 
example. Isn’t it an ugly and shameful thing that someone who isn’t as 
talented as me, whose only advantage is having lived fifty years 
longer, is actually questioning a young man’s qualifications?” Eugene 
asked mockingly as the corners of his mouth twisted upwards. 


“Honestly speaking, I’m not sure what exactly it is you’re trying to 
achieve, Green Tower Master. Are you really trying to get me to hand 
over Akasha on the grounds that I’m currently lacking as a wizard 
when compared to the Green Tower Master? Have you seriously come 
here thinking that would be accepted? Or else, could it be that you’re 


so blinded by greed and jealousy that you want to take Akasha from 
me even if it means defying Lady Sienna, whom you claim to 
respect?” 


As he asked these questions, Eugene reached into his cloak. 


“In your opinion, do you really think that such stubbornness is 
acceptable? The Green Tower Master himself might believe that it is, 
but no one else who agrees will agree will feel the same way. Do you 
really think that you'll be able to convince Aroth’s royal family at this 
point? When they should currently be busy worrying that Lady Sienna 
might just drown Abram?” 


“ ,.Lady Sienna is also a rational wizard,” Jeneric insisted, his eyes 
bulging as he glared at Eugene. “Lady Sienna may have met you first, 
but she hasn’t met me yet. Since my abilities are superiors to yours, 
why would Lady Sienna still choose you as her successor?” 


“So what are you going to do about it?” Eugene challenged. 


“Let’s duel,” Jeneric proposed as he looked inside the cloak that 
Eugene had unfurled. 


The staff that he wanted, Akasha, was now in Eugene’s hand. 


“Of course, since there is a large difference between your skills and 
mine, an ordinary duel would be unfair. So I will limit myself and 
only use magic up to the Sixth Circle,” said Jeneric. 


“And me?” Eugene prompted. 


“Youre free to use all the abilities in your possession. The Lionheart 
clan’s martial arts and your magic, both are fine.” 


Even if a wizard of the Eighth Circle were to limit themself to using 
spells within the first six Circles, their skill would definitely not be 
limited to that of an ordinary Sixth Circle wizard. Even if the spells 
were from a lower Circle, they could match spells from a higher Circle 
depending on how they were used. 


In the first place, the Eighth Circle wasn’t something that could just be 
reached only by knowing spells that had a lot of power to them. A 
wizard’s Circle level depended on how deeply they understood magic 
itself. That was why the wall of the Eight Circle was so high, and why 
anyone who crossed that wall was allowed to call themself an 
Archwizard. 


“And if I refuse?” Eugene tested him. 
“Are you going to?” Jeneric sneered. 


“Of course not,” Eugene snorted as he picked up a crumpled napkin 
that was on the table. “If I lose, I will place Akasha in Akron and 
leave.” 


“’..You should hand it over to me,” Jeneric proposed greedily. 


Eugene immediately refused. “Absolutely not. This staff belongs to 
Lady Sienna, I’m just taking care of it for her.” 


Jeneric’s face stiffened at these words. He opened his mouth to say 
something, but his voice couldn’t come out. 


A napkin stained with whipped cream, which Mer had used to wipe 
her lips, was thrown into Jeneric’s chest. 


As he threw it, Eugene said, “I will accept your challenge, Green 
Tower Master.” 


The napkin struck Jeneric’s chest and fell to the floor. 
“Tf I win, I want you to apologize to Mer,” Eugene stated. 
“ ,.That’s...” Jeneric hesitated. 


Eugene further clarified his request. “And I want you on your knees, 
with your head bowed, very respectfully.” 


Jeneric’s face reddened in anger. 


Chapter 124 
The Green Tower Master (1) 


Inside of a spacious aerial carriage, Mer sat next to Eugene and 
distractedly fiddled with her fingers. No matter how much she thought 
about it, this whole situation didn’t make any sense to Mer. 


Akasha belonged to Sienna. The same went for Witch Craft and 
everything else that was in Sienna’s Hall; it all belonged to Sienna. 
Although they were currently displayed in the Royal Library Akron, 
the royal family of Aroth could not claim ownership of them. It was 
unacceptable for them to do so. Aroth had already asked far too much 
of Sienna. 


The Magic Kingdom of Aroth had a long history. The founder of 
Aroth, the Magic King, was called the first ‘Archwizard’ in the history 
of humankind, someone who had reached the pinnacle of ancient 
magic. Ever since then, Aroth had produced several great wizards. 


However, no other wizard had had as large an effect on the whole 
field of ‘magic’ as Sienna. None were able to copy her feat of defeating 
a Demon King with just a human’s body. Aroth was only able to 
establish its title as the Magic Kingdom because Sienna, having 
returned from Helmuth, had settled in Aroth. 


In the following three hundred years, countless wizards and people 
dreaming of becoming wizards had been drawn to Aroth out of 
admiration for Sienna and had settled here. Even after Sienna had 
gone into seclusion, this trend had continued unabated until the 
present day. 


‘...We already convinced the royal family,’ Mer thought as her lips stuck 
out in a pout. 


Of course, that persuasion was based on the threat of drowning the 
entirety of Abram. In any case, the important thing was that they had 


been convinced. 


Mer assessed the situation. ‘Crown Prince Honein seemed to have the 
intention of handing Akasha over to Eugene from the very beginning. If that 
old man called the prime minister hadn’t tried to hold on to it and failed, 
the handover would have gone much more smoothly.’ 


That was how things should have ended. 


“...Sir Eugene,” Mer spoke up after some hesitation. “There’s no need 
for you to accommodate the Green Tower Master’s stubbornness.” 


The Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman, was a wizard who thought 
of himself as the Chosen One. 


That had also been the case with Jeneric’s father, the former Green 
Tower Master. Mer clearly remembered just how wicked and terrible 
of a wizard that man was. While claiming that it was for the sake of 
magic and Lady Sienna, he had gotten consent from the Royal Family 
to dissect Mer, whom he treated as a mere familiar — no, as a mere 
‘thing.’ 


Although Aroth had acknowledged Akasha’s handover, Jeneric refused 
to recognize it. From the moment he was born, he had been installed 
with a pride in his ‘bloodline’ that made him unable to acknowledge 
what he should already have been forced to admit. Jeneric still felt 
that he could personally claim to be the legitimate successor of the 
Wise Sienna, so he had come to Eugene and issued a challenge. He 
never once doubted the fact that Akasha, which he himself couldn’t 
even use, would one day be the magic staff that belonged solely to 
him. 


“No matter how irritated and angry the Green Tower Master gets, he 
still has no right to claim Akasha’s ownership,” Mer argued. “He also 
has no way of taking it from you by force.” 


“That’s probably true,” Eugene agreed. 


“In the first place, asking for a duel was ridiculous and absurd. Even if 
Sir Eugene were to refuse the challenge, no one would call you a 
coward for doing so. Instead, they would consider it pitiful that the 


Green Tower Master would actually attempt to force a junior many 
years younger than himself into a duel,” Mer said indignantly. 


“Mhm,” Eugene responded wordlessly. 


“.,.Even if the Green Tower Master absolutely refuses to back down, 
there’s still no need to take part in a duel. After all, the Red Tower 
Master — no, practically all the Tower Masters except for the Green 
Tower Master will support Eugene in this. How amusing that the other 
Tower Masters respect Lady Sienna more than the Green Tower 
Master, who claims to be Lady Sienna’s legitimate successor,” Mer 
commented. 


Instead of replying, Eugene just grinned at her. As Mer, who was 
sitting across from Eugene, looked at him with eyes full of anxiety, he 
just shrugged casually. 


Mer recalled the exact moment during the conversation that Eugene’s 
attitude had undergone a transformation. When Jeneric had first 
appeared out of nowhere, Eugene hadn’t taken the lead in the 
conversation. It had been Melkith El-Hayah and Mer who had taken 
turns wrestling with Jeneric. 


—A mere familiar dares to—! 


Unable to control his rage, Jeneric had spat out these words. At that 
moment, Eugene’s expression had changed. When it was revealed that 
Jeneric’s father was behind Mer’s dissection in an attempt to uncover 
Witch Craft’s core mysteries, Eugene had gotten up from his seat. 


“_,.Is it really because of me?” Mer couldn’t help but ask this question 
after a few moments of hesitation. 


There was no need for Eugene to go that far. Mer hadn’t revealed that 
information because she had wanted to spur Eugene into action. ‘A 
mere familiar?’ Hearing words like these didn’t have any effect on her. 
Although Eugene had told Mer that she wasn’t just a familiar, Mer had 
already heard such hurtful words from people like Jeneric so many 
times that she had gotten tired of them. 


As such, Mer didn’t care even if she had to hear such nonsense one 


more time. As long as Sienna had truly thought of Mer as a daughter, 
and Eugene kept reassuring her that she wasn’t just a familiar, but a 
human being, that alone was enough for Mer. 


“Tt’s just that,” Eugene finally spoke up with a smirk, “that bastard, 
the Green Tower Master, looked down on me.” 


Eugene had always had this sort of personality, ever since he was 
Hamel. Even if he started out trying to control himself, the moment 
that his opponent crossed a ‘line’ that Hamel had set in his own mind, 
then he definitely wouldn’t be able to hold it in. He would need to 
vent his anger and irritable temper on the offender somehow. 


It was just like back then, seven years ago, when he had first arrived 
at the Lionheart clan’s main estate for the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony. At that time, Eugene hadn’t really wanted to get into an 
unnecessary fight with the twins from the direct line. However, when 
Cyan began disparaging Gerhard, Eugene’s own father, Eugene 
couldn’t hold it in any longer and he had accepted Cyan’s challenge to 
a duel. 


“ ,.Puhaha!” Melkith, who had been silently listening to them talk, 
suddenly burst into laughter. She wrapped her arms around her 
stomach as she doubled over cackling, then nodded her head and said, 
“You're right. Just like you said, the Green Tower Master, that bastard, 
really is looking down on you. I’ve always thought he was a nasty old 
man. Why do you think he came looking for you today of all days?” 


“Because Master Lovellian is absent,” Eugene answered. 


“That’s right. If the Red Tower Master was still in his Tower of Magic, 
would the Green Tower Master have dared to come looking for you 
spouting this nonsense about a duel? That bastard, he probably felt 
really conflicted when he saw you with me,” Melkith smugly guessed. 


“Even so, he still approached us in the end and spat out his nonsense. 
Ah, is that because he feels that the White Tower Master is actually 
inferior to himself?” Mer speculated. 


“Hahah!” Melkith laughed harshly. “If that really is the case, then 
that bastard Jeneric really is a fool. I would even bet that among the 


current day Tower Masters, not a single one of them is a worse wizard 
than Jeneric. It’s not just the Tower Masters either. Trempel Vizard, 
that aristocrat, would probably be able to take care of Jeneric in just 
ten minutes.” 


Eugene felt a bit surprised by these words. The impression that 
Eugene had gotten from Trempel was that he wasn’t all that 
impressive of a wizard. He seemed to just be an old wizard who threw 
around stale jokes that weren’t all that funny and who had always 
annoyed Eugene from the moment they had met by following him 
around and calling out ‘Lord Eugene, Lord Eugene.’ 


“...Hm. Brat, I can probably tell what you’re thinking from that 
expression on your face. That old man, Trempel, despite what he looks 
like, is actually quite the impressive person. In the first place, the fact 
that he’s able to stand at the heat of the Court Wizards as their 
commander means that he has to be Aroth’s number one battle 
wizard,” Melkith revealed. 


Eugene marveled, “His looks really are deceptive.” 


Melkith speculated, “That’s probably because he’s satisfied. He’s 
already reached the age that he has, there’s no position higher than 
the one he currently occupies, and it’s not like there is a wartime 
situation going on. In any case, Jeneric must have still pressed on after 
seeing me with you because he probably wasn’t sure of my 
relationship with you.” 


“Had he kept trying to pressure me into agreeing, even after I had 
refused, would you have taken my side?” Eugene asked. 


“There’s no need to even ask such an obvious question. However, 
didn’t you still end up foolishly accepting his request? That’s why I’ve 
accompanied you here,” Melkith said with a bright smile. “Magic 
comes in innumerable forms. After mastering their speciality of magic, 
each wizard who has gone on to successfully become an Archwizard 
has had to develop their own unique, ‘Signature’ spell. You should 
already be familiar with one, right? The Red Tower Master’s 
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‘Pantheon’. 


“T know of it, though I haven’t learned it,” Eugene admitted. 


“Tf you want to inherit that spell from him, you will probably have to 
actually reach the Eighth Circle first. That’s not just the case with the 
Red Tower Master’s Pantheon either. All Archwizards’ Signature Spells 
are high-level spells that can’t be imitated if you’re not in the Eighth 
Circle,” Melkith abruptly changed her mind. “No, they might be 
inimitable even if you do reach the Eighth Circle.” 


The specialty of the Red Tower of Magic was summoning magic. As its 
Tower Master, Lovellian was the best summoner among the current 
generation of wizards. His Signature Spell, Pantheon, was able to call 
on a whole pantheon of summons, each of whom had the power 
equivalent to a natural disaster. 


Melkith informed Eugene, “Jeneric’s Signature Spell is ‘Yggdrasil’. A 
spell that turns his own body into a giant tree... or at least that’s the 
most convenient way to think of it. No, would it be better to consider 
it a flower? But it doesn’t really suit him, does it?” 


“No, it doesn’t,” Eugene agreed. 


“Still, you can’t take that spell lightly. The moment that Yggdrasil is 
set up, Jeneric becomes a very difficult opponent to deal with. His 
attack speed is fast and he has crowd control, but that’s only the most 
obvious threats... what makes him especially tricky is that the entire 
land that Jeneric roots himself in comes under his control,” Melkith 
elaborated with a grin as she pointed out the window. “In principle, 
Jeneric might be able to take over about half of Pentagon. Isn’t that 
absurd? But an Eighth Circle Archwizard is just that sort of existence. 
And that’s the Archwizard Jeneric Osman that you’re scheduled to 
duel with.” 


“However, in his duel with me, he won’t be able to use that awesome 
Signature Spell of his, right?” Eugene pointed out. 


“That’s true. Because Yggdrasil is Jeneric’s original Eighth Circle spell. 
However, it’s not like he’s only limited to using only low-rank spells 
either, right?” Melkith intentionally erased her smile and stared at 
Eugene as she warned him, “Jeneric developed Yggdrasil by 
combining several different original spells. The completed version of 
Yggdrasil is in the Eighth Circle, but the previous version of the spell, 
the Divine Tree, is in the Sixth Circle. Jeneric was probably intending 
to use that spell to win from the very beginning.” 


“How cheap, so that’s why he set the limit at the Sixth Circle?” 


“Probably. While pretending to make such a reasonable concession, he 
actually just wants to reinforce his reputation as a wizard by crushing 
you.” 


Changing the subject, Eugene asked, “What kind of spell is the Divine 
Tree?” 


“Tt’s a miniature version of Yggdrasil,” Melkith answered. “Although 
he can’t just fire high-level magic like he could as Yggdrasil, it will 
still allow Jeneric to control the ground at the site of the duel.” 


“Well, that just means I need to keep flying,” Eugene said with a 
shrug. 


“'..That’s a joke, right?” Melkith asked in disbelief. “You intend on 
flying in the sky while facing a wizard of a higher Circle than you? 
The moment you start flying, you’ll be sent crashing to the ground 
with a Dispel.” 


“We can’t be sure of that until I try,” Eugene said confidently. “If 
you're not going to encourage me, could you at least stop trying to 
scare me off?” 


“T’m just trying to tell you that you can still give up at this point,” 
Melkight informed him as she leaned over and looked closely at 
Eugene. “Brat, I like your hotbloodedness. Since that bastard, the 
Green Tower Master, tried to take you for a fool, there’s nothing 
wrong with getting angry at him. However, what do you think that 
there is to gain from taking part in a real duel against him? The honor 
of fearlessly accepting a challenge from a wizard who’s stronger than 
you are? But is that honor worth as much as Akasha?” 


Mer didn’t say anything and just kept her head bowed. No matter how 
much she thought about it, it felt like it was her fault that this duel 
had been finalized. 


“Even if you call off the duel at this point, there shouldn’t be many 
people who will look down on you for it. Because you’re still young 
after all. And if Jeneric puts up a fuss because of that? I’ll take care of 


him. What? Do you feel like you’re burdening me? That bastard, 
Jeneric probably won’t want to fight me for real in any case, and I feel 
the same way,” Melkith assured him with a grin as she pointed behind 
herself, where Jeneric was riding in the aerial carriage ahead of them. 
“As long as I stand up to that bastard and quarrel with him, the Red 
Tower Master should find his attention drawn to here and come 
running over from Abram. The other Tower Masters should also follow 
suit. If that’s how the situation plays out, Jeneric also won’t be able to 
continue being so stubborn—” 


“T didn’t accept the duel because the blood suddenly rushed to my 
head,” Eugene interrupted her. “Since he refuses to recognize me, I 
want the chance to prove my qualifications to him. I also want him to 
apologize to Mer.” 


Mer hesitantly began, “...Sir Eugene, I’m fin—” 


“But I’m not fine, so just drop it. Mer, you know who ‘T am. My 
personality is a bit vicious. I’m also a touch stubborn. I’m also a piece 
of trash who won’t even lend an ear to what anyone else is saying. 
Whether it’s in the past or now, that’s all still the same,” Eugene said 
with a grin as he ruffled Mer’s hair. “Between honor and Akasha? If I 
had to choose one, then of course Akasha is more valuable. But that 
said, while honor isn’t completely worthless, I don’t really enjoy 
commenting about whether or not someone is honorable. Especially 
when it comes to myself.” 


“...But then why do you need to accept the duel?” Mer pleaded. 


“Because I’m not going to let him take it from me,” Eugene promised 
as the corners of his mouth twisted into a smile. “I can only use spells 
up to the Sixth Circle, but that’s ‘only spells’. Isn’t that right? Without 
relying on magic, there’s a lot of other things that I can do. If I 
immediately summon the Wind Spirit King, you can’t really classify 
his existence according to the Circle Formula, now can you? Of course 
not. Spirits are spirits, and Circles are Circles, so how do you decide 
what the equivalent is?” 


“’..Hm,” Mer hummed hesitantly. 


“Apart from that, I’ve also got other things up my sleeves. If I thought 
I was going to lose, then I wouldn’t have accepted the duel under 


these conditions,” Eugene assured her. 


Eugene understood why Melkith had been trying to warn him. While 
Eugene was talented, Jeneric Osman was also quite the talented 
person. If it was a contest of their ‘magic,’ then Eugene wouldn’t be 
able to beat Jeneric even if he got a free revive. Honestly speaking, 
even if Jenneric was only limited to spells of the Fifth Circle instead of 
the Sixth Circle, Eugene wasn’t confident that he would be able to 
beat Jenneric in a battle of magic. 


However, this wasn’t a battle of magic. It was a duel. Moreover, 
Jeneric had even told Eugene that he was free to use all of his 
abilities. 


The Lionheart clan’s main family had recognized Eugene’s martial 
talent and adopted him, but he was still only twenty years old. 
Experience was something that came with age, especially when it 
came to combat. 


So how exactly did Jenneric see Eugene? 


In the three years that Eugene had spent in Aroth, he had kept himself 
confined to Akron. The news that Eugene had killed both Assassins 
and Sand Shamans in Nahama hadn’t been revealed. Jenneric was also 
ignorant of how Eugene had fought with Barang in Samar, and the 
Zoran tribe had helped him while Eugene was escaping the forest with 
the elves, making it seem like Eugene hadn’t done anything. 


Jenneric knew nothing about Eugene. 


There was no way for him to know that Eugene was really the 
reincarnation of the Stupid Hamel, who had been a companion of the 
Great Vermouth three hundred years ago. Right now, magic wasn’t the 
core of Eugene’s abilities. He had always been a warrior since his 
previous life, and that was still the case now. Magic was just one of 
his various different means. 


So even if Jeneric was the superior wizard, setting the limit at the 
Sixth Circle was both ignorant and arrogant on his part. 


“There’s going to be a duel,” Jeneric declared as soon as he descended 


from his carriage, his voice trembling with excitement. He quickly 
gave orders to the wizards from the Green Tower of Magic who were 
waiting there to meet him, “A duel isn’t any fun without a lot of 
spectators. Go and deliver the news of this duel to the tourists in 
Merdein Square. Tell them that the square behind the Green Tower of 
Magic will be opened so that they can watch.” 


Jeneric had designated the site of the duel to be the square behind the 
Green Tower of Magic. The land there was the private property of the 
Green Tower of Magic. It was also close to one of Aroth’s famous 
tourist attractions, Merdein Square. 


‘As long as enough of a crowd is gathered, it will be difficult for the other 
Tower Masters to oppose the duel,’ Jeneric schemed. 


The news of a duel, especially one between the famous Eugene 
Lionheart and the Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman, would spread 
quickly. Spectators would surely flock to the duel while feeling as if 
they had just won the lottery. Under such circumstances, if someone 
tried to cancel the duel, the audience was sure to be outraged and 
might even take Jeneric’s side without Jeneric even needing to come 
out and say something. 


Eugene arrived moments later as his aerial carriage landed on the 
ground. There were already spectators packed tightly around the 
outskirts of this large square. 


“Nasty bastard,” Melkith grumbled as she glared out the carriage 
window. 


She had expected something like this from the moment that Jeneric 
had designated the square behind the Green Tower of Magic as the 
site of their duel. That was why she had told Eugene to quickly give 
up, but... 


‘,..It’s still not too late. So what if it’s embarrassing?’ Melkith scolded 
silently. 


Something like public outrage could easily be suppressed by showing 
the civilians something even more scary and revealing their true 
strength. Of course, such an oppressive method was sure to lead to 


dissatisfaction later, but Melkith wasn’t the type of person to care 
about something like that. 


“Really now, quite a lot of people have already arrived after only a 
few minutes,” Eugene commented. 


“Are you feeling nervous?” Jeneric asked with a smile. 


While it looked polite on the surface, having seen what truly laid 
below, it just felt disgusting to Eugene. 


Eugene chuckled and shook his head before saying, “Not at all, since 
I’m the type of person who gets more excited the more people are 
watching me.” 


As he’d thought, Eugene really was just a cheeky brat. Jeneric kept up 
the smile on his lips, even as his eyes filled with a cold chill. 


“...About that familiar,” Jeneric brought up as he glared down at Mer 
who was standing next to Eugene. 


Jeneric clearly remembered how Mer had thrown a dirty napkin at his 
chest. It was so ridiculously insulting that Jeneric had gotten flustered 
and failed to stop the thrown napkin from hitting him. The words that 
had followed were equally absurd. On his knees, with his head bowed, 
very respectfully? 


Apologizing to something like a mere familiar? 


Jeneric continued speaking, “Do you intend to use it as a meatshield? 
I have to say that would be a pretty good strategy. Although I don’t 
know about you, that familiar is quite durable. Even after breaking it 
apart again and again, you can still restore it by infusing it with some 
mana. 


“ .. Haha,” Eugene squeezed out a dry laugh as he unfurled his cloak. 
“You told me to use my full ability, right? Honestly speaking, it didn’t 
feel good to hear that. And I’m not using Mer, I’m getting help from 
her.” 


“ ..Help?” Jeneric repeated doubtfully. 


“Well anyways, since Mer’s existence is also part of my full range of 
abilities, I will make sure to get her help, just as Sir Jeneric has 
advised,” Eugene said politely. 


Jeneric just thought of this as a futile display of stubbornness. Could 
this be an example of the pride that came from being young and hot- 
blooded? Jeneric snorted and pulled out a long staff from inside his 
robe. 


“Whatever you like,” Jeneric offered generously. 


Jeneric didn’t know what kind of help Mer could give to Eugene. Even 
if he had known, he wouldn’t have placed any restrictions on ‘using’ 
Mer. While claiming himself to be the Wise Sienna’s legitimate 
successor, Jeneric also took great pride in the fact that he was an 
Archwizard of the Eighth Circle. 


“Let’s get started,” Jeneric proposed. 


Would it look better if he took the time to play with his opponent? Or 
would it be better to finish Eugene off quickly, so that he wouldn’t 
even get a chance to put up any resistance? Either way, the result of 
this duel would surely end up being Jeneric’s victory. This was quite 
the happy problem for Jeneric to be facing. A young child like this 
who coveted things that were out of his league and was overconfident 
in his talents needed to be properly disciplined. 


‘Let’s start by showing him the difference in our levels,’ Jeneric thought 
with a relaxed smile as he raised his staff. 


He had decided what kind of spell he would start off with from the 
moment that he had set the limit of all magic spells to the Sixth Circle. 


The Divine Tree. 


A huge amount of mana was directed by the staff into the earth, 
causing the ground to shake. The surging soil wrapped around 
Jeneric’s legs. 


Meanwhile, a white mane flowed up in the air. 
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Divine Tree was cast without any incantation. It only took a few 
seconds for the soil of the square to gather to Jeneric and transform 
into roots tightly wrapped around his legs. 


An Archwizard’s casting speed was very fast. It wouldn’t be an 
exaggeration to say that, as long as it was a spell from a Circle below 
their own, an Archwizard could cast any spell near instantly. 


But casting speed wasn’t the only thing that was fast in this duel. 
While Jeneric was casting his Divine Tree, Eugene immediately began 
operating the Ring Flame Formula. A match of speed? That was 
something that Eugene also held confidence in. His talent for mana 
control that he had shown even in his previous life had also been 
enough for Sienna to click her tongue in amazement. 


Both hands were inside of his cloak. His left hand was holding Akasha, 
while his right hand held several daggers. When the Ring Flame 
Formula was operated at its highest setting, a brilliant white mane of 
mana formed around him. 


‘Mer,’ Eugene called out her name in his head. 


Mer, who was crouching in the depths of his cloak, responded to the 
unspoken voice. 


There was no need for her to stick her head out of the cloak. Mer was 
able to share Eugene’s vision from inside the cloak. This was because 
Mer’s control formula was transferred to Eugene himself rather than 
Akasha. 


Sienna had hoped that the familiar she had personally created and 
cherished would be of help to Eugene. In place of herself, who had yet 
to be released from her seal. 


Eugene silently chanted the name of the spell. ‘Chain Leap.’ 


The spatial coordinates that he hadn’t yet grasped for the spell were 
instead calculated by Mer. While the roots of the Divine Tree were 
lifting Jeneric into the air, Mer had already finished calculating the 
spatial coordinates. Once calculated, these coordinates were 
immediately transferred into Eugene’s head. 


As Eugene’s right hand was pulled out of his cloak, the daggers that he 
was holding disappeared. At the same time, Eugene’s body also 
disappeared. 


Crack! 


Daggers that were suddenly thrust at him from all different directions 
collided with Jeneric’s mana shield. Paying no attention to this, 
Jeneric continued relaying his instructions to the Divine Tree. Roots 
speared out of the earth and concentrated on a certain location in the 
air. 


‘Such cheap tricks only show his mediocrity,’ Jeneric sneered to himself. 


It seemed like Eugene was trying to open up some space between 
them by first teleporting those daggers, then teleporting himself away 
while Jeneric was distracted. Jeneric snorted in derision and examined 
the ends of the roots. 


But there was nothing there. 
‘What?’ 


Jeneric had clearly predicted that Eugene would Blink to that 
location. Had his senses mistaken him? No, it couldn’t be. 


‘While Blinking he actually cast a Dispel on himself, and then Blinked once 
more?’ Jeneric realized in shock. 


Such a fake-out shouldn’t be accomplishable at Eugene’s level. In the 
first place, a teleportation spell like Blink was just as risky as it was 
convenient. Casting a Dispel right after Blinking, then picking some 


other coordinates to jump to wouldn’t be an easy task for even the 
most battle-hardened wizard. 


As such, Jeneric told himself that he had to have made a mistake. 


Meanwhile, Eugene just thought, ‘You were the one who told me to use 
everything that I have.’ 


It was true that he had dispelled Blink right after casting it. As for the 
resulting mana backlash? That didn’t matter. If there was a backlash, 
then all he needed to do was redirect it. Archwizard Jeneric hadn't 
spotted this because not even a speck of the dispelled mana had 
escaped Eugene's control. 


Eugene’s mane of mana flared outward. Blue mana light was mixed 
into the pure white flame. He had appeared elsewhere on the wide 
open square, the noise of his arrival being masked by the sound of the 
crowd, only the vibrations of his mana revealing his position. In his 
right hand, Eugene held Akasha. The vision it granted allowed Eugene 
to understand just how high-level a spell like the Divine Tree was and 
realize that Jeneric kept a dense field of mana around him under his 
own control. 


‘It’s impossible to approach him stealthily,’ Eugene judged. ‘The moment I 
approach, I’ll make contact with his mana.’ 


From there, it would depend on the difference between their reaction 
speeds. Even if Jeneric noticed his approach, Eugene just needed to be 
faster than any attempts to keep him out of reach. 


Boom! 


He kicked off the ground with a forceful burst. Shortly after that, the 
roots wrapped around Jeneric’s body sprang into action. It looked as if 
all the land surrounding Jeneric was now trying to attack Eugene. 


‘I’ve made contact,’ Eugene immediately realized upon seeing this 
reaction. 


Even if the difference in reaction speed was only as thin as a piece of 
paper, it still worked out in Eugene’s favor. Before the roots could take 


a swing at him, a jagged sword with an edge like a saw blade thrust 
out of his widely spread cloak. It was the Devouring Sword Azphel, a 
sword that could cut through spells. While rotating his body like a 
spinning top, Eugene swung Azphel. 


Kwakwakwak! 


The roots wrapping around Jeneric were sliced apart. Jeneric’s eyes 
widened in alarm. 


They shouldn’t have been cut so easily. These roots were made of 
earth bound together with mana. Their earthen structure should have 
been hard enough to be a match for upper-level barrier magic. 


‘The mana — no, the spell formula itself was sliced apart,’ Jeneric 
realized. 


However, the attack was too shallow. The roots had been sliced into, 
but the cuts weren’t deep. The strands of the spell formula that had 
been cut apart just needed to be woven back together and the damage 
would be restored. Pursing his lips, Jeneric began chanting an 
incantation. There was a limit to the level of the spells that he could 
use, but Jeneric didn’t care about that. In the first place, he hadn’t felt 
any sense of crisis from the prior situation, he had just felt slightly 
surprised. 


‘Too shallow.’ Eugene had also sensed the same thing. 


As he’d suspected, was Eugene really being too unreasonable to 
immediately try and comprehend a spell’s structure and cut at its core 
on his first time seeing it? Without feeling any disappointment, 
Eugene pulled out Akasha. 


‘Mer,’ he silently called. 


Without any distraction on his part, the spell that Eugene wanted to 
use was cast with perfect timing. 


Whoosh! 


Eugene’s body was yanked backwards. The roots that had just been 
flying towards him, narrowly brushed past him as Eugene was pulled 
out of reach. 


[Sir Eugene,] Mer called out in warning. 
‘I know,’ came Eugene’s short reply. 


The attacks didn’t just stop at just the roots. As Melkith had warned 
him, flying into the sky just because the earth was under Jeneric’s 
control was a blind path to defeat. When battling against wizards who 
flew freely through the sky, the type of spells that were designed to 
bind their feet or send them plunging back down to the ground were 
innumerable. 


The dense field of mana that was under Jeneric’s control transformed 
into a heavy ‘weight’ that pressed down on Eugene’s body. Then the 
ground shook as if responding to the weight. 


Cracracrack! 


Roots surged up from below, forming a jaw full of sharp teeth that 
tried to swallow Eugene. 


Would Eugene be able to escape this using his strength? 
‘Do I even need to?’ Eugene scoffed. 


Without having mastered any magical speciality, Eugene should have 
been left with no choice but to escape by using force, but he soon 
proved that there wasn’t any need for that. 


Akasha’s Dragonheart shone with a red light. Mer accelerated the 
formation of a spell and Akasha amplified the spell’s strength. 


‘Blast,’ Eugene chanted silently as his eyes were fixed above his head. 
His spell blasted away the mana that was weighing down on him with 
an explosion of air. 


‘Frostfield,’ Eugene uttered his next spell. 


An ice magic spell of the Sixth Circle, one that Eugene had learned 
from the Hall of Freezing Chill, slowed the movement of the roots. 
This was only the start of the spell. The rapidly spreading frost 
stopped the movement of the roots in their entirety. 


Then, the flames of the Ring Flame Formula engulfed Eugene 
completely. This was an ability that had nothing to do with magic. He 
was just covering his body in sword-force. This was a conversion of a 
wartrior’s defense technique known as the Aurashield into a more 
offensive version of itself, the Hamel style— 


[...Sir Eugene? What exactly is the Poltergeist Aegis?] Mer asked. 
“Shut it,” Eugene snapped as his face twisted into a scowl. 

Bang! 

His foot slammed down and shattered the frozen earth. 


However, the shattered roots were immediately reconnected and 
Jeneric was now looking at Eugene with a frown. All of the spells that 
Eugene had used just now were from the Sixth Circle. Even though 
they were above Eugene’s apparent level, the flow between the 
different spells was unbelievably smooth. 


‘The sword that sliced my spell must be the Devouring Sword Azphel... and 
that must be the Lionheart clan’s White Flame Formula. Fine then, it’s no 
fun if the ending is too one-sided,’ Jeneric thought as he expanded his 
field of awareness. 


By doing so, he was finally able to cast his magic in earnest. The 
reconnected roots all began attacking Eugene as one. There was also 
movement from the ground below the roots. Each individual grain of 
soil became sticky and tried to cling to the soles of Eugene’s feet. 


Flames surged forth. 
Roooar! 


The burst of fire pushed Eugene off the ground. Eugene quickly 


checked above him, only to see countless bullets of mana were now 
aimed at him. 


They weren’t just simple bullets either. Even without touching them, 
Eugene was able to tell what they were. The way that the bullets were 
aiming at him from every direction, they formed a prison meant to 
constrict his movements and force him back to the ground. 


‘Blink,’ Eugene ordered. 
[I can’t. The space has been locked down,] Mer reported. 
‘Then can’t you just open it back up?’ Eugene asked. 


Mer couldn’t understand what Eugene meant by these words. How 
was she supposed to open up a space that had been locked down by 
an Archwizard? 


But she soon got it. At the same time, Mer realized that she might 
have been underestimating Eugene quite a lot. 


[Isn’t that too barbaric?!] Mer shouted. 


‘So what?’ Eugene shrugged internally. 


Eugene tore his foot completely off the ground, ripping the sole free 
from the grains of soil clinging to it. His Ring Flame Formula 
reinforced his mana, turning the flame blue. 


Baaang! 


His foot slammed into the ground as he cast the Fifth Circle spell 
Earthquake. Well, it was normally a Fifth Circle spell, but considering 
the power it was cast with and the effect it showed, Eugene’s version 
was clearly beyond that. 


Jeneric’s cheeks trembled from the amount of mana and the precision 


with which he pushed that mana into maintaining his spell. Thanks to 
this, the land under his control wasn’t damaged any further by the 
spell. 


However, the Earthquake’s shockwave disturbed the mana locking 
down space for a moment. Ordinary wizards wouldn’t have even been 
able to feel this vibration, let alone seize the opening, but Eugene was 
different. He quickly inserted the formula for the Blink spell into the 
opening that he had created. 


And with that, he teleported. 


Jeneric reacted too slowly to pick out the coordinates for his sudden 
Blink. 


‘Ice Awls.’ 


A hurricane of cold air formed into a bundle of long icicles that all 
fired at once. The attack appeared from Jeneric’s blind spot. Jeneric 
clicked his tongue, and drew on his magic. 


Thuthuthud! 
The icicles slammed into a raised shield of roots. 


Eugene, who had come flying in together with the icicles, twisted his 
body. His two feet slammed into the end of an icicle, plunging it even 
further into the root. Soon, frost began to form all over the roots. 


‘What is he doing?’ Jeneric couldn’t understand what Eugene’s moves 
were meant to achieve. ‘The flow between his spells is smooth. The power 
behind his spells is also impressive. However they still won’t be able to 
reach me.’ 


Wouldn’t it be more effective for Eugene to try and swing Azphel like 
he had before, or make use of his physical skills? 


Jeneric realized something. “...For him to stubbornly stick to using 
magic... this cheeky brat...!’ 


Could it be, since he was dueling with a wizard, Eugene had decided 
to persist in solely using magic? Jeneric’s eyes grew bloodshot with 
rage. 


Crack! 
The frost that had spread over the roots was shaken off. 
Gwoocar! 


The whole square shook as all the soil under Jeneric’s control 
transformed into roots that rose up like a nest of snakes. At the same 
time, all kinds of spells began taking form in midair. They were all 
attack spells that wouldn’t exceed the limit of the Sixth Circle. So even 
as he manifested all these spells at the same time, there was still a lot 
of spare capacity left in Jeneric’s mana control, allowing him to 
maintain control of the spell he had already cast. 


The nest of snakes — no, roots began to dance, a wild dance where 
they seemed to be flailing at random. While mixing flight, jumps, and 
sprints into his movements, Eugene wove his way through the roots. 


He wasn’t just dodging them. With each step that he took, Eugene left 
a burning footprint behind. 


‘Blaze Stamp.’ 


Jeneric knew this spell as well. It was a Sixth Circle fire spell that was 
stored in the Hall of Scorching Heat. Engraving a seed of flame into 
the ground with each step, it was a spell that was meant to set a wide 
area on fire when all these stamps resonated together at once. The 
power of the Blaze Stamp varied depending on how many footprints 
the caster had left. 


‘What a one-dimensional plan,’ Jeneric sneered. 


Because his opponent was large, he had decided to use Blaze Stamp. 
This was an idea that anyone could have come up with. And since he 
was dealing with roots, he should just use fire? He couldn’t really be 
that stupid, could he? The Divine Tree might be a tree, but it wasn’t 
really a tree. In other words, this meant it wouldn’t burn as easily as a 


dry branch would. 


‘He really is as fast as a rat. Just how long will he be able to keep jumping 
around? Do you really have the mistaken belief that I can’t catch you?’ 
Jeneric thought as he held back a grin. 


The spells that Jeneric had prepared in the air prevented Eugene from 
leaping above a certain height. The thrashing roots seemed to be 
attacking randomly, but they were actually directing his movements 
into certain specific directions. Whichever way Eugene decided to 
approach, Jeneric was fine with it. The moment that Eugene had 
gotten deep enough, Jeneric would capture him without giving him a 
chance to escape. 


, 


‘Should I just smash him to pieces instead? That might be more convenient, 
Jeneric thought idly. 


Jeneric was confident that he could kill Eugene instantly. However, 
that was something that should be avoided. Even Jeneric was aware 
that he couldn’t afford to go that far. 


‘Or else, should I wait until he gets deep enough and tries to open up a path 
with Azphel? But does he really think that I'll get hit by something that I’ve 
already seen once before?’ 


Battle was, in the end, a challenge of wits. Knowing how many cards 
that they each held in their hands and being able to see a few steps 
ahead of your opponent were the most important factors in a battle. 
Jeneric was well aware of how vital these were. He believed that he 
had gotten Eugene’s full measure, and that he was looking far enough 
ahead of his young opponent. 


‘He hasn’t summoned a spirit yet,’ Jeneric noticed. 


It was well-known that Eugene Lionheart was carrying Wynnyd. 
Seeing as how he even carried Azphel as well, he probably even had a 
few others of the Lionheart clan’s treasures on him. 


Jeneric assessed the situation. ‘But anything else is probably too wild and 
unwieldy for him. He won’t be able to use them as he pleases. If he tries to 
force their use during a narrow opening, he'll just get interrupted by my 


attacks.’ 


Something like this didn’t apply to Jeneric. His body was placed in the 
center of a solid tree trunk. The greatest advantage of Yggdrasil was 
its defensive power that didn’t even require the use of any defensive 
spells. With all that said, he wasn’t just a huge stationary target either. 
Even at this moment, Jeneric was still able to transfer to another root 
and have it serve as the new tree trunk. 


‘It’s a pity that I can’t allow any flowers to bloom,’ Jeneric regretted. ‘If 
the limit had been set at the Seventh Circle, it would have been even more 
fun to play with you.’ 


While Jeneric was feeling such regret, Eugene had entered the trap. 


With a grin, Jeneric set the Divine Tree into motion. The ground that 
had completely transformed into a nest of roots gathered up into a 
huge wave that washed over Eugene. Also, the spells that had been 
prepared in midair were launched, bombarding Eugene’s location. 


‘Mer,’ Eugene called. 
Even at this moment, Eugene wasn’t even slightly flustered. 
[Yes,] Mer replied, knowing what he wanted her to do. 


She withdrew to the depths of the cloak on her own volition and 
began calculating spatial coordinates. 


The Cloak of Darkness billowed wide. The nearest root was swallowed 
by the cloak and then projected in the opposite direction. 


Cracracrack! 


The roots collided with each other, twisting around and forming a 
tangled mess. 


This left various spells still pouring down at Eugene from overhead. At 
the center of this knot of roots, Eugene looked up at them. They didn’t 
just have numbers; in terms of variety, there were dozens of different 


types. Since he couldn’t use Blink... should he try and cut them with 
Azphel! Or else should he just break through with the Poltergeist 
Aegis? 


Neither option really attracted him. Eugene bared his teeth in a grin 
as he focused. 


Tching. 


The sudden strain gave him a dizzying headache. It felt as if his brain 
was on fire. 


Inside of the cloak, Mer let out a shocked scream. [You want to do 
that now?!] 


Although she shouted this, Mer still focussed her concentration. Their 
concentrated focus resonated with each other. 


Mer felt some responsibility for this duel. If she hadn’t needlessly 
confronted Jeneric, then she wouldn’t have been insulted as a mere 
familiar. If not for that, Eugene also wouldn’t have bothered to take 
part in this duel. 


But Mer also felt some grievance towards Jeneric. To this Green Tower 
Master who didn’t really respect Lady Sienna, she wanted to break — 
no, to snap off his long nose. So in the place of the absent Lady 
Sienna, she wanted to be of help to Eugene. 


By doing so, she wanted to guarantee Eugene a victory. 


All the mana amplified by the Ring Flame Formula was drained away. 
Blood began to drip from Eugene’s bloodshot eyes. Even as he cried 
tears of blood, Eugene processed the formulas of each spell 
bombarding him and grasped each of their complex spatial 
coordinates. 


On Akron’s sixth floor, in the Hall of Space, there was a certain 
pinnacle Seventh Circle spatial magic spell. 


“Reverse Rotation.” 


The space around Eugene was cut off. Then, the space around the 
falling spells, or at least all that were within the range of Eugene’s 
vision, was also isolated. The two disconnected spaces were then 
linked and swapped with each other. 


Booooom! 


The roots of the Divine Tree, which were still entangled, were 
bombarded by the spells that appeared between them. 


Jeneric couldn’t comprehend what kind of spell Eugene had just cast. 
No, he refused to comprehend it, even though he had definitely heard 
the incantation. 


Reverse Rotation, even amongst the other Seventh Circle spells, was 
known to be of especially high difficulty. So... how? There was no 
way Eugene should have been able to use it! 


No, he might have heard something like this from Trempel Vizardo. 
That Eugene had been able to use the Seventh Circle’s Scorching 
Flameball... 


“But that’s... that’s a completely different kind of magic!” Jeneris 
shouted his protest in complete disbelief. 


Caught in a chain-eruption of spells, the roots collapsed. Jeneric 
gritted his teeth as he reasserted control over his spell. 


Still shedding tears of blood, Eugene now stood in the sky. He had 
wanted to capture all the spells that could be seen within the space 
swapped by the Reverse Rotation, but it seemed that he had hit his 
limit. Looking around at the spells that had awkwardly frozen in 
midair as Jeneric was distracted, Eugene pulled out Azphel. 


Jeneric was a bit too late in noticing this. Such an unbelievable 
surprise could delay even an Archwizard’s judgment. As he hastily 
reclaimed control of the spells and ordered them to attack Eugene, 
Eugene just kept his arm loose as he swung Azphel. 


The slash of the sword seemed to be almost boneless, but even so it 
was unbelievably sharp and fast. The preempted spells were all 


shattered, and the scattered mana was devoured by Azphel. The flame 
wrapped around Eugene’s body grew even stronger. 


Eugene knew better than anyone that a battle ultimately came down 
to a challenge of wits. Opponents who were confident in their own 
strength were actually easier to deal with. Their certainty in their 
inevitable victory due to their own pride and arrogance could be used 
in all sorts of ways to place a noose around their necks depending on 
the situation. 


As for Azphel? Eugene had shown it off once. Then he didn’t use it 
after that. By doing so, he had made it seem like Eugene was limited 
in its use. 


Jeneric had said that he would only use spells up to the Sixth Circle. 
However, Eugene had no such restriction placed on him. Even so, so 
far he had only used spells up to the Sixth Circle as well. He had also 
placed more emphasis on his magic than he did on his physical skills. 


Jeneric had taken this as Eugene being arrogant. He had only seen the 
surface, just as Eugene had been hoping he would. In the end, Jeneric 
had drawn up a plan that had seen him drawing Eugene into a trap by 
allowing him to run freely then defeating him using their 
overwhelming gap in skill. 


Eugene had drawn up a different plan. 


The burning footprints still remained on the surface of the roots that 
he had woven his way through. Eugene willed these footprints to burst 
into flame. A dizzying red line was drawn through the air and began 
radiating heat. Shortly afterwards, it exploded into flames! 


Boomboomboom! 


The explosion from the Blaze Stamp further magnified the explosion 
caused by the chain of spells that had erupted deep within the tangle 
of roots. The crowd surrounding the square let out screams of 
excitement as the heat wave washed over them. Taking a deep breath, 
Eugene held Akasha out in front of him. 


Hesitantly, Mer asked, [Isn’t this too... brutal...?] 


“It’s fine,” Eugene replied with a smirk. 


As he cast Scorching Flameball, a small ember sparked to life in front 
of Akasha’s jewel. Eugene lightly pushed the ember forward. The heat 
and the flames that had erupted from the Blaze Stamp was drawn to 
the Scorching Flameball. The slowly flying Scorching Flameball crazily 
grew in size. 


“Th-th-that crazy bastard—!” Melkith cried out, her face having 
already turned white as she blankly watched the duel take place. 


Quickly leaping into the air, Melkith’s hair rose to point at the sky. 
Grooooan! 


The ground where the spectators were standing shook. The Spirit King 
of the Earth had descended at Melkith’s call. The Spirit King of Earth 
received a command from Melkith’s will and began to move. 


Cracracrash! 
A huge wall of earth rose up in front of the crowd. 
‘Will it be enough?’ Melkith anxiously asked herself. 


Melkith wasn’t the only one moving to protect the crowd. It was 
unknown when exactly they had arrived, but the Blue Tower Master, 
Hiridus Euzeland, and the Black Tower Master, Balzac Ludbeth, also 
flew up into the sky. The two exchanged a glance, then applied their 
own barrier spells to the earthen rampart that Melkith had created. 


Jeneric groaned, “Ugh...!” 


The flow of mana was intense. Jeneric glared at the approaching 
Scorching Flameball as it continued to grow in size. Was a Dispel 
possible? No, it was too late. Now that the spell had grown so large, 
there wasn’t any use in trying to collapse it. He was left with no 
choice but to try and push it backwards. Jeneric’s lips moved quickly, 
while ordering any roots still able to move upwards, he also attempted 
to cast a spell... 


“Tempest,” Eugene called out as his left hand emerged from his cloak. 


Jeneric’s face paled as he saw the beautiful silver-blue sword that 
Eugene was holding in his hand and heard the name that Eugene 
uttered. 


“Come here and push that,” Eugene boldy commanded. 


The wind began to churn crazily as the Spirit King of the Wind 
descended onto this plane. As if to show off his dignified stature to 
everyone, Tempest appeared standing next to Eugene. 


Eugene narrowed his eyes as the hot air washed against his cheek and 
grumbled. “Stop acting cool and push already.” 


[Ahem...,] Tempest coughed in embarrassment and stretched one 
hand out to the Scorching Flameball. 


A raging wind emerged from his fingers and made contact with the 
ball of flames. 


The moment he saw this, Jeneric realized that it would be impossible 
to continue resisting by relying on the Divine Tree. 


An explosion of flames soared high into the air. 


Chapter 126 
The Green Tower Master (3) 


“Why are you blocking the view?!” 
“Show us what’s happening!” 


These roars were coming from the crowd. Normally, Melkith would 
have unleashed a tirade on them for their ingratitude towards their 
saviors, but currently Melkith couldn’t care less about the squabbling 
of the crowd. 


It wasn’t just Melkith either. All three of the Tower Masters who had 
stepped forward to protect the spectators had their eyes fixed on the 
pillar of fire soaring high up into the sky. 


The flames slowly dissipated and the raging heat began to fade away. 
Although the air was supposed to still have the chill of early spring, 
the crowd started taking off their coats as they felt as if they were in 
mid-summer. 


Eugene stared straight forward, through the shifting and wavering 
haze, as he caught his breath. 


He could see some huge things wriggling within. Eugene smirked and 
waved his hand. Responding to this, Tempest’s winds blew and swept 
up all the remaining heat in an upward blast. 


This allowed Eugene to confirm what he was seeing. The wriggling 
objects were giant roots. Though not as large as those of the World 
Tree that he had observed in the elven territory, these roots belonged 
to a tree that was still large enough to remind him of it. If one had to 
pick out the largest difference between the two trees, it was that the 
end of each branch and root of this tree had something that looked 
like a flower bud, but, in any case, this tree had quite the bizarre 
appearance. 


The center of the tree trunk split open. Jeneric, who walked out from 
within the tree, was biting hard on his lower lip as if he wanted to 
draw blood. Even though he had just been struck by the combination 
of the Scorching Flameball and Tempest’s tornado-like winds, not a 
single scorch mark had been left on Jeneric’s body. 


Eugene was honestly amazed. So this was Yggdrasil: the Signature 
Spell of the Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman. The moment that the 
firestorm exploded, the Sixth Circle Divine Tree had instantly 
transformed into Yggdrasil. The resulting explosion was then blocked 
by an instant casting of a continuous defense spell and layers of roots. 


“That’s...” Eugene began speaking without first sending Tempest back 
to his realm. 


As he stared at Jeneric, who was still in the center of Tempest's 
tornado, Eugene continued, “No matter how you look at it, that’s not a 
Sixth Circle spell.” 


Jeneric kept silent. 


“Tt seems that you’ve violated the restrictions that you yourself 
brought up. Oh yes, you aren’t really going to try and make any 
arguments about the fact that I used Seventh Circle spells and 
summoned the Spirit King first, are you?” Eugene taunted. 


Still, without making any reply, Jeneric just glared at Eugene. 
Although his chewed-up bottom lip covered up the bitter taste of 
defeat, Jeneric’s spirit raged as the taste of blood filled his mouth. 
How could he be humiliated like this? 


Jeneric had ended up violating the restriction that he himself had set. 
At that moment, it would have been difficult to defend against the 
explosion with his Divine Tree or other Sixth Circle spells. Even 
though it was just a single Scorching Flameball, with Tempest’s 
tornado added on top of that, the attack had become absolutely 
impossible to block with anything within the Sixth Circle. 


As such, Jeneric had been left with no choice but to use Yggdrasil. If 
he didn’t use it? Although he probably wouldn’t have died, he would 
have still suffered equal disgrace. 


“...No. Instead this might be even more disgraceful...!’ Jeneric lamented. 


Eugene met Jeneric’s simmering gaze. Humiliation, rage, and hostility 
were all mixed into this gaze, blending into a dark, murderous intent. 


‘Nah, there’s no way. He’s not unhinged enough to go crazy in a place like 
this, is he?’ Eugene asked himself. 


Just judging by his gaze, it seemed like Jeneric really might come 
running at him to try and kill him, but Eugene wasn’t too worried 
about that. After all, weren’t there a lot of spectators? And weren’t the 
Blue, White, and Black Tower Masters all waiting nearby? 


Eugene smirked and looked up at the sky. 
Booom! 


A huge door fell from the sky and stayed upright as it landed on the 
ground. The door was engraved with many intricate carvings. Seeing 
this, Jeneric’s face contorted. 


“Tt seems that it’s already over,” Lovellian said as he descended 
shortly afterwards and sat on top of the door. As his eyes blazed red 
with anger between his shaggy blonde bangs of hair, Lovellian asked 
challengingly, “Or perhaps you intend to continue?” 


“.,.Red Tower Master,” Jeneric eventually spat out, after he had 
buried all his murderous thoughts back deep within his heart and 
twisted the corners of his wooden lips into a stiff smile. “Your 
disciple... he’s really... impressive.” 


Lovellian agreed smugly. “I’m sure it’s not just you, everyone else here 
is also thinking the same thing.” 


Eugene looked at the door Lovellian was sitting on with sparkling 
eyes. It might be his first time seeing it in person, but seeing a spell 
with such depth that he couldn’t understand even with Akasha and 
the intricacies of its formula alerted him as to what this door was. 


It was Pantheon, the Signature Spell of the Red Tower Master, 


Lovellian. The reason why Lovellian had summoned it from the 
moment that he began descending onto the scene was that Jeneric still 
had Yggdrasil cast on the field, and not only that, he had also sensed a 
subtle murderous intent coming from Jeneric’s gaze. 


“Green Tower Master,” Lovellian called out as he placed his gloved 
hands on the door frame. “Your gaze feels a bit overbearing. Is my 
disciple bothering you somehow?” 


“’..-How could that be,” Jeneric reluctantly denied. “I’m just feeling 
amazed by this junior’s overflowing talent." 


Lovellian silently stared at Jeneric. 


...l ap tap tap... 


In this silence, the sound of Lovellian tapping the door frame echoed 
through the air. While wiping the back of his hand across his lower 
lip, which was now bleeding, Jeneric took a few steps back. 


“.,.He truly is impressive,” Jeneric repeated with a sigh. 
Splssssh... 


Ygegdrasil scattered into dust. Even the churned up ground calmly 
subsided. 


“T could never have imagined that he’d be so exceptional. I heard that 
he managed to cast the Seventh Circle Scorching Flameball, but to 
think that he would truly... be able to cast Reverse Rotation as well. 
And even summoning the Spirit King of the Wind on top of that!” 
Jeneric deliberately raised his voice as he said this with a chuckle. 


Jeneric didn’t want to expose his wounded self-esteem by acting 
petulant. Even though, if he could have his way, he would much 
rather soothe his ill temper with a few choice words. 


While Jeneric was doing this, Eugene unfurled his Cloak of Darkness 
and said, “It was all thanks to Mer.” 


...Although the cloak had already been opened up for her, Mer failed 
to emerge on cue. Both the Reverse Rotation and the Scorching 
Flameball were spells that Eugene shouldn’t have been able to handle 
yet, but he had managed to cast them thanks to her help, and even if 
Mer wanted to hide, she couldn’t avoid receiving the praise for this. 


“ ..Hm... now really,” Eugene said with a sigh as he reached into his 
cloak, grabbing Mer’s hood from where she had been lying down deep 
inside. 


As she was dragged out like this, Mer just lied there limply, her eyes 
spinning in circles. 


Mer groaned feebly. “Uurp... Uwaaargh...” 
“Great work,” Eugene complimented her. 


“We're... we’re done, right? It’s okay for me to rest now, right?” Mer 
pleaded. 


“Tt’s not like you even need any sleep anyway,” Eugene scoffed. 


“Even so, I still neeeed rest... Ever since I was first created... this is 
the first time that I’ve ever felt so burned out...,” Mer whined as she 
tried to wriggle her way back into the cloak. 


However, Eugene didn’t let go of Mer and held on to her hood tightly. 
“Just wait for a little bit more,” he told her. 

Mer childishly drew out the question, “Whyyyy...?” 

“There’s something that you still need to hear,” Eugene pointed out. 


Jeneric’s shoulders shook at these words. Mer’s eyes, which had been 
drooping sleepily, started to sparkle as life returned to them. 
Throwing back her raised hood, Mer stared at Jeneric. 


ce 


...Ah... that’s right,” Mer slowly drew out the words as a wide smile 


spread across her face. “Sir Eugene, you really did win. You defeated 
the Green Tower Master, Jeneric Osman, in a duel!” 


“Tt’s all thanks to your help,” Eugene generously conceded. 


“Hmph, hahmph, hahahmpf. Oh, no, not at all, even without me, I’m 
sure you would have been able to win just fi... Hahmph, or maybe 
not? Yes, that’s right. If I hadn’t been there to help, there’s no way Sir 
Eugene would have been able to win. Isn’t that right? I’m telling the 
truth, aren’t I?” Mer turned to look up at Eugene and smiled pridefully 
as she asked these questions. “You might be strong even without my 
help, but because I helped you, you became even stronger. Thanks to 
that, do you know how difficult it was for me? Seriously, it felt like I 
was going to overheat from the burden of calculating all those 
formulas.” 


“That sounds quite exaggerated,” Eugene pointed out. 


“Ummm... alright, fine, it was an exaggeration. No matter how much 
my processors are burdened, I won’t burn out just from calculating 
formulas. Because my core structures were created by none other than 
Lady Sienna after all,” Mer proudly declared. 


Eugene nodded in agreement and patted Mer on the head. When he 
had first started patting her, Mer had warned him that he shouldn’t 
cross the line with her, but at some point, she had stopped rejecting 
Eugene’s touch. 


“’,.Could you really have forgotten the bet?” Eugene eventually asked, 
looking at Jeneric who was standing there woodenly. 


Jeneric’s lips were twitching silently, as if lost for words, and his face 
contorted terribly as he heard Eugene’s question. Had he forgotten the 
bet? No, of course he remembered it. If he was defeated, then he 
would have to get on his knees, bow his head, and apologize to Mer 
very sincerely. 


“Could it be that you’re embarrassed by having so many spectators?” 
Eugene teased. 


The high earthen ramparts had already been lowered. While they 


hadn’t been able to see the decisive moment, the crowd could easily 
tell who the winner was between Eugene and Jeneric by one’s 
dismayed gaze and lowered head. 


Jeneric felt like everything that had happened was part of a 
conspiracy to drive him crazy. 


“Hm,” Eugene snorted a laugh as he passed by Lovellian and 
approached Jeneric. 


Once he was standing in front of Jeneric, Eugene’s feet lightly tapped 
on the ground. 


Grooooan! 
A newly created earthen rampart now surrounded Eugene and Jeneric. 


“Tf it’s like this, no one will be able to see us. Since I’m making such a 
concession, it should be fine now, right?” Eugene pressed Jeneric. 


“|..Gk... Grrr...!” After staring blankly at his new surroundings, 
Jeneric clenched his fists and squeezed out a smile as he growled, 
“You want me... to thank you...! You... do you really... want to push 
me this far...!” 


“Ts even this not enough?” Eugene’s smile fell from his face. “Green 
Tower Master. I’ve won our duel. You, the Green Tower Master, are 
the one who placed that restriction on yourself, you’re also the one 
who decided not to place any restrictions on me. Could it be that you 
really thought there was no way you could lose?” 


Jeneric’s silence was as good as a confession. 


“If that's the case, then it seems that the Green Tower Master has 
really underestimated me,” Eugene said with a frown. “So much so 
that it’s even insulting. I am a Lionheart, as well as the Red Tower 
Master, Lovellian Sophis’s disciple, and I’ve even been recognized as 
the successor to the Wise Sienna.” 


With better regret, Jeneric protested, “...If it wasn’t... for the 


restriction...!” 


Eugene snorted and said, “Isn’t that obvious? I’m aware of that as 
well. If the Green Tower Master had just set the limit at the Seventh 
Circle instead of the Sixth Circle, I wouldn’t have been able to win as 
‘easily’ as I have now.” 


“.,.What?” Jeneric barked, his eyes narrowing as he glared at Eugene. 
“Easily? You’re saying that you won easily? Against me?” 


“Tf not, does it look like it was a difficult victory for me? Green Tower 
Master, from the start of our duel to the end, all your movements were 
made according to my will,” Eugene revealed. 


Jeneric was unable to muster up a rebuttal. 


Eugene gave some advice, “You should just admit the truth, Green 
Tower Master. You overestimated your own strength. If you had gone 
into the duel without placing any restrictions on yourself, would I 
have been able to win? Haha! If that was the case, then I might as 
well become the Green Tower Master, no?” 


Jeneric was unable to say anything to this. Everything that Eugene 
had said was the truth, and trying to argue against it would only lead 
to Jeneric making even more of a fool of himself. 


oll bends:.” 


He couldn’t take back his words. Nor could he do anything about the 
fact that he had become drunk on his own arrogance and 
overconfidence in his own abilities, thus leading him to be falsely 
certain of his own victory. 


“ my knees...” 


He had looked down on his opponent and ignored what cards Eugene 
could be keeping hidden. Jeneric had been so sure of his lead in the 
fight and had been so certain that he was the one in control of his 
opponent... 


“’..and apologize.” 
...SO What honor was there in arguing against that now? 


“'.. You... no, esteemed creation of the Wise Sienna. I called you a 
mere familiar, looked down on your existence, and my father even 
dissected you for the purposes of experimentation,” Jeneric confessed. 


Honestly speaking, he really didn’t want to say these words. He also 
didn’t want to bow his head and he definitely didn’t want to bend his 
knees. As for this apology? He really wanted to ask why he was being 
forced to do something like this, 


However, Jeneric still had to do it. No matter what excuses he might 
come up with, he couldn’t change the outcome of the duel. After all, 
wasn’t being beaten by a boy much younger than himself already 
shameful enough? Instead of arguing against it, it was better to admit 
defeat and use the restriction as an excuse to alleviate some of the 
shame from this duel. If there hadn’t been any restrictions, then of 
course he would have won. 


In order to protect his remaining honor, Jeneric just needed to accept 
the results and keep to the words he had said in haste. 


“,.I apologize for all of those,” Jeneric concluded his apology. 
“Got it,” Mer replied with a smile. 


She walked out of Eugene’s cloak fully and stood in front of the 
kneeling Jeneric. 


“J, Mer Merdein, have received the Green Tower Master’s apology,” 
Mer formally declared, puffing out her chest, placing her hands on her 
hips, and glaring down at Jeneric. 


From here, she had a very good look at the top of Jeneric’s deeply 
bowed head. Seeing this, she couldn’t help but feel refreshed inside. 
Mer snorted proudly a few more times before turning and going back 
to Eugene. 


“Sir Eugene, we did it!” Mer cheered. 
Eugene nodded and agreed. “That’s right, we did it.” 


Eugene opened his cloak slightly, but Mer didn’t duck inside. Instead, 
she came closer and hung onto one of Eugene’s arms with a giggle. It 
might be because her body had been relieved of all its tension, but she 
found it difficult to walk and was dragging her feet. 


In the end, Eugene picked Mer up and sat her on his shoulder. Mer let 
out a startled sound, but immediately corrected her posture to sit 
securely on Eugene’s shoulder. 


“This is more uncomfortable than staying inside the cloak,” Mer 
commented. 


“Of course it would be uncomfortable,” Eugene acknowledged. 


“Tt seems that I’ll need to prepare a cushion for times like these. Or 
else, hmmm, Sir Eugene, this cloak can change its appearance, right? 
This prickly fur, can’t you swap it for a fluffy cushion instead?” Mer 
requested. 


Eugene admitted, “I can change it, but I don’t want to. Why should I? 
What kind of madman goes around wearing a cushion on the shoulder 
of his cloak?” 


“Can’t you even do that much when I’m so tired?” Mer pouted. 


“Yep, I really can’t. If it’s uncomfortable and you can’t stand it, just go 
back inside of the cloak,” Eugene told her. 


“You’re the one who put me up here, Sir Eugene!” 
“Because that was easier than carrying you around in my arms.” 


Eugene persisted in refusing to transform his cloak’s appearance, 
leading Mer to pout her lips in disappointment. 


The earthen rampart that had been recently raised was lowered. At 
the same time, Jeneric stood up and neatly brushed the dust off of his 
knees. However, he couldn’t completely hide his twisted expression. 
After glaring at Eugene, who was standing with his back to Jeneric, 
the latter cast Blink and left the square as soon as the barrier 
disappeared. 


“Why did you hide it?” Melkith fussed as she approached. “After all, I 
also wanted to see that bastard, the Green Tower Master, get down on 
his knees and cry like a baby!” 


“He did get down on his knees, but he didn’t cry,” Eugene informed 
her. 


“That’s why there’s a problem with your method. It’s said that an 
apology is only complete when there are tears as well. If I had been 
there with you, I’d have made both tears and snot run down the face 
of the Green Tower Master, that shameless old man,” Melkith said as 
she let out deep sighs of sincere regret. 


Lovellian was watching Eugene from the side. 


It was the first time Eugene had seen Lovellian with such an 
expression on his face, and the eyes with which he was looking at 
Eugene were also different from normal. The Patheon that Lovellian 
had summoned had yet to disappear and was still standing tall behind 
Lovellian’s back. 


“.,.Um... that’s...” Eugene tried to smile brightly as he tilted his head 
to the side and asked, “Did I make you mad?” 


“Yes,” Lovellian answered without any hesitation. “I am mad. Just 
what in the world did you think you were doing? Eugene, do you 
know where I went today and why I went there?” 


Eugene hesitated. “...Uuum... oh yes. You’ve just been to Abram, 
right?” 


“That’s right. I’ve just returned from Abram. Eugene, I hate going to 
Abram. I truly detest it. Unless they’re a member of the Court Wizards, 
no wizard would enjoy going to Abram!1]_ Because going there leaves 


a wizard feeling powerless,” Lovellian admitted as he waved his hand 
with a deep sigh. 


At this gesture, the door of Pantheon that had been standing there 
imposingly vanished into mist. 


Lovellian explained, “With the hearing over and done with, Aroth’s 
royal family has acknowledged that Akasha is under your ownership, 
Eugene. However, the king of Aroth wasn’t present at the hearing, so 
someone needed to report to him in detail and guarantee both your 
worth and your continued good relations with Aroth.” 


That was why Lovellian had been called. He was the master of the Red 
Tower, an institution of Aroth, and an Archwizard who had held a 
position of authority in Aroth for dozens of years. 


“The conversation with His Majesty was quite enjoyable. His Majesty 
also accepted the situation. However, having such a long conversation 
in Abram left me feeling very uncomfortable. Even so, for the sake of 
my disciple, I did my best to endure it,” Lovellian guilted Eugene. 


Eugene stammered. “Um... that’s... ’m sor—” 


“Don’t apologize,” Lovellian said without allowing Eugene to finish 
what he was saying. 


“ ..But you said that you were angry?” Eugene meekly pointed out. 


“Tam angry! Iam angry at you, Eugene, because you were reckless 
enough to accept such a duel! Since the Green Tower Master was the 
one to challenge you to duel, he wouldn’t have been able to refuse 
even if you asked to postpone it. You should have made sure to 
discuss with me first about whether the conditions of the duel were 
‘fair’ before you agreed to a duel with the Green Tower Master!” 
Lovellian chastised. 


“Hey now, Red Tower Master,” Melkith cut in. “I was there as well. I 
think that the conditions were pretty fair—” 


Lovellian demanded, “Please be quiet, White Tower Master. You aren’t 
Eugene’s master.” 


Her intervention proving useless, Melkith grumbled and shook her 
head. 


“',.Um... so you’re saying that you’re angry because I acted on my 
own?” Eugene confirmed. 


“Tt’s because you weren’t being careful enough,” Lovellian corrected. 
Eugene argued, “However, I won.” 


“That’s why I said that you don’t need to apologize. Even if you were 
too reckless in getting into such a duel, Eugene... you won your duel 
with Jeneric Osman, Archwizard and Green Tower Master,” Lovellian 
said proudly, his mood no longer angry. “You were amazing.” 


“Tt’s all thanks to me,” Mer, who was still sitting on Eugene’s shoulder, 
haughtily cut in. 


“Yes,” Lovellian agreed. “Lady Mer was also truly impressive.” 


“’,.Um... that’s, if I hadn’t made sure to block it off properly, most of 
the crowd would have been burned to death,” Melkith, who had been 
listening silently, thrust herself back into the conversation. 


Lovellian turned to look at Melkith with a hesitant expression, before 
saying, “How... amazing?” 


“Ahem... I was just doing what I should,” Melkith replied with some 
embarrassment and tried to avoid his gaze. 


Chapter 127 
The Green Tower Master (4) 


That night, an unexpected guest arrived at the Red Tower of Magic. 


“Because if I had sent word of my intention to visit, I’m sure that you 
would have declined it,” confessed the Black Tower Master, Balzac 
Ludbeth. 


Taking off his black fedora, Balzac smiled at his unwelcoming hosts. 


Eugene and Lovellian weren’t returning the smile. The corners of 
Lovellian’s lips were downturned and Eugene had an even more 
blatant expression of dissatisfaction on his face. 


Although their reaction to his presence was rather harsh, Balzac was 
used to such treatment. 


“Would it be alright if I come in? Or else, would you like to come out 
for a walk with me?” Balzac politely asked. 


Lovellian reluctantly responded to his question. “...You’re not here to 
find me, are you?” 


“Haha, please don’t feel too disappointed,” Balzac chuckled. “If the 
Red Tower Master is fine with me, I’ll be happy to come and 
accompany you at any time.” 


Even though Balzac said these words with a smile, Lovellian’s 
expression stiffened drastically. Just like Eugene, Lovellian also didn’t 
have much tolerance for black wizards. Even if he didn’t consider all 
black wizards and demonfolk to be absolutely evil, Lovellian definitely 
didn’t believe that he could ever become friends with them. 


“Ts there any way for us to refuse you?” Eugene asked. 


“Tf you reject me today, I’ll just come back tomorrow,” Balzac 
threatened. 


“But I intend to return to the main estate tomorrow.” 


“In that case, it seems that we only have time for this today. By any 
chance, are you free right now? If not, dawn also works for me.” 


This meant that Balzac was determined to take up some of his time no 
matter what. Eugene coughed and glanced at Lovellian. 


“ ,.Since it’s getting dark, if you absolutely need to have a 
conversation, then let’s head inside,” Lovellian conceded. 


The Red Tower of Magic was Lovellian’s territory. As long as they 
stayed inside the tower, it was possible for him to be able to intervene 
no matter what type of situation might occur. It was unlikely that the 
Black Tower Master would do anything too absurd, but Lovellian just 
couldn’t trust this mysterious black wizard. 


“ ..Please, come in.” Eugene also felt reluctant to invite Balzac in. 


However, he was also curious about what kind of matter could make a 
black wizard like Balzac come visit in person. Especially since Balzac 
was a black wizard personally contracted to the Demon King of 
Incarceration. Perhaps he was here to bring a message from the 
Demon King of Incarceration himself? 


“Tn all my years, to think that there would come a day when I would 
be able to enter the Red Tower of Magic,” Balzac marveled, appearing 
to be in a good mood. As he looked around Eugene’s spacious 
quarters, he continued speaking. “As Sir Eugene may already be 
aware, the Red Tower Master doesn’t like me all that much.” 


Eugene defended his master. “But he has reason not to, doesn’t he?” 


Balzac nodded. “Yes, that’s why I don’t feel upset by it. The Red 
Tower Master’s hatred is a hatred directed at all black wizards. That’s 
a burden that all who are black wizards must share.” 


Eugene was also aware of the reason why Lovellian hated black 
wizards. 


Lovellian had lost his family to a black wizard’s human experiments. 
He had seen his own mother, father, and younger sister being turned 
into a writhing chimera right in front of his very eyes. If it wasn’t for 
the wizard who had shown up to hunt down the black wizard in his 
own dungeon, Lovellian would have been turned into another chimera 
as well. 


Eugene asked him, “Don’t you find that the very existence of black 
wizards itself is considered wrong?” 


“Many people commit sins,” Balzac answered as he sat down in a 
chair. “But no matter how many people there are who commit sins, it 
cannot be said that the existence of humanity as a whole is wrong.” 


“Are you really trying to say... that while there exist black wizards 
who commit sins, there are also good black wizards as well?” Eugene 
said these words with disgust. “But in my eyes, the black wizard’s very 
existence is a sin.” 


Balzac just laughed. “Haha... I didn’t mean to start such a debate by 
saying that.” 


No matter how you looked at it, Eugene’s words were rude. However, 
Balzac did not express any displeasure over this. Instead, his eyes 
shone as if he was having fun while he stared at Eugene. 


“The goal that we are pursuing is different... is what I’d like to say. 
But as Sir Eugene may already know, it isn’t just black wizards who 
conduct human experiments. Countless wizards throughout history 
have committed terrible crimes and broken all sorts of taboos in order 
to try and gain esoteric enlightenment through those attempts,” Balzac 
argued. 


“However, they never signed a contract with a Demon King,” Eugene 
pointed out. 


Balzac suddenly expressed a startling opinion. “In the present age, 
Demon Kings aren’t much different from gods.” 


Eugene instinctively felt offended by these words. 


Balzac continued. “Well, this is clearly blasphemous, so I won’t be 
able to defend myself even if I do get rebuked for this, but... in my 
opinion, the Demon Kings are actually better than the gods.” 


“How so?” Eugene demanded. 


Balzac began his argument. “All gods have to start by proving their 
existence. However, we already know the Demon Kings exist. Not in 
the vague ‘heavens’, but on this very land, they can easily be found in 
Helmuth.” 


Although it was offensive, Eugene couldn’t deny such words. 


“Of course the gods can bestow miracles, but... rather than their 
unreliable miracles, isn’t it much better to have a Demon King who 
reigns over you personally and can be seen at any time? Also, Demon 
Kings are reasonable. Rather than things like belief and faith, a 
contract made using the soul as collateral is more reliable and 
worthwhile,” Balzac argued. 


“Worthwhile...," Eugene skeptically repeated. 


“To put it simply, black wizards are just pragmatists who seek extreme 
efficiency” Balzac summed up. “As Sir Eugene may know, magic is a 
harsh, capricious, and unreasonable discipline. No matter how hard 
you try or how much you yearn for it, if you don’t have the talent, 
then you can’t become a wizard.” 


At these words, Eugene recalled Eward. 


“For such people, contracts with demonfolk are bound to feel very 
attractive. By selling their soul, they can get the magic that they so 
desire... the only cost is one that they themselves must pay. It doesn’t 
bring any harm to others,” Balzac insisted. “It’s only when they can’t 
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be satisfied with that, that they might commit ‘sins’. 


“What about the black wizards who do commit a lot of sins, are you 
trying to say that it's also because they’re pragmatists?” Eugene 
challenged sarcastically. 


“Tf there is a clear profit to be made by violating human morality, 
then it is possible that they might cross that line in order to pursue the 
truth. But that’s true of most wizards though,” Balzac countered. 


As Balzac had once said a long time ago, ‘People like wizards can easily 
sacrifice something like morals for the sake of satisfying their own curiosity 
and desire. Or, to put it in simple terms, there are many times more 
aberrant “wizards” than there are aberrant “black wizards.”’ 


Changing the subject, Eugene asked, “Did Sir Balzac also sign a 
contract with the Demon King for practical benefits?” 


“Hmm...” Balzac hummed thoughtfully, a thin smile appearing on his 
lips as he tilted his head consideringly. “Have you heard a lot about 
me?” 


“T’ve heard that you were once fellow students with the Blue Tower 
Master,” Eugene revealed. 


“Tt’s not like we were under the same master, but... yes, I too was 
once a member of the Blue Tower of Magic,” Balzac confirmed. 


“According to the Blue Tower Master, when you were still a member 
of the Blue Tower of Magic, your skills were said to be quite 
impressive,” Eugene mentioned. 


“Haha... while it might look like I’m gilding my own face, yes, that is 
the truth. When I was still in the Blue Tower of Magic, I performed 
much better than the current Blue Tower Master... than Hiridus. If I 
had just spent a few more years there, I would have become the Blue 
Tower Master instead of Hiridus.” Balzac fell silent for a few moments, 
tapping on the armrest of his chair, before continuing, “...However... 
it’s just that rather than settle for what was going to fall in my hands 
naturally, what I wanted was more than that.” 


“More than that?” Eugene repeated curiously. 


“T am not the Wise Sienna,” Balzac suddenly brought up her name 
from out of nowhere. 


Eugene frowned, not understanding what he meant by that. 


Balzac chucked and continued speaking. “The Wise Sienna is loved by 
magic. Lady Sienna was a wizard who could even pose a threat to a 
Demon King, but ever since Lady Sienna’s birth, no other such wizard 
has ever appeared. That goes for me as well. Ah... of course, I don’t 
mean that I wish I could pose a threat to the Demon Kings, it’s just 
that I desire to become a wizard as great as she is.” 


Eugene listened silently. 


“Tt’s not just me either. Amelia Merwin and Edmond Codreth, too. The 
three of us could have become ‘Archwizards’ even without having 
signed a contract with the Demon King of Incarceration. It’s just that 
we wanted more. Any wizard who believes himself to be a genius will 
hold a desire to see the very ‘end’ of all magic. However, such an end 
is far out of the reach of even an Archwizard,” Balzac said regretfully. 


“.,.An end you say...,” Eugene smirked and shook his head. “So what, 
are you saying that after you signed a contract with the Demon King, 
Black Tower Master, you were able to see the end?” 


Balzac nodded and said, “I have a feeling that I’m getting closer to the 
end, little by little. I also hope that, through this conversation, Sir 
Eugene has come to understand me even a little more.” 


“Ts there a reason why you need me to understand you?” Eugene 
asked with a raised eyebrow. 


“Tt’s a little — no, very distressing to be treated like a villain even 
though I haven’t done anything,” Balzac claimed sorrowfully. 


Was he joking? Eugene couldn’t tell what Balzac’s true intentions 
were, so he just kept up a stiff expression. 


Balzac shrugged with a sheepish smile. 


“.,.Aren’t I at least better than Amelia Merwin, though?” Balzac 
eventually asked. 


“ ,.Ahah,” Eugene said as he finally nodded his head with a grin. “I 
was wondering why you had come looking for me. So you’ve heard 
something about me from Amelia Merwin, haven’t you?” 


“Tt looks like you made valuable use of the letter that I gave you,” 
Balzac observed. “Though I didn’t expect that it would really be used 
so quickly.” 


“Honestly, I didn’t really want to use it,” Eugene readily admitted. 


“Tve heard that it was an accidental encounter. It came as quite the 
surprise to me as well. To think that she would really go and create 
another dungeon, and that she would actually run into Sir Eugene 
there...” Balzac marveled at the coincidence. 


“Are you aware of the full story?” Eugene checked. 


“T haven't been able to hear it. Although I was curious, Amelia Merwin 
refused to tell me about it,” Balzac complained. 


“Ahah,” Eugene said once more. “So the reason why you came looking 
for me today was that you wanted to ask about the full story?” 


“Would you be willing to tell me?” Balzac asked hopefully. 


“Nope,” Eugene answered without any hesitation. “If it really makes 
you that curious, instead of asking me, can’t the Black Tower Master 
just ask the Demon King of Incarceration, whom you serve so 
happily?” 


“T might be able to do that, but the Demon King of Incarceration 
probably won’t answer me. Because I’m not the only one who is 
receiving the Demon King of Incarceration’s favor,” Balazc said 
reluctantly, pursing his lips as if he was disappointed by this. “I 
wanted to hear the whole story from Sir Eugene, but since you have 
no intention of telling me, I won’t be stubborn and insist on asking 
about it.” 


“Tf that’s the case, will you be heading back now?” Eugene asked 
hopefully. 


“There’s still a matter that needs to be addressed.” 


“What kind of matter?” 


“The Rakshasa Princess,” Balzac’s voice lowered as he said this name. 
“Also known as Iris. Have you heard of her?” 


“..I’ve been told that she is the head of Helmuth’s dark elves,” Eugene 
replied. 


“News that Sir Eugene brought more than hundred elves out of Samar 
with him is sure to have reached the Rakshasa Princess as well. So, 
before too long, the Rakshasa Princess may make her way to the 
Lionheart clan for some negotiations,” Balzac reported. 


Eugene’s brows furrowed as he repeated Balzac’s words. “... 
Negotiations?” 


“Yes,” Balzac confirmed. “It’s because she’s obsessed with increasing 
her fighting power. While you were in Samar, did you happen to see 
any dark elves?” 


“.. There were rumors about them and I’ve heard a few stories from 
the elves,” Eugene replied evasively. 


“Tf that’s the case, then this should be easy for you to understand. The 
Rakshasa Princess’s influence in Helmuth isn’t all that great. The pure- 
blooded demonfolk consider the Rakshasa Princess and her dark elves 
to be hybrids, and the Rakshasa Princess is currently competing with 
the other high-ranking demonfolk to become the next Demon King,” 
Balzac exposited. 


“Do you think she has a shot at it?” Eugene asked. 


“Of course not,” Balzac replied without any hesitation. “The dark elves 
are a special subspecies. It is impossible for even the Demon King of 
Incarceration to corrupt a race and create a new one from it. The only 
ones with that special power were the Demon King of Fury, who died 
three hundred years ago, and his adopted daughter, the Rakshasa 
Princess, who now commands the dark elves.” 


The Demon King of Fury had been slain. This left Iris as the only one 
in this world who could turn an elf into a dark elf. 


“As I said during the hearing, the Demon King of Incarceration 


provides a lot of charity to those elves who immigrate to Helmuth 
after being afflicted with the Demonic Disease. They receive a 
complete exemption from the lifeforce tax and, even without selling 
their souls, they receive a generous pension every month. For the sake 
of the dark elves, he has ordered that a forest that is already far too 
large for their reduced numbers be set aside as the territory of the 
Rakshasa Princess,” Balzac said with a slight smile and shake of his 
head. “Of course, most of the pension that each elf receives is taken 
away to be used as the Rakshasa Princess’s military funds, but... the 
problem is that the Rakshasa Princess’s goal is far too large, and with 
her independent army so weak, it is impossible for her to achieve it. 
As far as Iam aware, the number of dark elves led by the Rakshasa 
Princess numbers less than a thousand.” 


It couldn’t be helped that this number was much smaller than it had 
been three hundred years ago. At that time, more than half of the dark 
elves led by Iris had been killed by Sienna during their subjugation of 
the Demon King of Fury. On top of that, most elves preferred dying 
from the Demonic Disease rather than becoming a dark elf. 


“In other words, Sir Eugene is harboring a ten percent increase to the 
Rakshasa Princess’s manpower in the Lionheart clan’s main estate. 
Blinded as she is by her desire to increase her war potential, it is 
inevitable that the Rakshasa Princess will turn her eyes to you,” 
warned Balzac. 


“If she comes looking for me, I’ll just tell her to fuck off,” Eugene 
replied with a cold smile. “Or perhaps... are you asking me to try and 
negotiate with the Rakshasa Princess?” 


Balzac hurriedly denied this. “What right do I have to persuade Sir 
Eugene of that? Not to mention, I am not even one of her allies 


anyway.” 


“Then just what is it that you want to say to me?” Eugene demanded 
exasperatedly. 


Balzac began to explain, “I’ve told you something like this before. 
While the Demon King of Incarceration controls Helmuth, he does not 
control the entirety of the demonfolk. The Queen of the Night 
Demons, Noir Giabella, and the Black Dragon, Duke Raizakia, have 
not signed contracts with the Demon King of Incarceration, and apart 


from them, countless other demonfolk are also outside the Demon 
King of Incarceration’s control.” 


Eugene silently glared at Balzac. He still had no idea what in the 
world Balzac was trying to warn him about. 


“Of course, such demonfolk are still subject to sanctions when they 
break the laws set by the Demon King of Incarceration, so they’re 
forced to take responsibility in exchange for the freedoms they’ve 
enjoyed. Just like how Baron Olpher was decapitated for trying to 
seduce Sir Eward.” Balac brought up an example known to Eugene. 


In the end, the Demon King was just the most powerful one amongst 
the demonfolk. Just like how the king of an ordinary kingdom 
couldn’t know every single move that his people make, the Demon 
King was similarly helpless. A Demon King would only be able to seize 
control of a demonfolk’s soul if they had made a contract with him. 


However, all that said, the strength of the Demon King was absolute in 
Helmuth. If the Demon King of Incarceration were to order someone’s 
death, any demonfolk weaker than him would have to offer up their 
heads, even if they hadn’t signed a contract with the Demon King. 


eile Even in Helmuth, there are some demonfolk that the Demon 
King of Incarceration cannot fully control,” Balzac pointed out. 


“...Are you talking about those who follow the Demon King of 
Destruction?” Eugene asked, picking up the hint. 


“Yes, especially the beastfolk among them,” Balzac responded, 
confirming Eugene’s suspicions. 


Eugene tried to keep any emotions that he was feeling from being 
expressed on his face. Balzac had to be talking about Oberon’s son — 
the sworn brother of Barang, the beastman Eugene had fought with in 
Samar. 


“The Rakshasa Princess has only recently realized the reality of her 
situation. With less than a thousand dark elves, it is impossible for her 
to become a Demon King if she stubbornly insists on solely relying on 
her own people’s support,” Balzac revealed. 


“.,.So yow’re saying that she’s joined hands with the beastfolk?” 
Eugene guessed. “But as far as I know, the current chief of the 
beastfolk, Jagon, killed his own father to take the position. And that 
father of his happens to have been the Rakshasa Princess’s brother.” 


Balzac shook his head and said, “No, the Rakshasa Princess hasn’t 
joined hands with Jagon. Instead, she’s recruited some of the beastfolk 
who follow Jagon to be her mercenaries.” 


‘Mercenaries?’ Eugene tilted his head and silently muttered this word 
to himself. 


“Jagon is a tyrannical beast who reigns solely through his own 
strength. He despises those who are weak and doesn’t even place them 
in his eyes. In order to catch Jagon’s eyes, the ambitious beastfolk 
have no choice but to develop enough strength.” Balzac continued his 
lecture. 


Eugene silently took in this information. 


“Because of this, there are many beastfolk pursuing active careers as 
mercenaries in Helmuth. By fighting in the territorial battles between 
the small and medium-sized aristocrats, they are able to gain combat 
experience and raise their own strength by preying on other 
demonfolk. And they do all this because they won’t be able to win 
Jagon’s favor if they’re not strong enough.” Balzac finished presenting 
his observations of the beastfolk. 


Barang had said that the reason why he was searching for the elven 
territory had nothing to do with Jagon. 


‘Could that guy have been serving as a mercenary for some demonfolk, and 
have gone there after receiving an order from them?’ Eugene speculated. 


Eugene couldn’t openly ask any questions about Barang. For now, he 
had no choice but to wait and see what kind of information Lovellian 
might be able to pick up. 


‘Master Lovellian should be listening in on this conversation as well,’ 
Eugene thought with some reassurance. 


Lovellian should also have pricked up his ears at this talk about 
mercenaries, and he could use that as a starting point to gather 
information about Barang. 


Without any trace of hesitation, Eugene nodded in understanding and 
said, “That guy named Jagon, he seems to have quite the crazy 
personality.” 


Balzac pointed out, “He’s someone who tore out his own father’s 
throat, after all. Even the Rakshasa Princess wouldn’t be so quick to 
join hands with such a renegade. And as Sir Eugene has already said, 
the father who Jagon ended with his own hands was also the 
Rakshasa Princess’s brother.” 


The beastfolk tribes, when led by Oberon, had served the Demon King 
of Fury alongside the Rakshasa Princess. Although the beastfolk were 
now sworn to the service of the Demon King of Destruction, the 
Rakshasa Princess would definitely be reluctant to join hands with 
Jagon, who had killed her former comrade and brother, Oberon. 


“If Sir Eugene refuses to negotiate, then the Rakshasa Princess is sure 
to back down. Because she’s not so desperate that she would attack 
the Lionheart clan’s main estate in order to take those elves for 
herself. However, there is a possibility that she might send beastfolk 
to attack.” Balzac stood up as he gave one final warning, “Jagon 
shouldn’t have any reason to show up in person, but you shouldn’t 
take any member of the beastfolk lightly.” 


“What are your reasons for providing us with such a warning?” 
Eugene asked suspiciously. 


Balzac hesitantly admitted, “One reason is that I want you to owe me 
a favor... Sir Eugene... but please don’t take this the wrong way. I 
don’t want to use this favor for any, well, sexual purposes.” 


No matter how much he pretended that it hadn’t affected him, it 
seemed that what happened last time, when Eugene had asked him if 
he was gay, had left a thorn embedded deep within Balzac’s heart. 


“The other reason I give this warning is for my own personal 
reputation. I’m already so hated just for being a black wizard, but 


should the beastfolk from Helmuth really attack the Lionheart clan 
without any warning... Should a tragedy occur as a result of that, ’m 
afraid of any blame that might come my way for not having said 
anything,” Balzac confessed. 


“Don’t you think that you’re attracting so much hatred because you’re 
needlessly staying in Aroth? If you were to leave for Helmuth, then 
I’m sure there would be far less hostility,” Eugene kindly advised. 


“Haha... while that might be the case, I’m not very fond of Helmuth,” 
Balzac claimed with a smile as he lowered his fedora back onto his 
head. 


Kristina rubbed her stiff cheeks. 


The appearance reflected in the mirror was somehow unfamiliar to 
Kristina, especially her expressions. Kristina furrowed her brows, 
straightened them, and then blinked intently. The flesh beneath her 
fingertips felt soft, but she could feel her facial muscles stiffening at 
the slightest pressure. 


Originally, this had been the natural state of affairs. Back then, it 
hadn’t felt strange at all. This sort of expression was just how Kristina 
used to look. Kristina chewed on her lips a few times, then smiled self- 
consciously. 


“...It’s only been a few months,’ she thought to herself. 


Kristina tried changing her smile a few more times. However, no 
matter what she did, it didn’t feel right to her. 


...Had she smiled like this when she was in Samar? There had to have 
been more than a few times when she smiled like this. For Kristina, 
smiling all the time was just a habit. Even if she didn’t have a reason 
to smile. That was just what she was taught to do ever since she was a 
child, back in the monastery. Rather than an expressionless or upset 
face, a smiling face would make her seem more friendly. 


‘It’s only been a few months, but I can’t recall what my usual expression 


was like,’ Kristina silently sighed. 


Kristina raised the corners of her lips with both index fingers. But was 
a forced smile like this really any better than a facade? As her fingers 
fell, the raised corners of her lips also drooped once more. 


Kristina sighed. “...Family, huh...” 


Parts of the conversation that she had had with Eugene before leaving 
the Lionheart estate refused to leave her head. 


—My own birth father is just saying these words to me because he’s 
worried about me, his only son. 


—Since I know that it’s all for my sake, as his son, I should at least 
pretend to listen to my father. 


These weren’t particularly important snippets of conversation, but 
even so, they had been lingering inside her head for the past few days. 
Kristina also knew that there was nothing inherently special about 
such words. However, what really mattered was that such words were 
only commonly found among real ‘families’. 


That was why Kristina wasn’t really able to understand the sentiment 
behind such words. 


Ever since she was born, Kristina had never once been part of a true 
family. 


‘,..But that’s why it matters to me even more,’ Kristina admitted to 
herself. 


She heard a knocking on the door. 
Kristina pasted the still awkward-feeling facade back onto her face. 


In her own mind, Kristina absently addressed Eugene. ‘I know that you 
didn’t have a good reason to do so... ’ 


Her facade might feel awkward right now, but she would soon get 
used to it. 


, 


“...but I would have been fine with you killing me... 


Because while meeting her father, Cardinal Rogeris, Kristina would 
need to be able to keep up such a smile without focusing on it. 


‘...that way, I would have been able to leave this place and never come 
back.’ 


Kristina had hoped to never return to this place. 


Chapter 128 
The Lightning Flame (1) 


“Sir Eugene, Sir Eugene... Are you not going to wake up, Sir Eugene?” 
Mer shook him. 


“['m up,” Eugene answered as he sprang up from the bed. He wasn’t 
someone who usually slept for very long. It was a different thing if he 
was camping, but when he slept in a familiar place where some level 
of safety was guaranteed, then he would always wake up before 
daybreak. He actually woke up on his own, even if no one woke him. 
However, someone had started to wake him up a few days ago, even 
though Eugene didn’t ask for it. 


“Did you sleep well?” 


Mer was standing beside his bed when Eugene turned his head, 
rubbing his dry eyes. 


After throwing a glance at the long wall clock, Eugene came down 
from his bed and said, “I told you you don’t need to wake me up. Why 
do you wake me up ” 


“T can’t help it. I can’t even sleep, so I’m so bored at dawn.” 


“You lived like that for hundreds of years. You must have gotten used 
to it.” 


“T earned my freedom with difficulty after living like that for so long, 
so I don’t want to waste a minute or even a second of my life.” Mer 
sheepishly smiled as she followed Eugene. 


Mer had stopped wearing her trademark robe and witch hat. Instead, 
she was wearing clothes that an ordinary ten-year-old girl would 
normally wear. However, the clothes themselves weren’t ordinary in 
the slightest. They were very expensive... not that Eugene cared, since 


he was not the one who had purchased them. 


“Still, I like it here more than in Akron. There are a lot of beings to 
talk to while you sleep.” 


Mer trotted behind Eugene and chattered. Listening to her cheerful 
voice, Eugene stood in front of the mirror. With his hand, Eugene 
roughly combed his disheveled hair backward and gestured to Mer. 
“Give me some space.” 


“Okayy. > 


Mer didn’t go far, she just leaned her forehead against the wall 
nearby. Meanwhile, Eugene unbuttoned his pajamas and opened the 
wardrobe. The wardrobe was wide, but the only clothes inside were 
similar-looking martial arts suits. Other kinds of clothes were in a 
separate dressing room. Eugene just grabbed one of the martial arts 
suits and put it on, then kicked the pajama on the floor into a basket 
near the door. 


“Are you done?” Mer asked. 
“Yeah.” 


On the day when Eugene first brought Mer out, he had just changed 
his clothes without paying her any mind. Mer’s face had turned scarlet 
as she shrieked. After that, Eugene had to go through this troublesome 
process every time he changed his clothes. 


This applied not only in the Red Tower but also in the main house and 
the annex of Lionheart. 


“Have you slept well, Master Eugene?” Nina and the servants were 
standing outside the door. When Eugene absentmindedly nodded, 
Nina lowered her head and met Mer’s eyes. Mer beamed when Nina 
winked. 


“Lady Ancilla suggested having breakfast with her in the main house,” 
Nina said. 


“We ate together yesterday's dinner, lunch, and breakfast.” 
“Tt isn’t wrong for a family to sit at the same table. ” 


“She is being too obvious about this.” Eugene chuckled dryly as he 
shook his head. 


It had been a week since he had returned to the main house with Mer. 


At first, he had been worried. When he had come back with a hundred 
elves, Ancilla crushed her fan. She allowed the elves to live in the 
forest in the end. However, adding more members to the main house 
without any notice meant that Eugene was directly challenging the 
authority of Ancilla, the Second Mistress. It had been only a couple of 
days since his first transgression, but Eugene did yet another one. He 
had honestly expected some criticism. And yet... 


“Lady Ancilla is a good person.” Mer smiled as she walked down the 
corridor with Eugene. “She was the one who gave me these clothes.” 


It wasn’t just the clothes she was wearing right now. Ancilla had 
turned an empty room in the annex into a dressing room. It had only 
taken her a day to fill the entire wardrobe with Mer’s clothes. 


“She asked me to visit the main house whenever I am bored during 
your training, Sir Eugene. You already know about the main house’s 
library, right? Of course, there are no magic texts and Akron is a 
better library. Still, there are many interesting books that you can’t 
find in Akron,” Mer excitedly explained. 


...Eugene hadn’t heard the slightest bit of criticism. Instead, Ancilla 
had welcomed Mer. She too had heard about Aroth in the Lionheart’s 
main house. Although the opponent had some restrictions, Eugene had 
nevertheless won the fight against a proud Tower Master of Aroth. 


That victory wasn’t just for Eugene to enjoy. The more achievements 
Eugene had, the higher Lionheart’s status became. With that victory 
alone, Ancilla could suppress her annoyance about the elves. 


What was the big deal of adding a very small, cute girl? 


Ancilla wasn't the first wife, but despite that, she wished to make one 
of her children the Patriarch. That was why Cyan and Ciel had 
received strict education from a very early age. They had started 
mastering mana and practicing with weapons right after they had 
started to walk. 


Ancilla never regretted her parenting strategies. She went a bit 
overboard sometimes, to the extent of using physical punishment, but 
she believed that her every action was for her children’s future. It 
wasn’t like she only used the stick — after the stick, she always gave 
her children the sweet gifts they desired. 


However, she sometimes thought that she wanted to stop being strict 
for a moment and just spend time with her children, as a family. At 
those moments, she wished she didn't have to physically punish her 
children for their faults and instead embrace and comfort them with 
her love. 


She felt that the most whenever she saw her daughter, Ciel. She had 
been cute and adorable ever since she was a baby. Ancilla wanted to 
dress her up in clothes that suited her cuteness and give her dolls and 
toys instead of a sword. She hoped that she could do some shopping 
with her daughter and brag about her at a social party... 


“...I could never do that with Ciel,’ Ancilla thought. 


Before Ciel was her daughter and a girl, she was a Lionheart. She 
preferred a sword over dolls in the first place, and she liked to attend 
swordsmanship training rather than shopping or social parties. 


Ancilla was proud of Ciel. She was proud of her daughter for training 
hard every day for future glory. That was so much better than the 
empty-brain nobles who chortled as they gossiped and trash-talked 
others. 


‘Still, even just once... ’ 


She never said those things out loud. If Ciel had wished to go 
shopping or to social parties, Ancilla would have allowed it. But her 
daughter was tougher than Ancilla had hoped her to be. 


‘T really... really didn’t think that she would have decided what to do with 
her future that quickly and go to the Black Lion Castle, even before we 
could attend the capital noble’s social party in dresses together... ’ 


“Can’t you go faster?” 


The morning sun was coming up. Early spring morning was just as 
cold as the winter. Ancilla wrapped herself in a thick fur coat as she 
looked out the window. 


“We are going as fast as we can,” said Hazard. As the Second Division 
Captain of the White Lion Knights, he was chosen to be Ancilla’s 
entourage in this early morning. He knew how sensitive the second 
mistress was. 


“You must like Lady Mer very much, huh?” It had been already 20 
years since he began to serve the main house. He had been so loyal 
that it wouldn’t be so weird for him to joke around like this. Of 
course, that sensitive second wife never took the joke. Originally, 
Ancilla would snap, saying don’t say such nonsense. 


“’,.She is cute,” Ancilla quietly answered. 


Ancilla was head over heels for Mer, who looked like a ten-year-old 
girl — maybe because her children had both left the main house. Mer 
was like the essence of Ancilla’s unfulfilled fantasy. 


Mer politely said ‘thank you’ when Ancilla gave her sweets, and she 
nibbled on them with a lovely face. When someone gave her a cake, 
she smiled so adorably that the hearts of people nearby ached. Unlike 
Ciel, who hated fluffy skirts, Mer was happy with whatever clothes 
she received. 


“Does she have to stay in the annex?” 


“Master Eugene brought her, and Lady Mer wants to stay in the 
annex...” 


“Tt recently came to my mind that the annex is too far from the main 
house. The building is pretty old since it was built a long time ago. 
Doesn’t it require some repairs?” 


Of course, if the annex was renovated, then the people in the annex 
would have to stay in the main house. Ancilla continued. “No, 
repairments wouldn’t be enough. I think it’s better to just demolish it 
and build a new one right beside the main house.” 


If she did so, then she wouldn’t have to ride on a carriage to the annex 
in the early morning. The people in the annex wouldn’t have to visit 
the main house for their every meal. 


“We are here,” said Hazard. 


The carriage stopped, and Ancilla patiently waited. The door should 
be opened by a person outside. Impatiently opening it herself was the 
far opposite of the dignity that Ancilla pursued. 


Opening the door took only a few seconds. She had never felt annoyed 
about it or thought it took too long, but this time... 


‘Have I not slept very well? Why do I feel like Hazard is terribly slow 
today?’ 


The door soon opened. It was because Hazard felt Ancilla’s annoyance, 
so he quickly got down from the carriage and escorted Ancilla. As she 
got down, she could feel the cold air. 


“Oh, my...” Ancilla trembled as she tightly grabbed onto her coat. 
‘She is too cute!’ 


In the training area of the annex, Mer was standing in her soft outer 
garment. On the other hand, Eugene was topless as he was sitting in 
front of Mer. He didn’t seem to mind the cold weather. 


“_,.What is he doing right now?” Ancilla dumbfoundedly asked. 
“He is meditating,” Hazard calmly answered. 


“T can see that. Iam asking why is he meditating outside in this cold 
weather without any clothes?” 


Ancilla also came from a prestigious warrior family. Therefore, she 
had learned several martial arts since she was a child. Still, she didn’t 
really understand why he would do such a thing in this cold weather. 


“If he wants to do it, he should do it alone. How could he do such a 
thing with a young child?!” Ancilla clenched her fists, trembling in 
anger. 


“Lady Ancilla!” When Ancilla and Hazard got closer, Mer beamed as 
she waved her hand. 


The sight! Ancilla grabbed onto her heart without realizing it. The 
memory of Ciel and Cyan calling her ‘mommy’ for the first time came 
to her mind. 


“What brings you here this early in the morning?” 


“Hmm.” Ancilla controlled her expression right away. Mer’s face was 
pale as she looked up, but Ancilla knew that it wasn’t due to the 
coldness. She also knew that the adorable girl wasn’t a human, but a 
familiar that had lived for hundreds of years. Therefore, Mer never felt 
cold. However, those things about Mer aroused Ancilla’s maternal 
love. So what if she didn’t feel the cold? The only thing that mattered 
right now was that the wind Ancilla could feel was cold. 


Clearing her throat, she wrapped the highest-quality scarf around 
Mer’s neck and said, “...I came here to talk about how to greet 
Eugene’s important guest, since she is visiting today.” 


“She isn’t really an important guest.” Eugene opened his eyes. “It’s not 
worth your attention, Lady Ancilla. Besides, she is just a guest I 
invited personally...” 


“Your guest is the Lionheart family’s guest.” Ancilla glared at Eugene. 
Meanwhile, her two hands were busy wrapping the scarf around Mer’s 
cheeks and ears. “And how could she not be an important guest? I 
can’t agree with that. Isn’t she Aroth’s White Tower Master?” 


Melkith El-Haya’s letter from Aroth had arrived last night. She wrote 
that she would visit the Lionheart’s main house today, since she was 
now ‘ready.’ 


“Well, she is... but she is visiting for personal reasons. So if you could 
open the warp gate...” Eugene trailed off. 


“T can’t do that. As the second mistress of the Lionheart family, it is 
my duty to greet the guests.” Ancilla had no intention of backing 
down regarding this matter. The relationship with a celebrity like a 
Tower Master was something that couldn’t be bought. 


Of course, there was the Red Tower Master, Lovellian. She often met 
him, since he was Gilead’s acquaintance and he had visited the 
Lionheart house every year after he had participated in the bloodline 
continuation ceremony. Now, besides the Red Tower Master, she was 
also going to meet the White Tower Master. Even if the meeting was 
started by her foster son, Eugene, the meeting could turn into the 
beginning of a relationship with the Lionhearts depending on how she 
handled this meeting. 


“... The White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah... She is the only woman 
among the five Tower Masters. Wait, how old is she?’ 


Ancilla got lost in thought for a moment. If her memory served her 
correctly, Melkith was already over 60. 


‘But I heard that she is still beautiful.’ 


The Red Tower Master, Lovellian was actually also a grandpa, but he 
looked like he was in his twenties. 


‘I do take care of myself, but it’s nothing compared to magic. I won’t have 
a problem for at least a decade, but after that, I may have to use magic... 


A 


“Lady Ancilla?” Mer’s voice brought Ancilla back to reality. Surprised, 
she looked down at Mer. Tightly wrapped in the scarf, Mer’s big eyes 
were sparkling. 


“Hmm.” Ancilla almost hugged her. Marveling at her own patience, 
she stood up. 


“Tt looks like you are done with your morning training. Let’s have 
breakfast in the main house.” 


“My father is still in bed,” Eugene answered. 


“There is no need to forcefully wake him up. Sir Gehard would prefer 
sleeping till noon to having breakfast at this hour.” 


“Well, that’s true.” Eugene nodded. 


Ancilla’s breakfast was always simple—a balanced meal mainly 
consisting of vegetables and a cup of coffee with no sugar. That would 
be her breakfast if she was eating alone, but Mer and Eugene were 
joining her today. The breakfast became so excessive that it was hard 
to call it breakfast. 


Meat, meat, meat, and meat — meat dishes including pork, beef, and 
chicken were lined up on the table like a parade. 


Eugene had meat for virtually every meal. It was the same for Mer, 
too. Aside from sweet and fluffy desserts, Mer liked everything as long 
as it was tasty. Although the smell of these dishes was enough to upset 
Ancilla’s stomach, and she actually didn’t have any of them, she 
pleasantly watched Mer eating. 


‘IT have to recruit more cooks,’ Ancilla thought. 


There were already plenty of cooks in the main house, though. 
Moreover, all of them were experts who could be called the best in the 
Kiehl Empire. 


‘Cooks in the Kiehl won’t be enough. Hasn’t Mer eaten nothing for 
hundreds of years? I’m going to feed her so many dishes that will make up 
for her time.’ 


Ancilla made a promise to herself. 


Melkith arrived a little after noon. 


“Hi!” After she walked out from the warp gate, she joyfully waved her 
hand in a frivolous greeting. She was wearing a coat that almost 


covered her ankles, and the coat was so fluffy that it doubled 
Melkith’s size. Ancilla had imagined a serious Tower Master, but 
Melkith was nothing like that. 


“Welcome to the Lionheart House.” Ancilla didn’t lose her precious 
dignity, although she was perplexed. 


Lifting her leopard-pattern sunglasses up, Melkith stared at Ancilla. 
“And who are you?” 


“ ..1 am the second wife of the Patriarch, Ancilla Lionheart.” 


“Aha! You didn’t have to come out and greet me like this, I heard a lot 
about you from the Red Tower Master.” Melkith approached Ancilla, 
grinning. “I am visiting the prestigious Lionheart main house, wouldn’t 
it be rude to come empty-handed? So I brought a gift that I think 
would suit you, Lady Ancilla.” 


“A gift... You didn’t need to do that...” 


“Come on, don’t refuse. I think you will really like it when you find 
out what my gift is.” Leaning forward a little, Melkith whispered 
something to Ancilla, whose expression slightly changed in the next 
moment. 


Clearing her throat, Ancilla nodded. 


“What gift have you brought?” Eugene asked as he stared at Ancilla 
who was returning with the knights. 


“A bottle of rejuvenating potion,” Melkith answered. 
“Pardon?” 


“Aside from the spirit summoning magic, the White Tower also deals 
with alchemy. I am not really an expert in alchemy, but I have Aroth’s 
best alchemists as subordinates.” Melkith crossed her arm, bragging. 
“Actually it’s not really a rejuvenating potion. It’s more of a skin care 
thing... still, do you know how expensive that is? We only deliver it to 
Aroth’s royal family.” 


Their interest coincided. Just as Ancilla wished for a relationship with 
the White Tower Master, Melkith also wanted a relationship with the 
Lionheart family. 


“T grilled my alchemists to bring you this gift today.” 


“What on earth is that?” Eugene asked as he tilted his head, but 
Melkith didn’t answer. 


She just grinned. “What’s the rush? You will see soon enough. To be 
honest, I do want to show you right now.” 


She lifted her head and took a look around the Lionheart’s forest. 
“First... let me take you to the annex.” Eugene offered. 


“The annex? Are you seriously asking a spirit summoner to leave this 
forest for a boring annex? Ridiculous,” Melkith murmured as she 
trembled. The forest was so green that it was hard to believe the 
weather was cold today. Mana was so abundant in the forest. As a 
grand spirit summoner, Melkith could feel how ridiculous this forest 
was. 


“T have never seen a forest with this many spirits,” Melkith quietly 
spoke as she lowered herself to the ground. Not only did she contract 
the Lightning Spirit King, but also the Earth Spirit King. Therefore, she 
could feel how many spirits were living in this land. 


“ ..Can I live here?” 


“No, you can’t,” Eugene answered without any hesitation. 


Chapter 129 
The Lightning Flame (2) 


Melkith’s admiration continued throughout the entire walk. The forest 
had lush vegetation, something unbelievable considering the weather. 
Spirits, including primal ones, were everywhere in this forest. 


“This forest is heaven for a spirit summoner!” Melkith excitedly 
yelled. “I am really not exaggerating, you should believe me! I went to 
dozens, hundreds of places that are known to have many spirits while 
I learned spirit summoning magic all these dozens of years, but I have 
never seen such a lively place, much less one with more spirits than 
this forest!” 


“Ah, sure,” Eugene absentmindedly answered. 


“In this forest, even the most minimal spirit affinity is enough to 
create a contract with a spirit. If you already have a contract, the level 
of your spirit summoning magic would increase by just living here. 
No, no! Not only the spirit summoning magic! What’s up with this 
place? How could this place have so much mana?” Melkith was so 
thrilled that she threw her hands in the air. Then she suddenly 
pounced at Eugene and grabbed his collar. 


“Why are you doing this to me?” Eugene asked. 


“This is a crime!” Melkith raised an outcry. “It’s a crime for a mere 
clan to own this spot full of mana and spirit!” 


“Er... Umm... The Lionhearts are not really a mere clan...” Eugene 
answered with a reluctant face. 


“Hey, even the magic kingdom of Aroth does not have this kind of 
mana site! I’m pretty sure that applies to every other country on the 
continent!” 


“I assume Helmuth has one.” 


“ ,.Thaaat... is... possible. Ah, anyhow, this place isn’t an ordinary 
mana spot! Even in Helmuth, there isn’t a better spirit sp... hmm... 
but they probably have plenty of darkness spirit gathering spots...” 
Melkith was flustered, unable to finish her sentence. Still, she was able 
to reach a conclusion soon. 


“ ..1 really can’t live here?” 

“Tsk, I already said no.” 

“Then, forget about living. How about visiting twice a we...” 
“No, you can’t.” 


“You are being so cheap. Technically, this forest isn’t even yours. Lady 
Ancilla seems to like my gift very much... I can just negotiate with 
her, can’t I?” 


Eugene didn’t answer Melkith, but just stared glumly at her. 
Truthfully, there wasn’t any reason for him to unconditionally say no. 


However, Melkith’s eccentricity, which Eugene had heard about from 
Tempest, troubled his mind. What if Melkith ran around here naked in 
the middle of the night just like she had done with Wynnyd? Eugene 
really didn’t want to imagine it... 


“... You cheap bastard, you don’t have to glare at me like that. I’m not 
going to pester you anymore since you are being really, really cheap. 

Actually, I have everything. Do you know that? I’m already at a peak 

as a spirit summoner.” 


“That’s awesome,” Eugene nonchalantly answered. 


Melkith gritted her teeth as she glared at Eugene. Then she quickly 
turned away from Eugene and started walking down the forest. 


“,.Come to think of it, where’s Mer?” 


“She’s here.” 


When Eugene lifted the cloak as he answered, Mer stuck her head out. 
For a moment, Melkith felt mixed emotions as she saw Mer. Her 
treasure, the Cloak of Darkness, was being used as that little girl’s 
house... 


“...1 never imagined the cloak would be used like that.’ 
“You are really making good use of it,” Melkith said bitterly. 
“Don’t worry, I will be returning it to you in one piece after six years.” 


“Of course, you should. If the cloak has a single scratch, this entire 
forest will...” 


“T’m joking, jooooking. You are really something, how could you have 
no respect for the elders? You are glaring as if you are going to kill me 
every time I say something. This big sister is so scared of you.” 


“You, a big sister...?” 
“Be quiet,” snapped Melkith. 


No matter how hard she thought, it was all because the Green Tower 
Master, that son of a bitch, caused a scene. Of course, Melkith hadn’t 
wanted the Green Tower Master to win the fight. However, she was 
certain Eugene had no respect for the Tower Masters because of the 
Green Tower Master’s inelegant act. 


“But where are you heading right now?” Eugene questioned. 
“The place full of spirits and mana.” 
“T think that applies to the whole forest.” 


“There is a particularly dense spot in this forest. You don’t need to 


guide me. I’m already sensing it.” 


Melkith thought this was a good opportunity. She grinned and 
dramatically turned to make her coattails fly. As she did so, the 
ground beneath her rose like a sea wave. 


“These spirits of the earth are guiding me.” 


Eugene looked up to Melkith with a reluctant face. Waiting for 
Eugene’s admiration, she was still spreading out both her arms as she 
stood on the earth wave. 


“’,.Shall we go?” Eugene asked after a pause. 

“Do you want to ride it too?” 

“No.” 

“You don’t need to refuse. Riding this is quite fun!” 


When Melkith flicked her finger, the ground beneath Eugene wriggled. 
It was actually pretty surprising: the earth was being moved by the 
spirits, not magic. 


‘Well, she did make a contract with the Earth Spirit King,’ Eugene 
thought. 


He stopped walking and stood still. Melkith was still not getting down 
from the wave. Like that, they moved forward, standing on the 
moving ground. In the meantime, Mer also wriggled out from the 
cloak and stood beside Eugene. 


“Have you ever surfed before?” Melkith asked. 
“No.” 


“You can always ask me if you feel like it. We don’t even need to go to 
the ocean, I will create a wave for you.” 


“That’s a bit too much...” 
“Why? Did this big sister make your heart race?” 


“Please don’t say such a gross thing,” Eugene answered with a 
disgusted face. 


However, Mer didn’t look displeased. Maybe because she liked what 
Melkith said... or maybe she was having fun riding the earth wave. 


“’,.Ooooh...” 


After crossing the forest, they arrived at the elven village, which had 
just been completed. It was probably the supply delivery day, too— 
carriages were lining up before the village entrance. 


“Master Eugene, what brought you here?” 


Standing in front of the carriage, Narissa and Lavera were checking 
the supplies being unloaded. 


'? 


“Your... preferences are very... unique and... er... umm... shocking.’ 
Melkith stuttered, looking at Narissa and Lavera. 


The two elves were wearing the Lionhearts’ maid uniforms. One had a 
prosthetic leg and another was wearing an eyepatch. 


It wasn’t rare to use elves as servants, but both of these elves had 
damaged or missing body parts. It made Melkith imagine something 
very dark and decadent. 


“Don’t get any weird ideas.” 


“..I’m a person who tries to understand every person’s preference. 
There’s no need to be shy. Uh... you already know a lot about my 
embarrassing secrets.” 


“Don’t say something that will cause a misunderstanding either.” 


Narissa and Lavera, who politely bowed before, were now staring at 
Eugene’s group. They were currently apprentice maids of the annex, 
and they had become Nina’s subordinates while Eugene was gone. The 
nonsense babbled by Melkith would reach Nina, and from there, it 
would reach his father, Gerhard. 


“So is this the place with a lot of spirits and mana?” Eugene asked. 
“Hmm... Hmmmmm...” 

“Seriously, stop thinking weird shit.” 

“Fine. You really shouldn’t be so shy.” 

Melkith cleared her throat and raised her finger. “That’s the place.” 


Her finger was pointing at the back of the elven village. It was where 
Eugene had planted the saplings of the World Tree. It had barely been 
weeks, but the saplings had become much taller than when he got 
them from Samar. 


“...Aren’t those the fairy trees you’ve brought from Samar?” asked 
Melkith. 


“Yes.” 


“Even I have never seen a live fairy tree. Can I get one sturdy branch 
as a gift?” 


“Tt depends on you, Lady Melkith,” Eugene grumbled as he 
approached the fairy tree. As Melkith followed him, she saw a hut not 
far from the fairy tree. 


‘The hut is the center of this forest,’ thought Melkith. 
It was the leyline of the Lionheart clan. 


‘Is the root of the fairy tree connected to the leyline? That’s why the 
leyline’s power amplified, so the mana... No... wait a minute... The spirits 


in this place... why are they somewhat different?’ 


She was familiar with primal spirits who didn’t have egos, but the 
primal spirits in this forest were a little different from the other spirits. 


“',.Am I mistaken?” Melkith murmured. 
“Mistaken about what?” 


“The primal spirits in this place... they are somewhat differ... Oh my 
god! Is this the World Tree, not the fairy tree?!” Melkith shrieked and 
flung herself toward the sapling. Then she wrapped her limbs around 
the trunk like a cicada. 


“T never thought I would see the World Tree in this life!” 
“Technically, it’s not the World Tree. It’s a branch of the tree...” 
“Oh my god, oh my god!” 

“How did you know?” 


“Levin and Yhanos told me. How, how is this possible?! For a mere 
mortal clan to have THREE World Trees in their forest!” 


“Who in the world are Levin and Yhanos?” 

“The Lightning Spirit King and the Earth Spirit King!” 

“Are you going to stay there?” Eugene asked. 

After a while, Melkith slid down the tree. 

“’,.You aren’t going to give me one even if I ask for it, right?” 
“Never.” 


“Ughhh... I’m so sad. I can’t even pester you anymore, I kind of grasp 


the current situation. Be thankful for the humanity left inside me.” 


The elves were brought from Samar, where Sienna was known to be 
secluded. The World Tree was here probably for the elves and because 
of Sienna’s wish. Melkith looked up at the young World Tree with eyes 
full of lingering feelings. 


ri 


‘If only I could do as I please... I want to have one in the White Tower... 


However, she couldn’t. Melkith sighed heavily and collapsed against 
the tree. 


“Come here.” 
“Are you going to negotiate with me or something?” Eugene asked. 


“No, I’m not. I’m trying to start the contract between you and the 
spirit. I came here today for that, right?” 


Melkith opened her coat wide and took out a big box from it, placing 
it in front of Eugene. After that, she moved her hands here and there, 
light radiating from the tip of her fingers. She used the light to 
inscribe a formula and draw a magic circle in the ground. 


Eugene sat in front of Melkith and watched the whole process. 
“Do I need to sit too?” Mer asked, but Melkith firmly shook her head. 


“No, you stay outside. Somewhere far away from here. Your delicate 
control formula might interfere with what’s about to happen.” 


“,..Is it dangerous?” Mer nervously asked again. 


“The mood is important when you’re making a contract with the 
spirits. The lightning spirits especially have a nasty temper. If a 
random familiar stays in for no reason, the spirits might strike you 
with lightning or something,” Melkith explained. She scanned Eugene 
up and down. “Do you want to take off your clothes?” 


“Do I have to take off my clothes while I contract spirits?” Eugene 
asked reluctantly. 


“T prefer that method. When I approach them in a primal state, 
without any unnecessary decorations, my connection with the spirits 
strengthens.” 


“Tempest told me that’s a superstition.” 


“.,.Every spirit has different preferences. Anyhow, my advice is to 
take off your clothes. I recommend at least taking off your top. It 
might burn away during the signing of the contract.” 


Eugene frowned, but he didn’t ignore her advice. 


“That’s a fine body you got there, little brother.” Melkith whistled as 
she looked at Eugene, who came back after taking off his top. 


He looked at her with disgusted eyes before plopping down onto the 
ground in front of her. 


“Just open up the box. I’m really curious if it’s worth all the fuss.” 


“Hehehe!” With a wicked smile , Melkith flicked her finger toward the 
box, which opened. Eugene opened his eyes wide as he looked inside 
the box. Something that was crouching inside jumped up with a flash. 


“What’s this?” 


Pzzzz! Inside the barrier made by Melkith, lightning went on a 
rampage. It was so fast that Eugene had a hard time following its 
movement, even leaving afterimages as it bumped against the barrier 
and flew erratically. Every time the lightning sparked, Eugene’s naked 
upper body stung. 


“A lightning flame.” Melkith adoringly watched the lightning flame 
running wild. “There is a magic material called ‘lightning ore,’ which 
holds lightning. It’s a very valuable gemstone that is normally used to 
make artifacts. However, a high-level spirit summoner can process the 
lightning ore to hold a lightning spirit.” 


Melkith’s snapped her fingers. The rampaging lightning flame 
flinched, then dropped to the floor of the box. 


“This lightning ore has been processed using alchemy. It was a piece 
of ore, but it has been refined into a flame, not a refined ore.” 


“,.is that supposed to mean something?” 


“The gemstone is a stone, after all. No matter how it’s refined, the 
stone can never become bigger than its original size. We carve and 
crush a stone, making it smaller in the end. But how about a flame?” 


Grinning, Melkith continued to explain as she pushed her head in 
Eugene’s direction. 


“Flame can change in any way really, depending on how it’s 
controlled. Water requires a bowl to be held, but flame doesn’t even 
need a bowl. It grows bigger, it shrinks... and it’s violent at the same 
time. In other words, a flame is a very belligerent and also a very 
convenient material.” 


“Aha...” Eugene quietly chimed in. 


“Of course, this is not an ordinary flame. It burns like a flame, but the 
ore is actually hosting a primal spirit of lightning. Therefore, it doesn’t 
have any ego, just aggressiveness. What do you think? Isn’t this 
material charming?” 


“It is, but...” 


“Your reaction is so boring! Do you know what I went through to 
make this? Tons of lightning ore were used to make this flame. I 
changed that ore into flames and personally summoned the Lightning 
King to literally pour high-power lightning into these pieces!” 


Eugene stared at the lightning flame with narrowed eyes. The 
lightning flame curled up on the bottom of the box was only as big as 
a bonfire, but he felt the immense mana concentrated inside. 


“Don’t worry about compatibility,” Melkith spoke as she shook her 


head. “There is a reason why I made it to look like a flame. It’s 
because your mana looks like a flame while you use the Lionheart’s 
White Flame Formula. It might seem like it doesn’t mean much, but 
it’s actually pretty important. It’s like adding color to the clothes you 
are wearing. In a nutshell, I’m making it appear more familiar, since 
you lack spirit affinity.” 


“..How do I proceed with the contract?” 


“Hold the lightning flame.” In front of Eugene, Melkith opened her 
hands, then clenched them into fists. 


“Make it answer to your mana, using the White Flame Formula. The 
trick is... hmm, make it answer to your mana, your power, and your 
existence. Change the shape of the lightning flame like that. Then, the 
lightning flame will naturally resist the outside mana.” 


“Are you telling me to make it surrender?” 


“As a summoner, I think it’s better to call it ‘harmonize’ rather than 
surrender. But that’s up to you. Wouldn’t it be better for you to try it 
yourself?” 


Melkith had a point. Eugene nodded and reached out for the lightning 
flame. 


‘Huh? Look at this bastard,’ Eugene thought. 


When his hand got closer, the lightning flame flinched and then 
increased its size as if it was going to swallow Eugene’s hand whole. 


He smirked and used the White Flame Formula. 


Woosh! The white flame twirled around Eugene’s body. Soon, the 
flame was dyed a cerulean hue. Eugene grabbed the lightning flame 
with a flame-wrapped hand. 


Pzzz! 


The lightning sparked. Eugene’s arms ached and his teeth chattered. In 


spite of Eugene’s will, his two arms trembled like aspen leaves, and 
they became hot as if they were burning. However, Eugene didn’t let 
the lightning flame go. He tightened the grip around the flame 
instead, as he brought it closer to his body. 


“Umm... Wouldn’t it be better if you treat it more gently?” 


“You said it’s up to me whether I make it surrender or harmonize.” 
Eugene smiled as his cheeks twitched. It resisted harder than he had 
thought. It was pretty interesting. 


Pzz...! As Eugene pressured it, the lightning flame began to shrink. 


“Uh... hmm... You are... right. So, if you continue... you will be able 
to feel the spirit attracted by the lightning flame. There is no way it’s a 
low-class spirit. You should be able to contract with an intermediate- 
class spirit, at the very least,” Melkith explained. 


‘Though I think he won’t be able to contract a high-class spirit,’ she 
thought. 


Actually, the class of spirit didn’t matter. When a summoner 
contracted any spirit, their spirit affinity increased afterward 
depending on how they treated the spirit. Even if Eugene only 
contracted a low-class lightning spirit right now, he could always get a 
higher-class lightning spirit afterward. 


‘Or, Levin. How about if you help him out a little? You can call a high- 
class spirit from the start... ’ 


[A contract should be fair.] 
The Lightning Spirit King, Levin, answered in Melkith’s head. 


[I didn’t like that lightning flame thing in the first place. I only 
conceded because you stubbornly insisted on it, Melkith. Since you’ve 
been accommodating him this much, he should at least proceed with 
the contract on his own. ] 


‘You are cheap... ’ Melkith grumbled. 


[If you wanted him to get a high-class spirit, why didn’t you just make 
an artifact that could hold a spirit?] 


‘That’s not a contract, that would be using the spirit in the weapon.’ 


That was why Wynnyd was a ridiculous treasure. The sword didn’t 
just ‘host’ spirits, it enabled the owner to make a contract with the 
Wind Spirit King himself. 


“ ..Hmm...” The look on Eugene’s face changed as he controlled the 
lightning flame. It was because Eugene felt a disparate ‘presence’ 
within the lightning spewed by the lightning flame. 


There was no way that Melkith, who had an overwhelmingly sensitive 
lightning affinity, could have missed the presence. Melkith beamed 
and said, “A spirit is answering.” 


“ ..Low class?” 


“No, it’s an intermediate class. I knew it. Okay, now. Concentrate on 
the spirit to start the con...” 


“That’s too weak, isn’t it?” Eugene answered as he frowned. The 
power of the spirit he could feel right now was weaker than the 
lightning flame, and it was incomparable to the bolts of lightning he 
could shoot using the Thunderbolt bow. 


“Don’t be too greedy now. Let’s first begin with the con...” 


“Let’s go on with this a little bit more,” Eugene interrupted. He wasn’t 
fully controlling it yet, but his confidence wasn’t groundless. Eugene’s 
mana control was so exceptionally good that even Sienna admitted it. 
The lightning spirit that answered him from inside the lightning flame 
was a primal spirit. And a primal spirit was another form of mana. 


Eugene couldn’t sense primal spirits normally, but this time, a primal 
spirit was captured using this processed ore. It was more than possible 
for him to sense and control it as he did with mana. 


As the White Flame Formula circulated, his Cores spun faster. 


Explosions blasted the inside of Eugene’s body, amplifying his mana. 
The flame wrapped around his body turned a perfect cerulean. 


Pzzz, pzzzz! 


As Eugene proceeded with controlling the flame, the blue flame and 
the lightning mixed up. The flame sparked up and the mana scattered 
away. Using the White Flame Formula, Eugene drew both of them 
inside his body, letting them flow inside his core with no waste of 
energy. 


“Er... Ummm...” Melkith was unable to say anything, so she just 
watched the scene unfolding before her eyes. 


‘Is it even okay to do that?... I don’t know.’ 


Let alone trying to do something like that herself, Melkith had never 
even thought that it was possible. Besides, that wasn’t why she had 
created the lightning flame in the first place. 


“Hey... are you alright? Doesn’t it hurt?” 


Eugene didn’t answer. Gritting his teeth, he just glared at the lightning 
flame. The light blocked his view. As he proceeded to suppress it, the 
lightning flame became smaller and smaller. Conversely, every time 
the White Flame Formula made his mana explode, the lightning flame 
swelled up. 


[Melkith? ] 

Levin watched Eugene through Melkith’s eyes. 

[Who is that guy? ] 

“...I don’t know.’ 

[How is it possible to control primal spirits like that...?] 


Levin’s shock was understandable. A primal spirit was pure essence. It 


was weaker than low-class spirits, but it didn’t lose itself even before 
high-class spirits’ power. Every spirit in this world had once been a 
primal spirit, and that also applied to the Spirit Kings. 


[Melkith.] 

‘I don’t know, so stop calling me!’ 

[No... ’m not trying to ask you anything, we just got sidetracked. ] 
‘What?’ 

[The barrier is collapsing. ] 


Surprised, Melkith raised her head up. It was just like Levin said; the 
barrier which she had cast to prevent the lightning flame from 
running wild was now cracking because it wasn’t able to withstand 
the power moving around this place. 


‘I thought it was something serious... I just have to make another one, 
don’t I?’ 


[No, let it be for a moment. ] 

The moment Melkith tried to recast the magic, Levin stopped her. 
‘Why?’ 

[Look at the cracks. ] 


Levin’s voice shook. Unable to understand his trembling voice, 
Melkith stared at the cracks. It didn’t take long for her eyes to open 
wide in shock. 


[The World Tree’s spirits are responding to the lightning. ] 


Lightning seeped in through the cracks. It merged of its own volition 
into the lightning flame and was driven inside Eugene’s body by the 
White Flame Formula. 


“.,.What the...” Melkith stutteringly spoke. 
Rumble! 


The lightning exploded. 


Chapter 130 
The Lightning Flame (3) 


The spirit’s lightning didn't intimidate Melkith, but it was an 
indication of an impending burst. Still, Melkith didn’t scream despite 
the fact that she got entangled in the explosion. 


However, she was shocked. She knew how this explosion had 
occurred. The World Tree’s spirits, who were wandering about, had 
entered through the barrier’s cracks and turned into lightning. Due to 
the sudden increase in energy, the lightning flame had burst, unable 
to withstand the power. 


‘,..[s this even possible?’ Melkith wondered. 


Recovering her posture ruined by the explosion, Melkith brushed the 
electricity off of her as if she was brushing off dust. 


[It’s impossible. ] 


It wasn’t Levin who answered. It was Yhanos, the silent Earth Spirit 
King. It was really rare for him to speak, but he answered Melkith this 
time. 


[Spirits can’t change their nature. ] 


Primal spirits existed in the wind, fire, earth, and so on. They didn’t 
have an ego; they were just another form of mana. However, primal 
spirits couldn’t really be used as mana. Primal spirits of earth were, in 
the end just earth spirits. 


Melkith was also well aware of it. The basics of spirit summoning 
magic was to understand the nature of spirits. Even though they 
couldn’t be seen by ordinary people, they surely existed. A wind spirit 
could never become an earth spirit. An earth spirit could never 
become a flame spirit. A flame spirit could never become a water 


spirit... 
“’..The World Tree’s spirits,” Melkith muttered. 


She turned back with a stiff expression. The young World Trees didn’t 
have a single scratch, despite the sudden explosion. She could sense 
the World Tree’s spirits dancing around the branches. 


Trees also held spirits. However, spirit summoners didn’t really like 
them, because tree spirits had too many restrictions compared to other 
spirits. If the summoner called upon them in a forest, tree spirits were 
undeniably strong, but when they weren’t in a place with trees, they 
weren’t all that useful. 


Even the World Tree was nothing else but a giant tree in the end. 
However... those spirits were quite different from tree spirits. 


Melkith dryly laughed and looked forward. 


Eugene was sitting still, just like before, but the lightning flame was 
no longer visible in his hand. Instead, the lightning had blended into 
the flames of the White Flame Formula that Eugene was circulating. It 
wasn’t ordinary lightning. It was spirit lightning... No, the World 
Tree’s spirit turned into lightning. There was no dissension between 
the lighting and the mana flame — it harmonized with the mana as if 
it had been a part of it in the first place. 


The scattering embers conducted lightning. 

[...It’s not a lightning spirit. ] 

Levin began to speak with difficulty. 

[I don’t know what that lightning is. Even I can’t interfere with it.] 
‘Then what in the world is that?’ 


[It’s hard to believe, but that boy... created a new spirit with his own 
power. | 


Eugene was also surprised. The explosion had surprised him, and the 
fact that the lightning flame had disappeared also surprised him. He 
was again surprised to find that the World Tree’s spirits had turned 
into lightning. 


[Unbelievable!] 


Eugene was already shocked; as for Tempest, he couldn’t even stop 
yelling. 


[Hamel! I never thought that this would be possible! You created a 
miracle that no spirit summoner or Spirit King ever could produce! ] 


Eugene didn’t bother to answer Tempest. Instead he was analyzing the 
change inside himself. 


‘,..It didn’t really disappear.’ 
He looked down at his empty hands. 
‘The lightning flame is completely blended into my mana.’ 


[The thing you were squishing around was simply a lump of primal 
spirit...! However, the World Tree’s spirits answered your call and 
became new spirits! ] 


‘I know, so be quiet.’ 
Taking a deep breath, Eugene manipulated his mana. 
Pzzz! 


The more violent the flame became, the stronger the lightning 
became. 


‘Was the lightning flame that much of a special material?’ 


No, that wasn't it. The change had started after the World Tree’s 
spirits had joined the equation. 


He stood up from the ground. Then, he tried to sense the mana around 
him and the World Tree’s spirits, but the wandering spirits didn’t turn 
into lightning anymore. 


‘Or else, was it because I’m special?’ 


The fact he had reincarnated was enough to make him feel special. As 
far as Eugene knew, no one else in this world had succeeded in 
reincarnating, other than himself. 


‘Maybe they are keeping their mouths shut after they reincarnated.’ 


He wasn’t just special because he had reincarnated, he had also been 
special in his past life. Although he had been together with talented 
companions at the time, Eugene was nonetheless the Stupid Hamel 
who had killed three demon kings. 


‘Mana mastery, the lightning flame, and the World Tree’s spirits.’ 
No, that wasn’t enough. 

‘The Eternal Hole.’ 

It was the power that had made the lightning flame surrender. 
‘The Red Flame Formula.’ 


Tempest babbled on and on, saying that this was a miracle. However, 
this was an inevitable result, not a miracle. All these factors had 
interlinked to create this result. 


After reaching a conclusion, Eugene turned to Melkith and asked, 
“Lady Melkith, I have a favor to ask of you.” 


“Uh... uhhh. What?” 
“Create another lightning flame for me.” 


Melkith knew why he was asking for another. He wanted to test his 


hypothesis one more time. 


“’... can do that but...” Melkith mumbled, but Eugene didn’t hear the 
end of her sentence. 


He flew up and reached the tree branches that spread out 
energetically. Interestingly, he could now see which branches could be 
cut with no damage to the trees. 


“...1 can see now.’ 


He couldn’t see them before, but the World Tree’s spirits were visible 
to his eyes now—they looked like an opaque haze. There were some 
branches that the spirits didn’t hover around. In other words, it was 
okay to cut those branches. Eugene cut one thick branch and came 
down. Watching him, Melkith unconsciously swallowed hard. 


Although Tower Masters had high authority, even a normal fairy tree 
branch was very hard to get. Moreover, that branch was not just from 
an ordinary fairy tree, it was the World Tree’s branch! This material 
was as valuable as a dragon’s heart! 


“In return, I will give you this.” Eugene spoke as if he was doing her a 
big favor. 


Regardless, Melkith reached out her hands and received the World 
Tree’s branch. 


“He... hehe... hehehe... hehehehe!” 


Unable to hold in her excitement, Melkith laughed so hard that her 
shoulders shook. She was already using a fairy tree branch staff, but it 
was a refurbished one, while this piece was big enough to make a new 
one perfect for her. 


“T will make you one. Yes, of course. I will make you one! I will return 
to Aroth tomorrow first thing...” Melkith excitedly spoke. 


“Right now.” 


“,.Lady Ancilla told me she was going to prepare a party...” 
“Give it back to me if you don’t want to.” 


“Wh— when did I say no?! I actually don’t like parties. Parties... there 
aren’t many wizards who like parties. Yes, I am also a wizard. I like 
researching alone in a quiet place, rather than going to noisy parties.” 
Her voice was bright, but her face was crumpled. 


She was lying through her teeth. Melkith was crazy about parties, but 
she didn’t want to give up on the World Tree branch in her hand right 
now. 


In the end, Melkith returned to the Lionheart family’s warp gate, 
holding the World Tree’s branch in her arms as if it were her precious 
baby. 


She only returned to the Lionheart house ten days later. 


From the start, lighting ore was a rare material, and she had used up 
all the ore the White Tower had while making the first lightning 
flame. Therefore, Melkith had even searched the Bolero Street’s black 
market and emptied her personal wallet, not the White Tower’s, to 
buy a massive amount of lightning ore. Then, she had begged and 
given gifts to her subordinate alchemists, who had already pulled all- 
nighters to make the first lightning flame, to convince them to remake 
the flame. 


“It’s bigger than the last one,” Melkith said. 


She was telling the truth. The new lightning flame looked indeed 
bigger than the one before. 


Eugene and Melkith walked through the same course — the main 
house, the forest, the elven village, and the three World Trees. Just 
like he had done ten days ago, Eugene sat before the box and grabbed 
the lightning with his hands. 


The conditions were also the same — Melkith cast a barrier and 
Eugene controlled the lightning flame using the White Flame Formula. 


“...Hmm.” 
Some time passed as Eugene moved the lighting flame around. 
“Tt’s not working.” 


“,.It seems like it,” Eugene said, putting down the lightning flame 
without any lingering feelings. 


There had been reactions while he was interacting with the lightning 
flame. His flame-like mana had condensed the lightning flame, then 
made it expand. However, unlike before, Eugene’s mana hadn’t 
merged with the lightning flame, and no World Tree’s spirits had been 
attracted by it either. 


“Why don’t you look disappointed?” 
“T kind of saw it coming.” 
Smacking his lips, Eugene touched the lightning flame with his finger. 


“The change only happened once. That was how the lightning flame 
became my power. That’s all,” Eugene nonchalantly spoke. 


“This change that happened to you... I, the grand spirit summoner 
Melkith El-Hayah, and the two Spirit Kings I have contracts with, can 
guarantee that there is no precedent in the history of spirit 
summoning.” 


“Tempest told me the same thing too.” 


Flick. As Eugene flicked his finger, the lightning flame got pushed 
away. When it did, the lightning flame shuddered and went back into 
the box where it originally was. 


“T did a lot of tests these past ten days.” Eugene stood up from his seat 
and dusted off his pants. “A new kind of spirit was created inside me, 
and its attribute is lightning. However, it’s not a lightning spirit.” 


They walked through the woods. 


“Will the spirits get bigger little by little? Or will more World Tree 
spirits turn into these new spirits? I was curious. Therefore, I lived in 
this forest for ten days and sensed the spirits nonstop, but... The 
World Tree’s spirits didn’t turn into new spirits anymore.” 


Squinting his eyes, Eugene looked at the trees in the forest. The World 
Tree’s spirits were flying between the trees as if they were teasing 
Eugene. 


“T feel like they want to annoy me.” 
“’,.Annoy you? The spirits?” Melkith dumbfoundedly asked. 


“Yes, they are gesturing for me to come, but they don’t come to me 
when I get close. But, they don't really run away either. They are 
definitely close by, but I can’t touch them.” 


“...The spirits don’t really have physical bodies, you know?” 

“In any case, those damn bastards don’t answer any of my requests.” 
Chuckling, Eugene raised his finger. 

Pzz. 


Lightning shot forth from the tip of his finger. Melkith dropped her 
jaw and turned to the direction in which Eugene had shot the 
lightning. The electricity was still flowing in the scorched land. 


“.,.Unbelievable,” Melkith murmured, calming down her shock. “The 
lightning spirit — no, your mana itself is holding the lightning. Do 
you know what that means?” 


“Tt means it’s entirely different from spirit-summoning magic or 
normal magic.” 


“Tt’s also different from martial arts! Mana is just mana. In order to 


transform it into anything, it first needs to be changed into magic 
using a spell or martial technique.” 


The primal spirits didn’t have egos. This also applied to the World 
Tree’s spirits — they were primal spirits that happened to live in the 
World Tree, that was all. 


“Primal spirits are the essence of all spirits and another form of mana. 
They exist everywhere as long as spirits exist, but it doesn’t lose itself 
even in front of the higher-class spirits.” 


Melkith swallowed hard. 


The reason why she had made the lightning flame was to help Eugene 
make a contract with the lightning spirit himself. He had failed to sign 
a contract, but he didn’t need to anymore. The lightning was flowing 
in his body now. There wasn’t really any need to contact the spirits 
anymore. 


“’,.Although the lightning is mixed with your mana, its attribute didn't 
change. Shall I be honest? I want to pin you down and dissect you 
right this second. I'm certain that any spirit summoner would want to 
do the same. No, every single wizard in this world would think the 
same.” 


“Please leave it to your imagination. Don't try it.” 


“T'm curious.” Feeling a thrill traveling down her spine, Melkith’s eyes 
sparkled. “What can you do with that unique power of yours?” 


“T have been conducting some experiments...” 


These ten days, Eugene had tried many things. No new World Tree 
spirits were attracted by the lightning in his body. This hadn’t 
changed after he used the second lightning flame. 


This lightning was now completely blended with his mana. It wasn't 
depletable anymore. Just as mana recharged after a while, the 
lightning also recharged. Every time Eugene made progress in the 
White Flame Formula, his lightning would also get stronger. 


In other words, his mana and his lightning were one and the same, in 
a sense. Whether his mana was imbued with the spirits of lightning or 
otherwise, it didn't make much of a difference to Eugene — in any 
case, his mana was now buzzing and gave him a tingling feeling. Just 
as he could 'shoot out' mana, he was now able to shoot out lightning. 
He could even imbue his blazing sword force with the lightning 
attribute. 


The lightning amplified his power, and this also applied to the White 
Flame Formula itself. 


His White Flame Formula was grafted onto the Eternal Hole. He spun 
his Cores in a Circle, blasted them apart, remade the pieces into 
countless smaller Cores, and made those tiny Cores spin and explode 
once more. Now, lighting was added to the explosion, making it 
stronger and the mana flow more violent. It taxed Eugene's body, just 
like when he used Ignition, but his Cores didn't overload. 


“T'm not really used to it yet.” Eugene inhaled and exhaled deeply. He 
continued to breathe like that for a while. 


Melkith was filled with excitement as she watched Eugene. Soon, she 
realized that Eugene's face stiffened as he breathed. It wasn't just his 
face; his whole body was tense. Melkith had never properly learned 
martial arts, but she knew what this meant. 


“...Is he nervous?’ Melkith thought. It was strange. She had witnessed 
the battle between Eugene and the Green Tower Master, and she had 
been with Eugene before the fight had taken place. As they were 
riding to the Green Tower plaza, Melkith and Mer had been worried 
about Eugene, thinking of the upcoming battle. 


However, there hadn’t been the slightest hint of nervousness on 
Eugene's face. Even in the carriage, he had been relaxed. He hadn’t 
been scared in the slightest at the perspective of fighting against an 
Archwizard at the Eighth Circle. 


He had been the same when he had left the carriage, and indeed when 
the battle started as well. He had just moved naturally and won the 
fight. 


“Hey... You are not mistaking something, are you?” Melkith 
cautiously asked. “I did ask what you can do with that power, but that 
doesn’t mean that I want to fight you, you know?” 


Melkith thought, 'Is that kid going to pounce at me? Did he misunderstand 
me? He's young, that is possible.' 


However, Eugene didn't answer Melkith's question. He just glared 
forward as he frowned. The reason for his nervousness was simple. 


‘IT don't want to embarrass myself... ’ Eugene thought. 


Of course, he had no intention to fight Melkith. This nervousness was 
solely due to himself, due to psychological reasons. After taking 
several deep breaths, Eugene operated the White Flame Formula. 
When he put one foot forward, electricity sparked. 


Boom! 


Seeing what just happened before her eyes, Melkith’s jaw dropped. 
Like lightning... Yes, the thing just now was like lightning. 


No, not like. Eugene really had become lightning just now. That was 
the only possible description given how he was fast and explosively 
powerful. The problem was that even Eugene couldn't perfectly 
control the ridiculous velocity. 


“_,.Are you okay?” Melkith stutteringly asked as she approached 
Eugene. 


He had sprung forth, becoming a bolt of lightning and came to a halt 
after he crashed into some trees. The way he had stopped wasn't really 
neat. The furrows behind his dragging feet were clearly visible. His 
posture was also unstable. 


“ ..Hmm.” Eugene cleared his throat. 


That was why he had been nervous. As a person who had all the 
memories from his past life, Eugene was unbearably embarrassed with 
himself for failing to control his power and getting dragged away by 


his power. 
“Ah... This is... Huh... Woah...” 
“Can you hear me? Are you alright?” 


“Of course, of course. I’m alright. It doesn't even hurt, you know? You 
have seen it too, White Tower Master,” Eugene spoke at a fast pace. 


“’..Yes, I have seen. You were really fast. You were like a 
lightningman.” 


He wasn’t injured. Well, of course he wasn’t; he had sprung forth with 
an aura shield all over his body. It was just that his feelings were hurt. 


‘My speed is slower than when I use Ignition.’ 


Ignition not only overloaded the Core, but it also overloaded the body. 
That was why he could properly control its power. 


However, this ‘lightning’ only caused mana to explode faster. Eugene’s 
mana control was nothing short of spectacular, but it was still hard to 
put the brakes on himself. It was easy to amplify the power of an 
attack by mixing some lightning into it. On the other hand, it wasn’t 
easy to move around as he circulated this fierce mana through his 
entire body. 


“...Hmm.” Stroking her chin, Melkith was buried in thoughts. “Since 
it’s not ordinary mana... Why don’t you just use it for magic and stop 
mixing it in when you use martial arts?” 


“That would feel like I’m wasting it.” 


Magic was charming. The more he studied, the more things he could 
achieve that were impossible if he just used martial arts. 


However, that didn’t mean Eugene was going to give up on martial 
arts. 


“Besides, it’s not that easy to use it for magic,” Eugene tousled his 
hair. 


“The nature of mana changed so... This is unprecedented, so I can’t 
give you any advice.” 


“Well, then I have no choice. I have to get used to Lightning Flash...” 
“Lightning Flash?” 


Eugene just blurted it out, but Melkith didn’t miss it and asked, “Did 
you name it?” 


“So, what you have just used was the Lightning Flash of the White 
Flame Formula... Is it something along this line?” 


Eugene didn’t answer. 


“Or is it the Lightning Flash Formula? The Lightning Flash White 
Flame Formula? The Lightning Flash Flame Formula? The White 
Flame Lightning Flash Formula?” Melkith kept teasing Eugene. 


“Be quiet.” 


“TIsn’t your face a bit red? Are you embarrassed about naming your 
skills? Hey, there’s nothing to worry about, you know? It’s a person’s 
right to name the skill they made,” Melkith proudly said. “Every 
wizard has such dilemmas... They created this really cool magic, but 
they have a hard time coming up with a cool name for the magic. And 
the name is a tricky thing. The name might look cool to the person 
who named it, but it might sound embarrassing and lousy to everyone 
else, right?” 


The corners of Melkith’s lips perked up. 


Eugene remained silent. 


“But it feels like the creator is belittling his own skill to use an 
ordinary name... If the name is too fancy, then it’s embarrassing to 
tell it to another... Umm, I know it very well. Didn’t I tell you? Every 
wizard has those dilemmas, okay?” 


“Okay, so...” 


“T think the name Lightning Flash is fine. No, it’s actually a bit too 
normal. How about Fire Thunder? Or Thunder Fire. Do they sound 
tacky? Firebolt... Thunderflame...” 


“Magic!” Eugene shouted. 
Melkith snickered as she turned to Eugene. “What magic?” 
“T will show you magic,” Eugene answered. 


He frowned as he lifted his cloak to take out Akasha. However, it 
wasn’t just Akasha that came out from the cloak. 


Eugene stared at Mer, who was hugging Akasha while desperately 
holding in her laughter. Looking at the sniggering child, he felt as if 
Sienna was smirking at him. He rapped Mer’s head without realizing 
it: 


“Why are you hitting me?!” Mer bristled up. 
“Your smile was annoying.” 


“T think the name Lightning Flash is really cool. When I heard that 
simple and intuitive name, I can feel that your naming skill has really 
improved,” Mer soon spoke with a sly smile on her face. 


“Naming skill?” Melkith repeated Mer’s words. 


With vengeful wrath, Mer continued, “Isn’t it a much better name 
compared to names like Asura Rampage, Poltergeist Aegis, Dead End, 


Thousand Thunderclaps, and Lightning Counter? 


“What kind of idiot comes up with such embarrassing names? Well, at 
least Thousand Thunderclaps and Lightning Counter sound pretty 
okay. They sound like lightning.” Melkith chimed in to tease Eugene. 


“Shut up, please.” Eugene clenched his teeth. 


Calming his irritation, he held Akasha up while shoving Mer, who was 
still hanging onto Akasha, back into the cloak. 


“Go inside!” 
“Sir Eugene, how about Lightning Asura?” Mer mockingly asked. 
“Shut up!” 


Eugene no longer wanted to have a conversation regarding this topic. 
After freeing himself from all ideas and thoughts, he settled down to 
concentrate and recall a formula. The formula was then converted into 
a spell. 


The crackling lightning flame twirled around Eugene’s body, 
descending upon the ground. At the same time, Eugene’s body floated 
up into the sky. Lighting covered the ground below him, merrily 
dancing around. 


“’.. You...” Melkith stammered. She had lost count of the number of 
times she got surprised today. As her face turned pale, she shook her 
head. “Monster...!” 


It wasn’t exactly the same, but it was enough for Melkith to recognize 
what Eugene was doing. She knew what spell Eugene was casting. 
This particular piece of magic had been created by the Green Tower 
Master Jeneric Osman while he was trying to create a signature spell 
for himself. 


The Divine Tree. 


‘Did he copy it by just looking at it?’ 


It was not remotely on the same level as copying the magic patterns 
engraved on a cake. Since Eugene had never seen the Divine Tree 
formula, it was impossible for him to randomly mimic it. 


“Well, he’s scratching the surface...” 


Divine Tree was technically a Sixth Circle spell, but the level of 
difficulty was actually too high for Sixth Circle wizards to try it. The 
only reason why he could cast it was that he understood the magic 
through Akasha and was assisted by Mer. 


“ .. That magic... You better not use that,” Melkith murmured, shaking 
her head. “If the Green Tower Master finds out you learned the Divine 
Tree without his permission, he will kill you no matter what, 
reputation and dignity be damned.” 


“Of course, he would try.” Scattering the formula away, Eugene 
snorted. “I just used it once for you to see, anyway. I’m not planning 
on using this kind of crappy magic. ” 


Thanks to the Divine Tree, Eugene could shut Melkith up. 
“Crappy magic...” 


Melkith dryly laughed and shook her head again. 


Chapter 131 
The Lightning Flame (4) 


A month had passed. 


A letter arrived from the Holy Empire. The letter was from Rohanna 
Celles, Kristina's childhood friend from the monastery. 


The letter didn't say much. She said she was having a quiet and 
peaceful life after she had spent months wandering around Samar. 


After skimming down the letter, Eugene grabbed Akasha. 
“T guess she hasn't forgotten how to use it,” Eugene said. 


The letters were scribbled in such a way that they actually formed a 
magic formula. 


Any given group of wizards tended to know at least one or two 
encoding spells, which also applied to the Red Tower. Lovellian had 
taught Eugene about the Red Tower's enciphering magic, and Eugene 
had taught Kristina in turn. Even in the Red Tower, the only people 
who could use this enciphering magic were Lovellians' right-hand 
people, including Hera. 


Kristina didn't distrust Rohanna Celles; however, there was always 
that 'if.' She had also mentioned how her letters might be monitored. 
That was why Eugene had taught her the enciphering magic. 


At first glance, it looked simple. It was actually simple, for that 
matter. However, the magic formula was weaved with various traps 
everywhere. However, the traps were simply meant to record that 
someone tried to snoop, and did not show any visible changes 
whatsoever. That was why only the letter's recipient could see the trap 
and find out that it had been triggered. 


Following the decoding formula, Eugene infused the mana and 
deciphered the code. The words in the letter were immediately 
replaced by completely different ones. 


Kristina was not able to interrogate the pope and the cardinal herself. 
Taking the bulls by the horn to see their reaction was too risky. If they 
were the ones behind the ambush, of course, they would be alert 
against Kristina returning alive. Therefore, she was keeping an eye on 
them. 


‘Yeah. If she presses them hard about the ambush, the pope and the 
cardinal will pull their ranks and take action.’ 


The very Saint of the Holy Empire had been attacked by the 
demonfolk of Helmuth. Although the ambush had ended in failure, 
that would not prevent the relationship between the Holy Empire and 
Helmuth from deteriorating. 


It was inevitable. 


‘The Demon King of Incarceration is officially a pacifist,’ Eugene 
pondered. 


No one could deny that. 


There was an organization called the Anti-Demon Alliance. It was an 
international organization made by a group of small countries in the 
north, led by the Holy Empire. For a long time, it had been deploying 
armies near Helmuth’s border, staging an armed protest. Although it 
didn’t launch direct attacks on the frontier towns, it blocked trade 
routes and held regular military exercises near the gates of Helmuth 
castles. 


Even though the Demon King of Incarceration had the power to wipe 
them out, the king was overlooking the organization’s activities. 
Naturally, the demonfolk could not directly collide with the 
organization, even though they made complaints. 


The demonfolk tried to kill the Holy Empire’s saint. Helmuth couldn’t 
hush this kind of thing up by blaming everything on the demonfolk 
who attacked Kristina. If this got publicized, it was surely going to 


become the spark to start the war. 
... However, it was too soon for a war. 


‘Right now, she can only say she will look further into it,’ Eugene thought, 
putting Kristina’s letter aside. 


He had actually received one more letter. This other letter wasn’t from 
the Holy Empire; it was from Aroth, written by Lovellian. The letter 
contained information about Raizakia and Barang. 


The Dragon Demon Castle was the Black Dragon Raizakia’s residence. 
The castle was unique even in Helmuth in that it resided in the sky, 
not on the ground. The flying castle, dozens of times bigger than the 
famous floating station of Aroth, was overflying Raizakia’s land. 


Raizakia loathed humans. Helmuth welcomed humans, but there 
wasn’t a single human living on Raizakia’s estate. Only demonfolk, 
demonic beasts, and demi-humans lived on the dragon’s land. 
Population meant military strength, so although the land itself was 
vast, the troops of Raizakia were overwhelmingly weak compared to 
the other dukes’. Moreover, humans naturalized to Helmuth generally 
weren’t strong enough to be used as soldiers, but they regularly paid 
taxes. That money was used to increase the demonfolk’s power. Yet, 
the human-hater Raizakia refused to even receive that tax money. 


Indeed, among the numerous demonfolk, dragons were special, and 
Raizakia was the most arrogant dragon of all. 


‘Hmm.’ 
Scanning the long letter, Eugene frowned. 
‘It’s not Raizakia.’ he reached a conclusion. 


There was a race that made up an especially great portion of the 
population in Raizakia’s estate, a fair bit higher compared to any other 
land of Helmuth: dwarves. 


Dragons usually went nuts over jewels and handiworks. Since they 


considered themselves the greatest of races, they believed that it was 
only right to own things that suited their elegance. That was why 
dragons had been ruling over dwarves for a long time, and it was the 
same for Raizakia. Even before he had fallen, many dwarves had 
worked for him. Then, he had flown to Helmuth with all his dwarves 
without either liberating or massacring them when he had fallen. 
Three hundred years had passed since then, and the descendants of 
those dwarves were still not free from Raizakia. 


There was a big mine on Raizakia’s estate. The dwarves weren’t able 
to leave the mine; they worked in the mine for their entire lives. 
Everything they mined, hammered, and crafted went into Raizakia’s 
treasure house. 


‘,.. The products made by the dwarves are being siphoned off.’ 


Dwarf products were not officially exported. However, through dozens 
of brokers, such products were actually released in secret. 


Dragons never sold their stuff. Then, was somebody siphoning off 
goods after pulling the wool over Raizakia? No, that was impossible. 
In Raizakia’s estate, there were several high-ranking demonfolk who 
served the dragon. Although Eugene didn’t know the exact clauses of 
their contracts, he was certain that it wasn’t possible to plot against 
Raizakia. 


‘Dwarves would also never do that.’ 


The current problem alone was enough to doubt it was Raizakia, and 
he had some circumstantial pieces of evidence as well. 


Over the last 200 years, Raizakia hadn’t made any new contracts with 
other demonfolk. 


There were only three dukes in Helmuth. Among them, Noir Giabella, 
the Queen of the Night Demons, already had powerful armies, so she 
didn’t need to make new contracts. As for Gavid Lindman’s title, the 
Incarceration’s Blade, that was more like an honorary title. He had 
been the Demon King of Incarceration’s right-hand man for 300 years. 
Instead of making his own contracts, Lindman commanded the other 
demonfolk who had contracts with the king. 


Raizakia had overwhelmingly few subordinates compared to the other 
dukes. The black wizards weren’t the only ones who signed contracts 
with the demonfolk due to a desire for power; demonfolk also made 
contracts with higher-ranking demonfolk, wishing for the same thing. 


In other words, there were definitely a lot of demonfolk who wanted 
to work with Raizakia. Soon after the war had come to an end 300 
years ago, Raizakia had indeed made new contracts with some 
demonfolk, after a thorough screening process. However, he had never 
done that since. 


“...And who the hell is this? Count Karlad?’ 


The guy was a newly rising noble of Helmuth. The man had 
practically zero presence 300 years ago; instead, he had gained power 
in the age of peace. Now, he was a young ambitious noble who was 
hoping to join the central forces of Helmuth. Count Karlad’s estate was 
right next to the Dragon Demon Castle. That wasn’t much of an issue, 
but the letter said that he had started to slowly infiltrate the border of 
the castle this year. 


‘I’m certain. The Raizakia in the Dragon Demon Castle isn’t the actual 
Raizakia. It doesn’t seem like a clone either... ’ 


Maybe the imposter was his hatchling. 
‘If the hatchling is hundreds of years old... then it all makes sense.’ 


Dragons were born powerful, but that wasn't why they were 
unchallenged. Their overwhelmingly long lifespans contributed to 
their strength. The older the dragons were, the stronger they became. 


‘Raizakia himself made contracts with the demonfolk and commanded the 
dwarves. His hatchling cannot take over the contract,’ Eugene thought. 


If Raizakia had died, then the contracts would have been over. The 
demonfolk and the dwarves, who were on the other end of the 
contract, would have revolted. The Dragon Demon Castle was intact, 
however, unstable though it was. 


‘The contracts remain... So they must be staying loyal to their master’s 


child, but they are reaching their limits.’ 


The next paragraph of the letter talked about Barang. As the man 
himself had told Eugene, he was indeed Jagon’s sworn brother. 
However, there had definitely been no trace of the brotherly love that 
usually came after the ‘sworn brothers’ part. 


In the past, Jagon had sunk his fangs deep into Oberon’s neck and 
killed him. After that, he had also killed all the elders, who were 
Oberon’s right-hand men, to trigger a change in leadership. Right 
now, relatively young beastfolk, from the same generation as Jagon, 
played the key roles. 


However, Jagon had never shared a close bond with anyone, not even 
the beastfolk in his generation. He simply used supreme power to rule 
over them. The only beastfolk who could stand beside Jagon were the 
strong ones, the ones who had survived the ‘change.’ Barang, who was 
said to be Jagon’s sworn brother, was certainly not one of them. 


“... Yeah, he was really weak for someone who bragged that much.’ Eugene 
reminisced. 


Eugene had heard from Balzac that the beastfolk under Jagon’s 
command worked as mercenaries to become stronger. 


According to Lovellian’s letter, Barang had also been an independent 
mercenary. He was quite famous in the mercenary industry in 
Helmuth, having attended dozens of territorial disputes and such. The 
letter didn’t mention whose request had made Barang leave Helmuth, 
though. At the end of the letter, Lovellian mentioned that he would 
look into it as best as he could, but Eugene didn’t get his hopes up. He 
too had been a mercenary in his past life. 


The quests given to the low-class mercenaries were not trustworthy in 
the slightest. Any involved party could betray the other party at any 
time. It wasn’t even strange if the content of the request got leaked. 


The same didn’t apply to higher-class mercenaries, however. In the 
beginning, a mercenary’s priority was money, obviously, but as time 
passed, mercenaries would start to feel a sense of honor with respect 
to their trade. In turn, honor attracted trust. Besides, the amount of 


payment was no longer the main drive of the high-class mercenaries; 
what mattered was to get entertaining requests, a trusting relationship 
with the guild, and so forth. 


‘Mercenary guilds are everywhere on the continent, but Helmuth’s 
mercenary guild is special.’ 


It was bound to be special. Helmuth’s mercenary guild gave out very 
difficult assignments to its mercenaries. They could get assignments 
like bodyguarding or defeating enemy forces from any other 
mercenary guild on the continent, but Helmuth’s quests were on 
another level. On top of that, Helmuth’s belligerent demonfolk always 
waged territorial war with each other, making Helmuth a heaven for 
the mercenaries. 


‘So, of course, the content of the request would never get leaked. It doesn’t 
seem like the attacker got the request through the guild, either.’ 


Assassinating a Lionheart and a Saint was not the kind of request that 
a mercenary guild would arrange. 


After piling up the letters, Eugene burned them, then stood up. 


“Are you going today too?” Mer asked as she sat on a comfy sofa, 
licking a candy. 


A famous patissier had put great effort into making this candy for Mer. 
He was one of the chefs recently hired by the Lionheart’s main house. 
It was candy, but it also resembled ice cream. When Mer licked the 
candy, she could taste a mouthful of sugar, but its size didn’t get any 
smaller. It looked really soft, but when she tried to chew it, she found 
that it was crunchy. Mer had definitely taken a liking to it, judging 
from how she was holding it every time Eugene looked at her. 


“Lady Ancilla is so overzealous,” he muttered. 
“She is beautiful and kind.” 


“She never gave me such candy when I was little. And neither did she 
hire dozens of cooks for me. ” 


“No way... Sir Eugene, are you being jealous of me? I am smaller and 
cuter than you.” 


“T was small and cute seven years ago.” 


“But you weren’t kind like me, or on good terms with Lady Ancilla. I 
heard several stories about your childhood from Lady Ancilla, Sir 
Eugene. You were truly something even from that age!” Mer grinned 
and hopped down from the sofa. “You beat down Lady Ancilla’s son 
on the first encounter, and also bullied him whenever you could even 
after they adopted you, right?” 


“’..Uh... Lady Ancilla exaggerated because it involved her son. I didn’t 
beat him down, I hit him once. It was a fair and honorable fight. And 
bullying? I was the one who got bullied! Do you know how much the 
twins bothered me?” 


“T’m not going to trust your word, Sir Eugene. You never give me 
candy, cookies, and cakes.” 


“This is so unfair. Did you already forget how many dessert shops I 
took you to in Aroth? 


“Lady Ancilla took me to more dessert shops than you.” 


“Yeah, if you like Lady Ancilla that much, then ask Lady Ancilla to 
become your mother. Change your name to Mer Lionheart. No, change 
it to Mer Caines and become her daughter.” 


“Don’t sulk, Sir Eugene. Aren’t you also benefiting from my cuteness?” 
Mer chuckled and followed Eugene. 


He couldn’t deny that. The chefs hired by Ancilla were all talented, 
increasing the quality of Eugene’s meals significantly. 


“Mer! 0 


As they were heading to the annex, they heard a loud voice. The voice 
was enough to attract the attention of all servants who were cleaning 
the first floor. 


“Where are you going? Do you have to go? If you don’t have any plans 
today, how about we go sightseeing in the city?” 


It was Gerhard, approaching with a big smile. Eugene frowned. 
“You guys went there yesterday.” 

“There isn’t a law that prohibits a second visit, is it?” 

“Weren’t you planning to get swordsmanship training from Laman?” 


“..We postponed it. Laman also liked it when I said I wanted to 
postpone it.” 


Indeed, Laman was nowhere to be seen. It was obvious where he had 
gone. 


‘Attending the training of the main house’s knights,’ Eugene thought. 


It was good for Laman to train himself. Eugene didn’t consider Laman 
as his right-hand man, in spite of the latter’s hopes and expectations. 
Still, Eugene thought it was good to have someone loyal to him 
personally, not the Lionhearts. 


‘I have Signard, but he lives in the forest.’ 


However, Laman spent his entire day in the annex. If someone 
attacked the main house, they would go for the annex first, where 
there were fewer people. When that happened, Laman would be able 
to easily protect Gerhard and Nina until the knights of the main house 
arrived. 


Without playing any political games, he had become the Emir’s 
bodyguard, so he was objectively skilled. He wasn’t White Lion Knight 
Captain material, but he would be welcomed in any estate with his 
skill. More importantly, he wasn’t in the least bit satisfied with his 
level, so he constantly communicated and trained together with the 
knights of the Lionheart estate. 


“Mer is coming with me today.” Eugene denied his father’s request. 


“...Mer would prefer to tour good restaurants in the city rather than 
participate in your training.” 


“Don’t you want to keep your current body? You worked hard to lose 
that weight.” 


“T can lose it quickly if I take medicine.” 
“Father! I told you not to eat that medicine,” Eugene shouted. 


“ ..Viscount Stellord gave me that himself. How could I refuse his 
goodwill?” 


“Viscount Stellord wouldn’t want his gift to be used as diet 
supplements. He gave it to you so you can diligently exercise and 
become stronger.” 


“Hmm... You are right... But I don’t want to become a muscleman like 
Viscount Stellord...” 


“So don’t rely on drugs and just exercise instead. Also, swing a sword 
a couple of times too. If you keep postponing things like this, I will 
train you myself.” 


Hearing Eugene’s threatening words, Gerhard’s face was clouded with 
despair. He fully knew how strict and ruthless his son was during 
training. There would be no father and son in that training, only the 
trainer and the trainee. 


“T also agree with the necessity of training. Sir Gerhard asked me to 
keep it a secret from you, Sir Eugene, but he recently ordered larger 
ceremonial clothes,” Nina unhesitatingly spoke from behind Gerhard. 
He quickly turned his head and cleared his throat. 


“T heard it from Narissa, the kitchen assistant. Sir Gerhard quietly 
orders late-night snacks every night.” 


“One of the main jobs for Lavera is to clean up those dishes. It seems 


you thought that ordering the apprentice servants will make things 
unnoticeable, Sir Gerhard. However, your overeating is always 
reported to me.” 


“,.I treated them so nicely... And this is how they betray me!” 
“Everyone is concerned for your health, Sir Gerhard.” 

After hearing Nina, Eugene heaved a sigh and shook his head. 
“Father, come with me and run ten — no, twenty laps at least.” 
“My knees won’t be able to take those laps!” 


“Human knees aren’t made of glass, but your increasing weight will 
shatter your knees like glass. Okay, say no more. Come with me right 
now. Come to think of it, we haven’t run together since I was eight 
years old, right?” 


“T have a reason why I don’t run...” Gerhard also remembered the 
moment vividly. He was proud of his little son, who strived to train 
himself, so he once ran in the field with Eugene. 


They weren’t having a match, but Gerhard felt like a total loser at the 
time. Eugene was an eight-year-old kid, obviously much smaller than 
him, but he couldn’t catch up with Eugene even running at full speed. 
Even forgetting about his pride as an adult, his pride as a father was 
irreparably damaged by the fact that he could not outrun his own son. 


“Tf you run, I will run with you, Sir Gerhard,” Mer said with the candy 
stick in her mouth. She was already done with the candy. 


“My lady, it will ruin your teeth arrangement.” Nina quietly 
approached and took away the candy stick in Mer’s mouth. 


Ever since his wife had died, Gerhard had promised himself to not 
marry again, but he sometimes wished for the daughter he never had. 


The memory of running together with his son was filled with misery, 
so he had been reluctant. However, for some reason, he felt like he 


could make good memories if he ran with Mer. After some pondering, 
Gerhard nodded. 


That was how they started running, and that was also how reality 
ruined Gerhard’s expectations for beautiful memories. 


Eugene didn’t hurry; he merely fell into step with Gerhard. Mer also 
diligently ran beside him. 


The problem was Gerhard’s endurance. Thanks to Viscount Stellord, 
he had built up quite the stamina, but running in this cold weather 
made Gerhard tired very quickly. 


As a familiar, Mer didn’t get tired. As for Eugene, let alone twenty 
laps, even two hundred were not enough to make him sweat a little. 


After finishing his tenth lap, Gerhard collapsed, unable to run any 
longer. Eugene had been slowly following him, then he stopped beside 
Gerhard for a moment. 


“Let’s increase the distance by one lap a day,” Eugene said. 


Instead of answering, Gerhard lay down on the ground and just waved 
his hand around. Eugene forced Gerhard to stand up and wiped the 
dirt off of his clothes. He then called Mer. 


“Let’s go.” 


“Okay,” She answered as if she waited for this moment, then she 
approached Eugene. Lifting his cloak to let Mer enter, he took a 
couple of deep breaths as he stood still. 


“Lightning Flash.” 
“Master Eugene is using Lightning Flash!” 


The servants in the annex talked in whispers. Eugene could see some 
elves, who had a keen sense of hearing, covering their ears. He tried 
his best to stay calm, but he was able to feel the strong desire to kill 
the White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah, rising from the bottom of 


his heart. 


Lightning Flash — the name that only existed inside Eugene’s head 
had reached Melkith by accident. On that evening, Melkith had 
babbled away at the main house’s party. 


—tThe Lionheart family has a really bright future. Did you know about 
Eugene’s new skill, Lady Ancilla? He named it Lightning Flash, and 
the skill is so cool and brilliant, just like its name. Who could have 
known that a human could turn into lightning and fly away in a flash? 


...Eugene was very uncomfortable with everyone looking at him. Still, 
he thought it would be more embarrassing to stop now. 


Pzz. 


When he used the White Flame Formula, his mana now had the 
lightning attribute. It had only been a week since he had shown it to 
Melkith, and he still wasn’t able to control the technique properly, but 
unlike before, when he was unable to hit the brakes, he was no longer 
crashing into trees. 


He put one foot forward and prepared to spring forth. However, 
before he had the chance to dash, he had to quickly come to a halt. 


“What?” 

From the forest, his destination, some people were approaching him. 
“When did you arrive here?” 

Carmen Lionheart and Ciel Lionheart. 


The two women, who by all accounts should have been in the Black 
Lion Castle, were coming his way. 


Chapter 132 
The Preparation for the Hunt (1) 


Carmen and Ciel weren’t the only ones who had suddenly returned to 
the Lionheart Clan’s main house. Led by their captain, Carmen, the 
entire Third Division of the Black Lion Knights arrived at the house. 


‘Still, there are only ten people in the division,’ Eugene thought as he 
scratched his head. 


Only the members of the Lionheart Clan could become Black Lion 
Knights. That was why they had an overwhelmingly few number of 
knights compared to other elite orders. 


However, Eugene was also well aware that the power of a knightly 
order wasn’t decided by the number of members. The party that had 
killed three demon kings only had five members, Hamel included. 


“Tf you’re talking about the best knights on the continent, six orders 
must be mentioned,” Carmen said. “The Blood Cross Knights of Yuras, 
the Violent Tide Knights of Shimuin, the White Dragon Knights of 
Kiehl, the White Fang Knights of Ruhr, the Sand Scorpion Knights of 
Nahama, and us, the Black Lion Knights.” 


These knightly orders had one thing in common: they worked for the 
royal families of their respective countries. The only exception was the 
Black Lion Knights of the Lionheart Clan. Eugene couldn’t grasp 
Carmen’s intention in bringing up the story and stared at her blankly. 


“Some boneheads say that the Black Lion Knights aren’t as skilled as 
other knights who work for the royal family, but I don’t think so. We 
may have fewer men, but the Black Lion Knights are the best, skill- 
wise.” Carmen proudly finished her speech. 


“Yeah... well...” 


“Would you like to join the strongest knights?” 


“T don’t want to,” Eugene answered with a disgusted face. He had 
already declined several times, but Carmen hadn’t given up yet. 


“T can’t understand you.” 


“T can’t understand you either, Lady Carmen. How many times do I 
have to say no before you give up?” 


“How many times do IJ have to offer before you accept? I am putting 
aside a lot of my pride when I make you this offer, you know?” 


“T am very aware how much you love the Lionheart Clan and are 
proud of the Black Lion Knights, but I don’t wish to devote my entire 
life to the clan as a Black Lion Knight.” 


“You are as stubborn as a mule.” Carmen lifted her cup, frowning. At 
first glance, she was drinking a cup of black coffee, but the coffee was 
mixed with many, many spoonfuls of sugar. She changed the subject. 


“T am interested in your Lightning Flash.” 
“Pfffttt,” Eugene almost spat out his coffee. 


“T heard your Lightning Flash is truly something else. Every time you 
use the skill, lightning stirs up...” 


“Who did you hear it from?” 


“When I asked the elves in the forest about you, they answered right 
away.” 


Eugene’s fists trembled from the humiliation. In all honesty, the name 
Lightning Flash wasn’t that embarrassing to him. Compared to Asura 
Rampage or Poltergeist Aegis, there was a nice simplicity to it. 


However, he had become embarrassed about the name after Melkith 
had teased him. Her teasing had made him regret putting a name on 


his skill; he felt like he shouldn’t have named it in the first place. 
However, he couldn’t really change the name now, because it felt like 
Melkith played him if he did so. 


In the end, it was a matter of pride for him. 


“T have a similar skill... its name is Lightning Strike,” Carmen said in a 
serious tone. 


“They both have Lightning in the name. Why don’t we compete with 
each other and see whose Lightning is better?” 


“...Tll decline.” 
Eugene had heard about Carmen’s Lightning Strike from Genos before. 
—Lord Carmen’s ultimate attack is called the Destiny Breaker. 


—Her Iron Fist Combo is a combination that starts with Eclipse, then 
uses Emperor Blow and Lightning Strike, before finishing with Destiny 
Breaker. It has a reputation for being particularly fierce and powerful, 
even among the Knights of the Black Lion. 


He didn’t know what kind of skill Lightning Strike was, and also had 
no idea what the rest of the skills were — Iron Fist, Eclipse, Emperor 
Blow, and Destiny Breaker. He was curious, but he didn’t want to 
compete with her right now. 


“T am pretty sure you aren’t visiting here to talk about such stuff.” 


The Third Division’s visit was too abrupt. From what Eugene had 
heard, they had just notified the main house’s servants to activate the 
warp gate an hour ago and used it right away. 


“That was one of my reasons, but I have two primary reasons.” 


“Two primary reasons?” 


“One is to protect the people of the main house.” Carmen sipped on 
her sweet black coffee. “The elders of the Black Lion Castle aren’t 
planning to find fault with you for bringing the elves without 
authorization. I only found out about it a bit late... that you asked the 
Council Head himself for permission to visit Samar with Auxiliary 
Bishop Kristina.” 


When the Head of the Council of Elders was mentioned, Eugene’s face 
turned serious. 


“The Lionheart Clan’s ancestor is the Great Vermouth, so this family is 
also Wise Sienna’s sworn friend even after three hundred years, and it 
will be so even three thousand years from now. If Wise Sienna has 
requested to protect the elves, we will do so, of course.” 


‘Sworn friend, huh?’ Eugene thought after listening to Carmen. 


With much difficulty, Eugene stopped his lips from scornfully twisting. 
Vermouth was the one who put a giant hole in Sienna’s chest, his 
sworn friend. Besides, the elves had been persecuted for hundreds of 
years. With that said, he knew that Carmen couldn’t be blamed. Elves 
were an entire race, and three hundred years was a long time. 


“T personally think it would be better to move them to the Uklas 
Mountains, rather than the main house’s forest, but the elves said they 
will stay in the forest here when I asked them.” 


“Tt seems like they really love this forest,” Eugene calmly answered. 


“You changed the forest to suit their taste. I lived in the main house a 
long time ago, but the forest at the time was nothing like the one I 
saw just now.” 


Carmen pulled out her cigar case, chuckling. 


“T’m not planning on prying on the cause of the change. I am also 
elated about the change in the forest. This business trip is going to be 
a great chance for me to cultivate myself.” 


“Will you also be protecting the main estate?” 


“T hope no incident occurs where I have to protect someone, if 
possible,” Carmen answered, crossing her legs. After cutting off the tip 
of her cigar, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the smell as she put it 
close to her nose. 


Eugene witnessed Carmen frowning at that moment. 
‘The cigar must be musty.’ 


“Do you know about the Rakshasa Princess?” she asked after getting 
sidetracked by the musty cigar. 


“T have heard about her in Aroth. Specifically, about how she might 
visit the Lionheart’s main house to negotiate.” 


“Then I can cut to the chase. Although it’s given, the Lionheart Clan 
has no intention to negotiate with her.” Carmen bit the cigar. “Still, 
we can’t slam the gate on her face. If she does visit, we are going to 
greet her.” 


“Do you think the people in the main house can’t handle Rakshasha 
Princess?” 


“No way. We have the White Lion Knights in this place. They might 
not be as good as Black Lions, but they are also elite knights.” 


Carmen stopped talking for a moment. 


“However, we don’t have the Patriarch or the First Division of the 
White Lion Knights, the best elites. That is why I came.” 


“T’m curious as to why the Patriarch didn’t return to the house in a 
situation like this.” 


“He is at the palace now.” 
“Pardon?” Eugene asked instantly. 


This was his first time hearing about this. When Eugene looked 


shocked, Carmen continued, chewing on the unlit cigar. 


“He went to the palace fifteen days ago. Of course, he’s not there to 
attend parties or something. He is there to have a talk with the 
emperor.” 


“For fifteen days?” 


“The Demon King of Incarceration had been silent for a whole three 
hundred years, but now he is warning us. Fifteen days are far from 
enough to have a proper discussion.” 


Indeed, he hadn’t been just killing time. 

“Anyway, the second reason is to deliver the Chief's message.” 
“What’s the message?” 

“Tt’ll be hunting season soon for the Black Lions.” 

‘Hunting season?’ 


He had never heard about this. When Eugene tilted his head in 
confusion, Carmen continued explaining. 


“Black Lions’ hunting season is in spring, around the New Year. Of 
course, we aren’t hunting animals. Black Lions hunt demonic beasts 
and monsters that are roaming around in the Uklas Mountains.” 


“The early Coming-of-Age Ceremony, that you and Cyan experienced, 
was designed to avoid demonic beast nests on purpose. We had to, 
since those nests are too dangerous for children who haven’t even 
become adults yet.” 


Without saying anything, Eugene stared at Camren. She could feel 
what he wanted to say. She put down her cigar, quietly chuckling. 


“’,.Although I’m pretty sure it doesn’t apply to you.” 
“Ehem, hmm...” Eugene cleared his throat. 

“You surely have a strong pride in yourself, kiddo.” 
“Tm not a kid.” 

“You do have a point.” 


“The Coming-of-Age Ceremony is already over, so what does Black 
Lions’ hunting season have to do with me?” 


“A lion pushes its cubs off a cliff,” Carmen spoke in a serious tone, not 
chuckling anymore. With a solemn face, she crossed her arms since 
she didn’t want to bite onto her bitter cigar, and she stared at Eugene. 


“Do you know what that means?” 


“The story of a lion pushing its cubs off a cliff is a groundless rumor. 
What kind of animals throw their cubs off a cliff?” 


“That means... beasts... umm... put their children through trials and 
tribulations... to raise them as predators...” 


‘Lions do not push their cubs off a cliff? Really?’ Carmen’s thoughts fell 
into chaos. 


As she had spent her entire life believing that story, her eyes lost focus 
for a moment. However, she didn’t ask Eugene about the story in 
detail, since she had to preserve some face. 


“Anyway, the point is that the Demon King of Incarceration delivered 
a warning, and we are the Lionheart Clan, the most prestigious 
warrior family on the continent and the descendants of the Great 
Vermouth. We don’t know the future ahead of us, but we have to 
make the necessary preparations so we can live up to our bloodline.” 


“Aha.” Eugene chuckled as he nodded. Since he had heard this much, 


how could he not know what Carmen was trying to say? 


“So you are saying you will make me participate in the hunting 
season, because the young lion needs training, huh?” 


“Like a lion pushing its cub off a cliff.” 


So what if the story was a groundless rumor? Carmen liked the story. 
No matter what the reality was, the lions in Carmen’s mind pushed 
their cub off a cliff. They had to. 


“Ts it mandatory?” Eugene asked. 


“We are not forcing anyone. If you wish to become a real lion, you are 
going to willingly participate...” 


“Yeah, then I’m not gonna go,” Eugene instantly answered and stood 
up. 


However, Carmen urgently reached out and grabbed his wrist. 
“..It’s optional for everyone else. Not for you.” 


“Why is it different when it comes to me? To be honest, I think I am 
already a great lion without getting pushed off a cliff.” 


“All the more reason for you to do it! You have to set an example for 
the other lions.” 


“Let's stop beating around the bush and be honest, shall we? It seems 
many collateral descendants will participate in the hunt. You are 
hoping I will maintain the main house’s dignity and become a source 
of motivation to the collateral descendants, aren’t you?” 


Carmen didn’t answer Eugene and just scowled at him instead, with a 
dissatisfied look on her face. 


“T am curious about one thing, though. Is it you or the Chief who 
wants me to participate?” 


“..1 have been asked to persuade you to participate,” Carmen 
answered bitterly. 


Figuring out that his guess was correct, Eugene smiled and sat back in 
his seat. 


‘I did expect him to contact me soon, but was this his way of contacting 
me?’ 


He wasn’t certain, but he had a suspicion that it was the Council Head 
who had ordered Barang to kill him. If Doynes was really the villain 
behind all this, he would try to contact Eugene, who had returned 
alive and in one piece, in one way or another. 


‘Uklas Mountains are large, and on top of that, it’s a demonic beast nest. 
Anything can happen in such a place... assassinating me, perhaps?’ 
Eugene smirked internally. 


“Well... it does sound interesting. I would like to hear more about it.” 


Only the young lions who had participated in the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony seven and seventeen years ago could attend 
the hunt. The Bloodline Continuation Ceremony seventeen years ago 
had taken place without any children from the main house. 


“Some of the people who distinguished themselves at the time joined 
the Black Lions Knightage. However, there are two people I wanted as 
my subordinates, to be honest.” 


“And those are?” 
“One is Genia Lionheart, Sir Genos’ daughter.” 


He never heard her name, but he knew that Genos had a daughter. If 
his memory served him correctly, she was twenty-seven years old 
now. 


“Genia has been in Shimuin to cultivate, but she is returning to take 
part in this hunt. The other person is Hector Lionheart,” Carmen said. 


“Ah.” Eugene had heard about him. Gerhard had talked about him 
several times before Eugene had to participate in the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony a long time ago. 


“Tt seems you have heard about him.” 
“Yes, I have.” 


“You must have, since Hector was considered the best among the 
collateral descendants of the Lionheart Clan before you showed up.” 


When Hector participated in the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony 
seventeen years ago, he had been thirteen years old, just like Eugene 
when he took part in the ceremony. That must have made Gerhard 
talk about Hector. 


“The Bloodline Continuation Ceremony is a tradition that’s unfair and 
bothersome in many ways.” Carmen calmly made an unconventional 
comment. 


“Still, we can’t abolish the tradition.” 


“Such is the nature of traditions. It’s old and boring, but we can’t 
abolish it since we have carried it out for three hundred years,” 
Carmen continued as she tapped on the table. “The Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony takes place every ten years. Only the children 
from ten to fifteen can participate in the ceremony, so... the Lionheart 
Clan have to time their births. Besides, unlike the descendants in the 
main house, the collateral descendants participate in the ceremony 
without any knowledge of how to use mana or wield real swords.” 


The restrictions were only given to the collateral descendants. That 
was why the ceremony seventeen years ago had been fair. Without the 
children from the main house, who were given a head start, only the 
collateral descendants competed against each other. 


“Hector’s family was quite ordinary among the collateral families and 
the ceremony seventeen years ago was about wandering in the forest 
for ten days. The frontrunner was Genia Lionheart. Unlike the other 
children, who were exhausted after enduring the days in the forest, 
those two spent the ten days very... well,” Carmen reminisced. 


“They competed on the last day, right?” 


“Yes, Genia challenged Hector, wishing for the glory of victory. 
However, Hector won an overwhelming victory in that fight.” 


Genos’s family was a special one, even among the Lionheart Clan. 


They were the first Black Lions and Lionheart hounds who had been 
taught the Hamel Style by the Great Vermouth himself. 


That meant the family was just as prestigious as the main house, 
despite it being a collateral family. And the spirit of this warrior 
family had also been passed down to Genia, who was only ten at the 
time. Even though she wasn’t able to use mana and had never used a 
real sword, Genia’s power wasn’t that of an ordinary child. 


Still, she had lost the fight. Although Hector also couldn’t use mana 
and hadn’t wielded a real sword, just like Genia, he had won the fight 
and the first place in the ceremony. 


“Just like Genia cultivated in Shimuin, Hector has been cultivating in 
Luhr and he is taking part in this hunt. So what do you think? Don’t 
you wanna change your mind and participate?” Carmen excitedly 
spoke. 


“Not really.” 


“Don’t you want to compete with him? Hector was called a genius 
among the collateral descendants before you showed up.” 


“Then, the outcome is already decided. If I was weaker than Hector, 
he would still have the title of a genius,” Eugene answered, snorting. 
“If he was better than me, Hector would have been the one who got 
adopted, instead of me.” 


“Haha!” 


Carmen absentmindedly blinked for a moment, but then broke into 
laughter. 


“That is some cool arrogance. Yes, you are right.” 


“Ts there anyone else who is participating other than those two?” 
Eugene asked. 


“Out of those who have gone through the same Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony as you, there are Gargith and Dezra 
Lionheart. Of course, the twins from the main house will also 
participate.” 


“Ciel is also participating? Then why did she come to the main house 
when she was going to participate anyway?” 


“She insisted on following me no matter what. Isn’t there only one 
reason? She must have wanted to see her mother for the first time in a 
long time.” 


In fact, Ciel wasn’t with them right now. Instead, she was spending 
time with Ancilla and Mer. 


“.,.And there are two more.” Carmen hesitated for a moment 
Eugene read ‘perplexity’ from her eyes, so he asked, “Two more?” 


The Bloodline Continuation Ceremony seven years ago came to 
Eugene’s mind. Cyan, Ciel, Gargith, and Dezra had participated. There 
were also some losers, but they weren’t worthy enough for him to 
remember their names. Had one of those losers trained themselves 
over the last seven years and volunteered to join the hunt in the Black 
Lion Castle? 


“Deacon Lionheart...” 


It seemed that he had been at the same Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony as Eugene, but he wasn’t so memorable. Why had she 
hesitated to say the name of a nobody? 


“...and Eward Lionheart are participating.” 


Eugene’s jaw dropped. 


Chapter 133 
The Preparation for the Hunt (2) 


There was a saying about how a stone that gathers moss will be 
knocked out of its place by a rolling one, but this had never applied to 
the twenty-year-old Ciel Lionheart. After all, she was a noble lady of 
the prestigious Lionheart Family. When she was thirteen, Eugene was 
adopted, but he didn’t drive anyone out. And, of course, Ciel herself 
wasn’t the kind of stone to be displaced just like that. 


She was born to be loved by the members of the main house. Cyan felt 
threatened by Eugene, but to the young Ciel, her brother looked 
ridiculous. She had been cute and lovely since she was born, and she 
knew how to efficiently use the weapons she was born with. Her 
stupid, slow brother didn’t have that kind of ability, so he was often 
harshly scolded by their mother. Meanwhile, Ciel did not get scolded 
at all. She knew what kinds of actions would result in a scolding, and 
when she had to do something that warranted it, she knew how to 
avoid getting scolded. That didn’t change even after she grew up; 
moreover, she also began to work hard in areas that she hadn’t 
worked on when she was a child. 


Ciel had no intention of becoming a pretty, cute flower. The Lionheart 
clan was a prestigious warrior clan, and in order to be recognized by 
them, a cute and lovely smile wasn’t enough; she needed proper skills 
to become a real Lionheart. Thus, she grabbed a sword and started to 
swing it. Seeing that she did it all on her own, her parents loved her 
even when she wasn’t acting cute in the slightest, while the knights of 
the main family all made time to help her train. 


‘I wasn’t wrong.’ Ciel gritted her teeth. 


Ever since she was little, she had been quick-witted. She was aware of 
how her mother secretly desired a cute, lovely daughter. She also 
knew that her mother wanted to spend time like an ordinary noble 
mother and daughter—holding teacups instead of swords and wearing 
cute dresses rather than ceremonial or martial art suits. 


She knew it, but she didn’t fulfill it. It wasn’t that she was ignoring her 
mother’s wish, but that she knew that such yearning was impulsive 
and fleeting. Ancilla, the mother she knew, wanted a strong and 
beautiful lion who could live up to the Lionheart’s name, not a flower. 


‘ wasn’t wrong... but this is unfair,’ 
Ciel’s fists trembled in anger as she looked forward. 


She could see a ten-year-old girl sitting on Ancilla’s lap. When she was 
that girl’s age, she also used to sit on Ancilla’s lap, but after she had 
gone through the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, she had stopped 
doing that. Completing the ceremony meant that she was recognized 
as a Lionheart. From that moment forward, she had to give up 
childhood and become a young lion. 


It was Ancilla who taught her that. 
‘That’s my seat...!’ 


Until a few years ago, it really had been. Proper protocol had stopped 
her from sitting there, but she knew that she could do it whenever she 
desired to. In the Lionheart family, Ancilla’s lap was only for Ciel. 


At least that was what Ciel had thought. But now, some girl had taken 
her spot. The way Ancilla looked at Mer made Ciel more shocked. Her 
eyes were filled with love and joy, as if they were looking at her 
young daughter. 


‘can... understand. Mother must have been lonely.’ 


But still, how could she look at the girl like that when her own 
daughter was right here?! 


For the first time in a long time, Ciel felt jealous. She immediately 
wanted to shove the girl away and sit on Ancilla’s lap instead. 


“Tsn’t she cute?” There was no way Ancilla could've felt Ciel's 
simmering rage, but she spoke with impeccable timing. 


“She reminds me of you when you were little, Ciel.” 


“’,.Wasn’t I cuter?” Ciel asked as she stared at the girl, smiling. Her 
way of speaking was quite provocative. 


“Today is the first time for me to meet you, but I heard so many 
stories about you from Lady Ancilla, Lady Ciel,” Mer answered as she 
nibbled on a cookie. “She told me she has a very beautiful daughter 
who looks just like her...” 


“Oh my, Mer... Don’t tell her that, you are making me blush.” 


“But it’s the truth. Lady Ciel is really beautiful!” Mer beamed, putting 
down the cookie she was munching on. 


To Ciel, Mer’s smile felt like a strong punch in her chest. She 
unconsciously took deep breaths and tucked her chin. 


‘I can see why Mother is fascinated by her... ’ Ciel bitterly thought. 


As she grew older by each year, one thing she had to give up on was 
her innocence as a child. The girl before Ciel had the innocence that 
Ciel had long given up. Most importantly, she wasn’t a Lionheart—she 
had no ambition to become a lion instead of a flower. That was why 
she could stir up Ancilla’s maternal love in such an innocent manner. 


Just like Ancilla wished, Mer wore pretty clothes and ate sweets 
without minding how they would affect her body. Those were all the 
things Ciel had refrained from enjoying. 


“...What am I doing? I am being jealous of a child.’ She sipped on her 
tea, belatedly calming herself. 


“...Huh?’ Ciel realized something a moment later. 
—Wasn’t I cuter? 


A while ago, Ciel had provoked her, but Mer hadn’t played into her 
provocation. She had said Ciel was ‘beautiful,’ not ‘cute.’ Being cute 
was different from being beautiful, they couldn’t compete. The word 


‘beautiful’ did not suit a ten-year-old girl. 
‘No way.’ 


After coming to the conclusion that she was overthinking, Ciel put 
down her teacup, maintaining her smile. Mer, who was sitting across 
from her, picked up a new cookie and put it in Ancilla’s mouth. 


‘That’s not possible. ’ 


No, she wasn’t wrong. It was just for a moment, but Ciel and Mer’s 
eyes met. When Ciel saw Mer smiling at her, she realized Mer was just 
as sly as her. 


Ciel Lionheart was twenty, so she wasn’t a girl anymore. That was 
why she had lost to a girl—it wasn’t even a competition. 


“ ,.Hmm.” She didn’t want to admit her defeat. Therefore, she sprang 
up from her seat and sat beside Ancilla. Naturally linking her arms 
with Ancilla’s, Ciel leaned against Ancilla’s shoulder. 


“T missed you, Mother,” she said with puppy eyes. 
“Oh my...” 
“Lady Ancilla, try this too. It’s so delicious!” Mer offered. 


“Wow... wow...” Ancilla exclaimed, trembling with overwhelming 
excitement. 


She felt that being a mother was the most fulfilling thing. 
“You are pretty good,” Ciel said with an impressed look on her face. 
After the tea party was over, she left the room with Mer. 


“T didn’t expect you to charm my mother that well just over a couple 
of days.” 


“T didn’t charm anyone.” Mer smiled, looking up at Ciel. “It’s just that 
Lady Ancilla adores me.” 


Mer spent hundreds of years in Akron. The only visitors she received 
were old, boring wizards, and they just treated her as a well-made 
familiar, not a cute little girl although she looked like one. Therefore, 
she never had the chance to consider herself cute. 


However, she had all the chances in the world after leaving Akron. 
The outside was full of wonders that she had yet to encounter. 


“.,.SO you were made hundreds of years ago, although you look like a 
child.” 


“But my mind isn’t that old. My personality is fixed as the childhood 
personality of Lady Sienna, the Wise. ” 


“What does that have to do with anything? Your mind ages after 
hundreds of years, even if you were built that way.” 


“I didn’t age voluntarily. Besides, isn’t someone’s mental age decided 
by their experience and physical age in the first place? I have existed 
for hundreds of years, but I have not experienced as much as you. 
And, of course, my body didn’t age either.” 


“T also haven’t experienced much, you know?” Ciel said with a snort. 


“Why are you guys fighting?” Eugene interrupted them as he entered 
the hallway. 


He had just left the room after finishing his discussion with Carmen. 
He tilted his head in confusion as he watched Ciel and Mer standing 
on guard against each other in the middle of the hallway. 


“Sir Eugene!” Mer called out Eugene’s name. As if she had been 
waiting for him to come, she ran to Eugene, smiling. As Ciel watched 
Mer hopping and clinging to Eugene, she felt jealous in a complicated 
way. 


“Fight? What fight? What reason do I have to fight with a kid?” 


She strode and stopped in front of Eugene. After looking at Mer 
derisively, she naturally stood beside Eugene. 


In an equal spot as Eugene, she met his eyes and furtively linked her 
arms with Eugene. 


“You are gonna go to the Black Lion Castle, right?” 
“What is up with you?” 


“Has your arm gotten more muscular? Are you still doing that 
brainlessly hard self-cultivation?” She looked at Eugene—no, Mer as 
she smiled with her eyes. And once again, she realized it. 


Mer wasn’t jealous of Ciel in any way. Mer was a little girl. Unlike 
Ciel, she wasn’t conscious of Eugene. 


‘Uh... ’ She felt so embarrassed after realizing that. Linking her arms 
with Eugene was nothing to be embarrassed about, but she felt like 
she was being played by that little kid. 


“.,.Ehem, hm.” Ciel cleared her throat. After releasing Eugene’s arm, 
she took a step back. 


“There is no need for you to drag your feet, is there? Considering your 
temper, you wouldn’t have refused... By the way, was the trip with 
Auxiliary Bishop Kristina fun?” She casually asked. 


“You could call it that.” 


“Really? It was fun to wander around some rugged backwoods, just 
the two of you? Just. You. Two? Pray tell, how was that fun?” Ciel 
squinted as she stared at Eugene. “Samar Rainforest doesn’t even have 
a village, let alone a city, right? Just trees and dirt everywhere. How 
did you sleep? Of course, you must have camped outside. No way... 
did you use the same tent as her?” 


“Stop fucking around.” Eugene lightly pushed Ciel’s forehead as she 
was retorting. “Besides, why are you prying, Ciel?” 


“T’m your sister, so I have a duty to know about my brother’s flighty 
rulebreaking.” The corner of Ciel’s mouth twitched. On the other 
hand, Eugene’s face crumpled up. 


“You haven’t become a flighty rulebreaker by any chance, have you?” 
“Tm... I’m sorry. I was wrong, so don’t say that.” Eugene stuttered. 
“Whyyy? You are the one who taught me this disgusting wordplay.” 
“That is why I am sorry,” Eugene grumbled and turned away. 


Ciel followed Eugene as he hurriedly walked away as if he was 
running away. “Where are you going? Are you going to the warp 
gate?” 


“Won’t the hunt begin in fifteen days? Why would I go already?” 
“So you are going, huh?” 
“Yeah.” 


The Council Head could try to assassinate Eugene. If he considered 
that risk, it was better for him to not go and coop himself up in the 
main house instead. However, he would never find out the truth if he 
did that. 


‘Besides, there is Genos,’ Eugene thought. 


The Black Lion Knights were also participating in the hunt. The 
Council of Elders could not be trusted, but Genos could be trusted. 


“Since you are here now, relax and spend some days with Lady 
Ancilla. I heard you left right away after you were done with your 
business last time.” 


As he was complaining, Eugene looked at the strangely-shaped sword 
hanging on Ciel’s waist. The sword was Vermouth’s weapon, Phantom 
Rain Sword Javel. Eugene secretly wanted it, but couldn’t get his 


hands on it. 


“Tsn’t this cool?” Ciel asked since she could feel Eugene looking at 
Javel. Beaming, she tapped on Javel’s handle. 


“T can’t handle it properly yet, but I got pretty used to it.” 
“That sword is hard to handle in the first place.” 
“How do you know that?” 


“Ehem... I can tell from its look. The shape alone looks like a pain in 
the ass.” 


Javel was technically a sword, but it was actually more like a whip. 
When Ciel swung the sword, it broke into hundreds of pieces that 
sprayed her opponents with an overwhelming wave of death. 


“How is Cyan?” 
“He is fine, though he looks tired.” 
Cyan hadn’t returned from the Black Lion Castle. 


“He is getting trained by the captains every day. Even today, he was 
being harassed by Sir Genos. Oh, he told me to deliver a message.” 
Ciel recalled. 


“What did he say?” 

“He says he’s going to kill you if you don’t participate in the hunt.” 
“He can’t kill me even if he tries to.” 

“He’s just saying that.” 


Ciel giggled and glued herself to Eugene. Mer, who was clinging to 
Eugene’s arm, wriggled and climbed into Eugene’s cloak. 


‘What is she doing?’ 


She scowled, unable to understand what Mer was doing. A moment 
later, Mer completely disappeared inside the cloak. Ciel lifted 
Eugene’s cloak in shock. 


“Where did she...” she trailed off. 


“T’m here,” Mer answered, only sticking her head out of the cloak. 
“Would you like to come in, Lady Ciel?” 


“She can’t go in there,” Eugene commented. 
“Tt’s really comfy here.” Mer cheekily smiled. 
Ciel frowned and put the cloak over Mer’s head. 


“You heard about Eward coming to the hunt, right?” Ciel’s face turned 
serious. 


“T see he somehow managed to get permission.” Eugene smiled 
bitterly. “He didn’t even get to have a Coming-Of-Age ceremony.” 


“The Patriarch had one hell of a time persuading people,” she 
answered with a sigh. “Eward has been cooped up in the house of 
Lady Tanis’ parents for three years already. The Patriarch thinks 
Eward did enough self-reflection... and couldn’t leave his first son like 
that.” 


“Tt’s funny because he’s being so obvious. ” 
“Yeah, I think so too. Cyan also thinks the same.” 


The next Patriarch was Cyan. Eward could conclude his introspection 
and return to the Lionheart clan; however, the Patriarch successor 
would never change. Eward’s right of succession was forfeited. 


“Many collateral descendants also participate in the hunt. The Elders 
want to make it clear who the next Patriarch is. Something along the 


lines of ‘although he did something so crazy that his rights to become 
a Patriarch got forfeited, Eward has more legitimacy as an heir.’ It 
seems that he has been practicing magic even after he was sent away 
to think about his problems. But... you know how he is better than 
anyone else, right?” 


“He can bust his ass all he wants for three years, but he won’t be able 
to beat Cyan,” Eugene answered without any hesitation. 


“Of course, he won’t. You are an adopted son and your ability is well- 
known... but not Eward. He is the first son and his ability is unknown. 
That’s why Cyan needs to prove to them that Eward is an 
overwhelmingly worse candidate than Cyan.” 


“Eward was the one who said he will participate in the hunt.” 


“You don’t seriously think Eward really wanted to do that, do you? He 
is sooo timid. Lady Tanis must have forced him.” 


Eugene also agreed with Ciel. 


Seven years ago, he had met Eward for the first time. The fifteen-year- 
old Eward was... weak. He was a boy who had fallen deeply in love 
with magic. His eyes used to twinkle as he watched Lovellian use 
magic. 


Three years ago, Eugene had seen how pathetic Eward was in Aroth’s 
Bolero Street. 


He was nineteen at the time, two years older than Eugene. 


“Although I think three years is enough to change a person...” Eugene 
shook his head, clucking. “Eward isn’t someone who will change, and 
his surroundings don't help him one bit.” 


“Lady Tanis is overzealous,” Ciel said bitterly. 


“Yes, for Eward to really change, he has to get out from behind Lady 
Tanis' skirt. But he couldn’t, could he? On top of all that, Eward has 
been controlled by Tanis in her parents’ house for three years.” 


Tanis’ ferocious look came to Ciel’s mind, and it made her shudder. 
“Horrible.” 


If Ancilla hadn’t witnessed what happened to Eward, she might have 
had become the same kind of mother as Tanis. 


“But where are you going?” Ciel asked as she saw Eugene turning 
away. 


“Forest.” 

“Why?” 

“Tt’s time for me to train,” Eugene answered casually. 

Ciel’s mouth fell open.“Are you not going to play with me?” 
“We can play while we train.” 


Shaking her head in disbelief, she followed Eugene. 


“You don’t have to worry too much.” 
His mother was full of love. 
“I decided on my own. Yes, I know. They won’t like me.” 


He understood that it was natural for a mother to love her son. The 
son was pathetic, but the mother loved him still. 


“That gives me more reason to prove myself.” 
Beaming, Eward put down his tableware. 


His mother, Tanis, was tenderly smiling as she was sitting across from 
him. Eward liked his mother’s tender smile. At some point in his 


childhood, his mother had stopped smiling like that. 


She always watched him with a dissatisfied look. Instead of smiling, 
the corner of her mouth twitched in anger. She didn’t whisper any 
praise or loving words to her son; instead, she kept talking about a 
future her son never wanted and scolding him for not being up to 
standard. 


Everything happened because Eward was incompetent and did 
something wrong. After realizing that, everything had become simple. 
If he changed himself of his own volition, he could easily change the 
way his mother looked at him. 


“You are going to do well in the hunt.” 
Listening to his mother, Eward nodded. 


“You are my son. My lovely son, Eward, you are the first son in the 
Lionheart family.” 


“Yes, ’m your son, Mother.” 
“You aren’t able to become a Patriarch, but you are still my son.” 


“Yes, you are right. That’s a given from the start. I’m sorry, Mother. If 
I hadn’t made any mistakes, I would have become a Patriarch, just like 
you wanted me to be.” 


“Eward, please don’t call that a mistake. It’s all my fault that you 
ended up doing something like that. If I had loved you more and tried 
to understand you more...” 


“T’m fine.” Eward shook his head, smiling. “Your scolding made me 
who I am today.” 


“Ah... thank you so much... for putting it that way...” 


“You didn’t treat me like that because you hated me. Your every 
action was out of love for me, too much love.” 


“You will do well.” 
“Yes, I will.” 
“You are a great child, Eward.” 


Edward could feel his mother’s love from her words. Keeping his 
bright smile on his face, he stood up. Warm, beautiful sunlight from 
outside the window warmed up the table. He smiled at the chirping 
birds outside. 


Today was a good day. 


“T will get going now,” Eward said as he drew the curtain. Although 
he liked sunlight, his mother didn’t. “Don’t see me off.” 


“Are you sure you don’t need me to come with you?” 
“Yes, of course. Please stay here and cheer for me.” 
“My love will be with you.” 


When he exited after leaving the dining table, he could see servants 
standing in the hallway. 


“TIsn’t today the day, Master Eward?” 
“You will do well, Master Eward.” 


Passing the cheering servants, he exited the mansion alone. His 
grandfather, Count Bossar, was standing outside. 


“Oh, Eward. Are you going now?” Count Bossar asked. 
“Grandfather... you didn’t have to see me off.” 


“Haha! How could I not?! My lovely grandson is finally going back to 
the world!” 


Although Eward looked embarrassed, he approached Count Bossar and 
hugged him. 


“Thank you, grandfather.” 


“What does it matter even if you don’t become a Patriarch of the 
Lionhearts? What matters is what you want to do, Eward. I completely 
respect your decision.” 


“Thank you so much, so much.” 


After leaving his grandfather's arms, Eward stood in front of the closed 
gate. He stared at it for a moment and turned back. 


Even though he had told her not to see him off, his mother was 
standing beside his grandfather, smiling at Eward. Dozens of servants 
working in the mansion had stopped what they were doing and came 
out to cheer for Eward. 


“See you later,” Eward said as he wiped away his tears, feeling 
touched. 


Chapter 134 
The Preparation for the Hunt (3) 


“They are not going to randomly drop us from the sky again, are 
they?” Eugene couldn’t stop his mouth from blurting out this thought. 


“Unlikely.” Ciel shook her head while straightening up the collar of 
her uniform. “If you were going alone, maybe, but you are coming 
with me. They won’t just drop us from the sky.” 


“What do you have to do with anything?” 


“Do you have any idea how much the knights and the elders in the 

Black Lion Castle adore me?” Ciel proudly puffed out her chest and 
bragged. While doing so, she glanced at Mer, who was only sticking 
out her face from the cloak. 


‘A cunning familiar indeed.’ Ciel grumbled in her thought. 


It had been a week since she had come back to the main house, and 
Ciel could feel how much things had changed after she had left the 
main house for good. Previously, the servants and the knights used to 
call Ciel ‘my lady,’ and put her on a pedestal, but now, Mer was the 
one treated that way instead. 


‘I know it can’t be helped.’ 


She thought that it was inevitable, since she had left the main house 
for good a long time ago. If she were to be honest, she was also aware 
of how unreasonable it was to wish that everyone treated her the 
same way as they did when she was young. She was an adult now. 


“Do you need to follow him?” Signard asked from behind. Of course, 
he was asking Mer, who was inside Eugene’s cloak. 


Signard remembered Sienna’s childhood, which made him hold Mer 
very, very dear. She was the same as Sienna when she was a child, just 
like Signard remembered. 


Regardless of how he cherished Mer, Signard wasn’t good at 
expressing himself. He couldn’t openly dote on her, much less hug her 
like Ancilla did. 


Instead, he sometimes came up to Mer and handed her a couple of 
flowers when she walked across the forest. They were the flowers that 
Sienna liked since she was a child. Although the flowers weren’t 
supposed to bloom in this kind of weather, they beautifully blossomed 
in the forest protected by the World Tree. 


—Thank you! 


Whenever she received the flowers, Mer always smiled and said ‘thank 
you.’ 


“Yeah, there is no need to follow him, is there? New clothes will 
arrive this afternoon...” Ancilla chimed in as if she waited for Signard 
to say so. 


“No, I have to go with Sir Eugene,” Mer firmly answered. “I’m having 
so much fun wearing pretty clothes with Lady Ancilla, eating delicious 
food with Sir Gerhard, and strolling in the forest with Sir Signard. 
However, I exist to help Sir Eugene. ” 


“Oh my... You are talking so maturely...!” 


‘I think Mother is mistaking something... She just looks like a kid, but she 
is a familiar hundreds of years old,’ Ciel bitterly thought as she glanced 
at Ancilla. 


No, that was why Ancilla liked Mer even more. Ancilla genuinely 
thought so. Since she had raised Ciel and her brother herself, she was 
well aware of how scary demons lived inside cute, lovely children. 


“The warp gate is now connected,” the wizard who took care of the 
gate notified them. 


The path to the Black Lion Castle was opened. Eugene shoved Mer’s 
head back into the cloak. 


“Go inside. It’ll be a damn nuisance if you fall out from the cloak 
while we warp.” 


“Okayyy. > 


“Wait,” Ciel said as she approached. She grabbed the edge of Eugene’s 
cloak and swept it back 


“T can’t see the symbol if you wear the cloak like this.” 


Ciel poked Eugene’s left chest, where a lion symbol was embroidered. 
Only the main family members could have the symbol on their 
uniform. 


“They are going to be waiting for us at the entrance. You should be 
proud and show it to them.” Ciel urged. 


“Tt’s not my first time.” 
“But it has been a while.” 


“Even so, aren’t there only Gargith and Dezra? And Deacon... I don’t 
even remember his face.” 


“There is one more.” Ciel sighed, pulling Eugene’s arm. “Eward.” 


“.,.l see your nasty temper never changes. Do you want to pressure 
Eward by showing the lion symbol or something?” 


“Tt’s up to Eward on how to take it.” Ciel pouted. “Eward crossed the 
line. He stained the name of Lionheart. Eugene, you see, I can’t 
understand how Eward dares to participate in this hunt.” 


“Lady Tanis pressured...” Eugene muttered. 


“Eward isn’t a child anymore, is he? No matter how strict Lady Tanis 


is, Eward also has a problem if he’s still under her control.” 


“We are not the involved party, so we can’t speak for them,” Eugene 
grumbled as he wiped the lion symbol on his chest. “...Is Eward 
already here?” 


“Yup. ”? 


“To be honest, it’s a bit awkward for me to meet him. You may have 
also heard about it, but I beat the shit out of him three years ago.” 


“Eward should be the one to feel awkward. That’s why we need to go 
in confidently. So confident that Eward won’t even be able to hold his 
head up high.” Ciel scowled at Eugene as she started walking.“I will 
go first, so follow me with confidence.” 


‘What does she mean, with confidence?’ Eugene dryly laughed, shaking 
his head. 


“T didn’t commit any crime.” 
Eward was the one who had committed a sin. 
‘Maybe the Council Head also did,’ Eugene thought as he smirked. 


Considering how the Council Head had gone through every kind of 
hardship the world had to offer, it was unlikely that he would get cold 
feet and be unable to make eye contact with Eugene. 


‘Wouldn’t he rather ask me with a smile, ”Was your trip fun?”’ 


Eugene took a few steps forward, and Doynes’ faded gold-colored eyes 
crossed his mind. 


Since he had no reason to bow his head, he puffed his chest out and 
straightened his posture. Thus, Eugene walked forward. 


The usual feeling of being afloat overwhelmed Eugene when he 
stepped into the warp gate. Since he was warping to a faraway 


location, the feeling lasted for a long time. 
‘I wouldn’t fall from the sky like last time, would... ’ Eugene thought. 


He didn’t. As he exited the warp gate, he found himself standing firm 
on the ground. 


Tap, tap, tap. 
Eugene took several steps forward and balanced his wobbling body. 
“Hmm.” He lifted his head up and looked forward. 


He could see the Black Lion Castle, which he had last seen several 
months ago. 


The Black Lion Knight’s flags were standing tall on every castle wall. 
Underneath the dozens of flags, a couple of people were waiting. 


“Hey.” Cyan stopped leaning against the railing and approached 
Eugene. He was smiling, feeling good to see Eugene. Organizing his 
hair that had gotten disheveled during warp, Eugene stared at Cyan. 


“What are you staring at? Are you feeling great to see your brother 
again? It’s only been a couple of months since we last saw each other, 
you know?” Cyan excitedly asked. 


“Well, we had shared drinks and finished the ritual to become adults 
before you left. So I also feel the same as you, brother.” Cyan 
dramatically wriggled his upper lip as he spoke. 


“’..You.” Eugene also approached, frowning. “Speak after you cross 
your heart. Do... do you really think your mustache looks good on 
you?” 


“Tm saying this as your brother. It doesn’t suit you one bit. I get that 
you are excited since you’ve become an adult, but why would you 
fucking grow that shitty mustache?” 


“TIsn’t it cool though?” 


“It’s the polar opposite of cool. Right now, I am fighting with a strong 
urge to tear out every single strand of that ugly hair on your upper 
lip.” Eugene held up his clenched fist right under Cyan’s nose. 


“Yeah... anyway, you aren’t the one to be blamed, since you’re stupid. 
If there is anyone to be blamed, it’s you, Ciel. Why would you let your 
stupid brother grow that bullshit mustache?” 


“T am also really surprised right now, you know?” Ciel shouted. She 
had arrived a few moments before Eugene and her fuse had clearly 
snapped already. “Cyan didn’t have that weird mustache a week ago.” 


“Then are you saying that his mustache grew in a week? That doesn’t 
make any sense. You don’t have that much body hair.” 


“...I’ve put on hair growth solution,” Cyan mumbled as he turned his 
head to the side. “I can at least grow a mustache, since I’m an adult. 
In some countries, adult men have the right to grow a beard.” 


“Tt looks ugly on you.” 
“He said it looks good on me...” 


“What kind of psycho said that mustache looks good on you? Where 
did you even get the hair growth solution in the first pla—” 


Thump. 


Hearing heavy footsteps, Eugene stopped talking and looked up. A big 
man revealed himself from behind a high spire. 


Why was he standing on top of the spire? Why was he wearing a 
sleeveless top, which revealed a large part of his chest and his 
armpits, when he was at the top of the cold, windy mountain? 


Any person with common sense would have asked these questions, but 
Eugene didn’t bother. Common sense was altogether foreign to a guy 
who was willing to spend 300 million sal to buy a giant’s testicle. 


“Tt’s me.” 
—Thud. 


Jumping down from the spire, a giant man landed upright on the 
ground, and as he did, Eugene was forced to look upward again. 


...He was big. He had also been big three years ago, but now, he was 
a head taller. He was almost as big as Evatar of the Zoran Tribe. 


“... You’ve gotten bigger.” 
“Tt’s all thanks to you, Eugene.” 


Gargith Lionheart smiled, and his healthy teeth were revealed below 
his voluminous mustache. It was hard to believe he was just twenty- 
two years old. 


“Can you see?” 
Wriggle. 


Every time Gargith raised his arms, Eugene could see his pectoral 
muscles wiggling through the gap of his embarrassing sleeveless top. 


“The giant’s testicle that we bought together has made my body more 
beautiful.” 


“'..It’s not beautiful.” 


“T see you haven’t been slacking off with your training. You are 
wearing a cool uniform, but I can see how diligently you trained your 
body.” 


“Why don’t you also wear that cool uniform, huh? And I would like 


you to put down your arms and not lift them anymore.” Eugene didn’t 
want to see Gargith’s armpits, openly revealed right before his eyes. 


“Also... why did you give Cyan the hair growth solution?” Eugene 
asked with difficulty. 


“T saw Master Cyan looking at my beard enviously,” Gargith said, 
stroking his voluminous beard. “All men idolize this kind of beard. Of 
course, this beard suits me because my body is beautiful.” 


“Cyan, I'm telling you before anything happens. I will kill you myself 
if you take any muscle enhancer from this bastard,” Eugene spoke in a 
fast tone after turning his head to Cyan. 


“Why? I think Gargith’s body is pretty cool—” 


“How is it cool? It’s just gross.” Ciel looked as if she had seen a most 
hideous object. “You were always like this, but you are too gullible. 
You fall for really weird stuff. If you bulk up and grow a beard like 
that pig, I won’t think of you as my brother anymore.” 


“Tm not a pig, my lady,” Gargith spoke. 


Maybe because of his childhood memories, Gargith was very 
respectful to Cyan and Ciel. Eugene just looked forward, ignoring 
Gargith who was flaunting his muscle after quietly approaching 
Eugene. 


“Ts she Dezra?” Eugene asked, pointing at a tall woman leaning 
crookedly against the wall. Her skin was nicely tanned and looked 
healthy, and she had long, slender limbs. She still had the same 
characteristics that Eugene had seen seven years ago. 


“Hmm.” Gargith nodded as he stroked his beard. “She must be feeling 
shy, judging from how she is keeping her distance.” 


“Tm not here because I’m shy, you idiot!” Dezra screamed after 
hearing Gargith’s murmuring. “I’m staying on guard against you 
guys!” 


“Can it be called ‘being on guard’ when she actually said it out loud 
with her own mouth?” 


“Although she pretends that she’s not, she is pretty stupid. And she 
has a wicked heart to boot...” 


Cyan hadn’t forgotten the time when he got humiliated in the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony. At the time, Dezra had tried to 
ambush Cyan by approaching him after pretending to be a ghost. 
Thanks to her, Cyan had ended up shrieking in front of his younger 
siblings. 


“Are you still misunderstanding me, Master Cyan?” 
“What misunderstanding?! It’s true that you tried to ambush me!” 
“You... are right...” 


“T am right?! You said I was wrong at the time?! How dare you lie to 
me!” Cyan yelled, his mustache trembling. 


Eugene paid no attention to the stupid argument, instead, he looked 
forward. 


Someone was standing on the rampart across from them. Eugene had 
never seen him—bushy hair and a scraggly beard surrounding a face 
with droopy eyes. However, in spite of his overall easy-going looks, he 
clearly had a firm body. His posture was perfect, straight and sharp 
like a well-honed sword. 


“’,.So he is Hector.” 

“How did you know?” Cyan asked surprisedly. 

He had stopped grilling Dezra and turned back to Eugene. 
“Have you met him?” 


“No, I only heard of him. I’m seeing him for the first time. If someone 


is that talented, I can recognize them instantly,” Eugene answered. 


As he stood still, Eugene’s gaze met Hector’s. After a few moments, 
Hector grinned and waved his hand at Eugene. 


“_..He is a famous one among the collateral descendants,” Cyan 
grumbled. “He has been training in Ruhr for over ten years. He isn’t 
even a citizen of Ruhr, but he still became an honorary White Fang 
Knight. The White Fang Knights are some of the best on the 
continent.” 


“An awesome relative,” Eugene casually answered. 


“You must be so happy because you don’t have to worry about 
anything.” 


“Why are you whining all of a sudden? Haven’t you already gained 
enough guts to grow that shitty mustache?” Eugene smiled, slapping 
Cyan’s back. “Are you feeling pressured by the fact that you have to 
do better than Hector in the hunt?” 


“Nah, not really.” 


“Not really, my ass. There’s so much pressure on you I can almost feel 
it myself.” 


“Why are you feeling pressured by Hector?” Gargith asked, unable to 
understand the situation. “You must be mistaking something, Master 
Cyan. Hector is from the same Lionheart house as we are. Besides, this 
hunt is not about making the main house and the collateral 
descendants compete, is it?” 


“I somehow envy the fact that your brain is made of muscle.” Cyan 
shook his head, chuckling. “In some way, this hunt is a test for me, the 
next Patriarch. In addition to that, there are collateral family members 
who are participating in the hunt. Although there are few of them, 
they still volunteered. I think we can say that they will be leading the 
next generation of collateral families.” 


“Really...” 


“T have to get some respect from the collateral descendants as the next 
Patriarch. Let’s say Hector does better than me. Then will the young 
collateral descendants like you or Dezra respect me or Hector more?” 


“T will respect both of you,” Gargith answered, wriggling his chest 
muscles. 


After blankly watching the bulging muscle wriggling for a moment, 
Cyan nodded with a bitter face. “Yeah... Thank you...” 


“Cyan,” Eugene spoke, looking around. “Where is Eward? I heard he 
has already arrived.” 


When he mentioned Eward, Cyan’s face crumpled up more. 


“Eward arrived three days ago. He was summoned by the Council of 
Elders on the first day, and he’s shut himself in his room ever since.” 


“Have you seen him?” 


“We even said hi. I didn’t really want to say anything, but Eward 
approached me first—” Cyan stopped speaking and turned away, 
revealing clear hatred on his face. It wasn’t just Cyan, Ciel also did. 
Although they weren't as severe as Cyan and Ciel, Dezra and Gargith 
also looked sideways with uneasy faces. 


Wearing a big robe, a young man was approaching. He was Eward 
Lionheart. His ash-colored hair was tied into a ponytail. Underneath 
his forelock, his gold-colored eyes reflected off sunlight. 


“Long time no see.” Eward faintly smiled at Eugene. 


Eugene suddenly felt as if Eward had changed a little—no, a lot. The 
Eward that Eugene had seen in Aroth three years ago never smiled at 
him like that. At the time, a succubus had sucked so much of his 
lifeforce that he looked as if he was ready to knock at death’s door. 
The only smile of Eward that Eugene remembered was the empty 
smile he showed while wandering in the succubus’ dream. He had 
never shown a single smile other than that one. He had just leaked 
tears from his eyes and blood from his nose. 


—yYou... What the hell gives you the right to judge me? 


—yYou, you have no idea. You—! Ever since four years ago, everyone has 
been paying attention to you. Since you were adopted into the main family, 
fa—fath—the Patriarch has been raining down support on you, so how 
could you—?! 


—dJust because... you’re innately talented... it’s impossible for me to 
compare to you...! 


—I never wanted... to become the Lionheart clan’s Patriarch...! 


—I... I wanted to become a bl-black wizard and go to Helmuth. In a place 
like that, I’d be free..., and my worth would be recognized...! 


—I never wanted to become the next Patriarch, and I never asked to be 
born as the eldest son of the direct line! I want to be free, to be able to do 
what I want to do—. 


“Ah...” Eward awkwardly smiled and scratched his cheek as Eugene 
stared at him. 


“Have I acted... too friendly? I’m sorry, you must be ashamed of me... 
I know you would be, but I really wanted to say hello to you.” Eward 
was flustered, unable to continue speaking. As his arm flew around, 
his robe was lifted for a moment. There was no Lionheart symbol on 
Eward’s left breast. 


“Ciel... Yes, long time no see to you too. I haven’t met you since I left 
for Aroth. Haha... It has been seven years since I last saw you. You 
grew up a lot...” 


“You changed a lot, too,” Ciel answered, unstiffening her face a little 
bit. She had also seen how Eward didn’t have the Lionheart symbol 
that only the members of the main house were allowed to carry. 


“Hmm... Yes, I did change a lot. I had to. Seven years is a long time.” 
Eward cleared his throat and straightened up his posture. 


“You’ve greeted me first,” Eugene said. “Actually I should be the one 


who greets you first, Big Brother. I’m younger than you.” 


“Tt doesn’t matter who’s older when it comes to who greets first.” 
Eward shook his head. 


“Tt’s a relief to see you well.” 
“Tt’s all thanks to you.” Eward beamed. 


‘It doesn’t look like he is being sarcastic,’ Eugene thought without saying 
anything. 


As he kept staring at Eward, the latter hurriedly added, “I don’t blame 
you for what happened in Aroth. I’m rather grateful to you, Eugene.” 


“Grateful?” 


“Tf you hadn’t knocked some sense into me at the time... I would have 
still been trapped in pleasure-seeking at Aroth. Your punch... haha, it 
really hurt, but it was a valuable lesson to me.” 


Although he was stuttering, Eward didn’t let his shoulders slump. 
“Thanks to you, I am working hard now. It’s all thanks to you.” 


Three years ago, Eward had only been at the Third Circle. Technically, 
Third Circle wasn’t low. However, he had been personally trained by 
the Red Tower Master and other well-respected wizards. On top of 
that, he was the firstborn son of the Lionheart family. Such an 
achievement was far from enough. 


‘It seems that he hasn’t been wasting his time... ’ 


Eward was at the Fourth Circle right now. 


‘He made progress, but... No, my standard is too high.’ Eugene 
straightened his face and nodded. “Thank you for putting it that way.” 


“Yeah, yes... I really wanted to say that.” Eward turned away, smiling. 


“The wind is cold. Haha... I’ll head in first. It’s really exciting to meet 
my siblings... after a long time.” Eward walked away. 


“He does have a conscience,” Ciel quietly spoke as she watched Eward 
getting further away. “If Eward had embroidered the main family’s 
symbol on his uniform, I would have said some pretty mean things to 
him. Wait... You didn’t give him a heads-up, did you, Cyan?” 


“Why would I do that?” Cyan grumbled, stroking his mustache. “I 
haven’t seen him carry the symbol since he first came to the Black 
Lion Castle. He can take a hint.” 


“But you can’t take a hint.” 
“What did I do?” 


“Go shave off your mustache.” Eugene chuckled and slapped Cyan’s 
back. 


Chapter 135 
The Preparation for the Hunt (4) 


“..Who are you?” Eugene asked. 


He was visiting the headquarters of the Second Division of the Black 
Lion Knights to meet Genos when he came across a woman he had 
never met before. Eugene had visited this place several times to find 
Genos, but he had never seen her around. 


“[?’m Genia Lionheart,” she answered, flipping her braid over her 
shoulder. Then, she squinted and bowed to Eugene slightly, very 
slightly. 


“Ah... you must be Sir Genos’ daughter.” 
“Ves.” 
She looked at him with hostility. 


‘Did Genos say something to her? He wouldn’t have told her that I’m his 
senior brother,’ Eugene thought. 


Eugene had repeatedly warned Genos to keep their relationship a 
secret before Eugene left the Black Lion Castle. Besides, Genos also 
wouldn’t want to go around and talk about this relationship, 
especially not to his one and only daughter. 


“Are you here to meet my father?” Genia asked, staying vigilant. 
“Yes, Iam.” 
“Can I know why?” 


“T don’t have any obligation to answer that question, do I?” 


She squinted in dissatisfaction at Eugene’s answer. After scowling at 
him for a moment, she nodded and took a step back. 


“Sir Eugene,” she spoke when Eugene walked past her. “I will never 
lose to you.” 


“ ,.Pardon?” 
“Never.” 


With these words, Genia walked away. As she got further away, 
Eugene could see her tightly-clenched fists trembling in the white 
gloves. 


“What the hell is she suddenly talking about?” Eugene grumbled and 
went on his way. 


Genos’ door was closed when he arrived. Eugene would’ve just gone 
in, but that was rude by any standard and there were too many eyes 
watching him, anyway. Eugene had no plan to flaunt his seniority in 
public. 


Knock. Knock. 


“Enter.” Genos didn’t bother to ask who the visitor was. Clearly, he 
had already sensed who the visitor was. 


“Long time no see.” 


Seeing Eugene, Genos rose up from his seat. Eugene stopped him and 
closed the door first. 


“What’s wrong?” 
“Give me a moment,” Eugene answered and lifted his cloak. 


Mer stuck her head out, as if she had been waiting for him. Surprised, 
Genos stepped backward, causing his chair to flip. 


“W—Who is that child?” 


“Go back inside.” Eugene pushed Mer’s head back. Then, he raffled 
through the cloak and pulled out Akasha. 


“Ah... So this magic staff is...!” 


Without paying much attention to Genos, Eugene grabbed Akasha. He 
took a look around the room, eyes wide open. 


‘There are only simple security spells. An intruder alarm... conserving the 
wall’s durability, and maintaining cleanness... There are no surveillance 
spells,’ Eugene analyzed. 


Akasha made its owner understand magic. Even if the magic was 
invisible to the naked eye, Akasha’s owner could see through it as long 
as a magic formula had been employed. Even if Eugene was unaware 
of the existence of a spell, he could still see through it while he was 
holding Akasha. 


“Seems like you’ve been well.” Lowering his guard, Eugene started the 
conversation. 


“T expect my days have been better than yours, Senior Brother,” Genos 
answered with a smile. 


Eugene was seven years younger than Genia, Genos’ daughter. Still, 
what did age matter? Although Eugene was so young that he could be 
called Genos’ son, he was nevertheless Genos’ savior, who had 
corrected the Hamel Style which had deviated from its origin over the 
course of hundreds of years. Eugene had found Hamel’s grave and 
inherited the techniques of Genos’ family. As the head of the family 
that inherited the Hamel Style, Genos had genuine respect for Hamel. 


“IT met your daughter on the way over here, Junior Brother.” 
“She was with me just now.” 


“She seems to be very... hostile to me. You didn’t talk about me to 
your daughter, right?” 


His junior brother’s daughter—the title sounded very awkward to 
Eugene, but it seemed wrong for Eugene to refer to her casually. From 
the start, this brotherly relationship was only between them. There 
was no reason for Genos’ daughter, Genia, to get entangled in this 
relationship. 


“T would never do such a thing.” Genos shook his head, appalled. “You 
were the one who told me that we have to keep our relationship 
secret. I haven’t even told Master Cyan, although you told me that he 
has learned the same Hamel Style as you.” 


“So... you are still using the Hamel Style for the name.” 


“Of course, I have never told Genia either. I don’t even want to tell 
her, for that matter. If my daughter is looking at you with hostility, 
then she must be just jealous of you, Senior Brother.” 


“Jealous?” 


“She is jealous because she has heard rumors about me favoring you, 
Sir Eugene.” 


Eugene tilted his head in confusion, failing to understand his words. 
Genos continued. 


“When you visited the Black Lion Castle a couple of months ago, we 
met several times and even sparred. Every knight in the Black Lion 
Castle knows about this.” 


“Of course, they would know.” Eugene reluctantly nodded. 


“On top of that, you and I used the same Hamel Style when we 
sparred.” 


The term ‘Hamel Style’ always made Eugene cringe. He thought that 
he would never get used to the word even if he heard it dozens or 
hundreds of times. 


“The Hamel Style is only known to my family. You might be a 
member of the main family, but you aren’t part of our family. In spite 


of that, you have used the Hamel Style, which made my daughter feel 
jealous.” 


“She must have thought I became your disciple, huh?” 


“T said no and I explained to her that I taught you a couple of Hamel 
Style techniques because you have a great gift for it...” 


“If her temper is the way I just saw it, I think your daughter’s fuse will 
snap if you say it like that,” Eugene calmly answered. 


Genos nodded as he was in a tight spot. 
—I will never lose to you, Sir Eugene. 
“Your daughter surely has one hell of a competitive spirit.” 


“T’m not bragging, but my daughter’s strength was even recognized in 
Shimuin, a place that is known to uphold chivalry. Since she isn’t a 
citizen of Shimuin, she couldn’t join the Twelve Finest, but...” Genos 
excitedly spoke. 


Although he said that he wasn’t bragging, that sounded like bragging 
about his daughter in anyone’s ears. Eugene cleared his throat and sat 
on an empty chair. 


“Anyway, I have something important to tell you.” 


“Ts it about the things you experienced in Samar?” Genos cautiously 
asked. 


Eugene nodded. He trusted Genos, but not enough to tell him the truth 
about the elven sanctuary and Sienna. He only believed in Genos as 
the senior brother who bonded with Genos over Hamel. 


That was why Eugene observed Genos carefully as he continued his 
story. 


“...So the Council Head tried to... kill you, Sir Eugene?” 


Eugene focused on the emotions visible on Genos’ face. 


“T don’t have proof. However, there were not many people who knew 
about me and Auxiliary Bishop Kristina going to Samar. Only three 
people—the Patriarch, you, and the Council Head—knew about it 
among the Lionheart clan.” 


“There is a chance that the information leaked from the Holy Empire 
side. However, I can’t figure out if that’s the case. That’s why I sent 
Auxiliary Bishop Kristina to see how things are there.” 


“You are not doubting me?” Genos asked with a solemn face. 
“What would you gain by selling me out, Junior Brother?” 
“What would the Chief Elder gain?” 


Eugene had to be careful when answering Genos’ questions. Genos 
didn’t know that Great Vermouth’s grave was empty, nor that Eugene 
had gotten approved by the Holy Sword. 


“T don’t know.” 
There was no reason for Eugene to rack his brain right now. 


“That’s why I can only give you circumstantial evidence. I really don’t 
know.” Eugene shrugged. 


Genos didn’t say anything. He just stared at Eugene. 


“Since I doubt everyone, I can’t trust anyone, can I? I can certainly 
trust the Patriarch, but he is at the palace right now. Therefore, I can 
only trust you, my junior brother. That’s my conclusion. I don’t know 
what you think about this, but I believe my tie to my junior brother is 
stronger than my tie to the Chief, since Sir Hamel was the one who 
brought me to you.” 


The Black Lion Knights followed the orders of the Council of Elders. 
Among them, the Council Head was the Immortal White Lion, an old 
monster who had been alive for over a hundred years. He had reigned 
in the Black Lion Castle even before Genos was born. As the eldest of 
the Lionheart family, he deserved respect, even without taking his 
martial prowess into account. 


“T don’t want to believe your suspicion is correct, Senior Brother.” 
The Chief Genos knew was a living legend of the Lionhearts. 


“But your suspicion is reasonable,” Genos answered with difficulty. 
“Since you said you don’t doubt me, I... will keep an eye on the 

Chief’s behavior in this hunt, Senior Brother. I don’t really want to 
consider this possibility, but if the Chief tries to assassinate you...” 


Genos gritted his teeth and clenched his fists, unable to control his 
fury. 


“As a descendant of the first Black Lion, the one that prosecuted 
people who didn’t live up to the name of the Great Vermouth, I will 
bring the Chief to justice myself.” 


Genos respected Hamel because Genos was proud of his blood—the 
blood of the first Black Lion. 


Standing in front of Hamel’s statue, Genos had shed tears. Although he 
had made up an excuse about whatever conjunctivitis, Genos' tears at 
the time were genuine and out of passion. And after he and Eugene 
were done sparring, he had shed tears once more. It wasn’t because he 
was humiliated by the fact that his senior brother, who was so young 
that he could be called Genos’ son, had a more complete form of the 
Hamel Style. Not in the slightest. Genos had burst into tears out of 
respect for Hamel’s true heir. 


That was why Eugene didn’t doubt Genos. 
“Senior Brother...” 


“T know.” Eugene nodded. 


He had already verified that the room wasn’t bugged with surveillance 
spells. He had also cast a soundproofing spell to prevent anyone from 
eavesdropping. In any case, since they had already finished the 
conversation and Eugene had received an answer, there was no use for 
them to continue this dangerous discussion. Hearing a person’s 
footsteps getting close to the room, Eugene put Akasha back inside his 
cloak. 


Knock, knock. 
“Sir Genos and Eugene. It’s me, Dominic. Are you guys in there?” 


Dominic Lionheart. Captain of the First Division of Black Lion Knights 
and owner of the Annihilation Hammer Jigollath. He also happened to 
be the grandson of Doynes Lionheart, the Council Head. 


“Ah, you were in here indeed.” Dominic cheerfully smiled and reached 
his hand out to Eugene as Eugene opened the door for him. 


“T heard that you returned from Samar. Good to see you looking 
healthy.” 


After lightly shaking each other’s hands, Dominic winked at Genos. 


“Did I interrupt your conversation? If I did, I apologize, but I had no 
other choice. The Chief is raining hellfire upon me to bring Eugene 
over.” 


“Right now?” 


“Yes, right now. Is there any reason why you need to postpone?” 
Dominic asked, tilting his head. 


He was asking a question, but he wasn’t exactly waiting for an answer. 
That was just his typical way of speaking. He was leaning against the 
opened door to prevent it from closing, so that Eugene could directly 
leave the room. He was clearly waiting for one thing: Eugene going 
with him that very moment. 


“Let’s go,” Eugene answered, nodding. 


For a moment, Genos’ eyes met Eugene’s. However, he didn’t offer to 
follow them. He also understood what an assassination was. Although 
it happened rarely, assassination was also one of the Black Lion 
Knights’ duties. As the name suggested, an assassination happened 
secretly and in the dark, ending the target without letting anyone 
know who had ordered it. 


If Eugene died during the hunt, the one who had ordered his 
assassination could blame monsters or demonic beasts. However, this 
place was the Black Lion Castle. No monsters or demonic beasts 
roamed nearby. Assassinating people here was simply not possible. 


“You seem to be getting along with Sir Genos.” Dominic hummed 
while he led the way. “But Sir Genos strongly denied it when I asked if 
you were his disciple.” 


“He is guiding me in many ways as my senior in martial arts.” 


“A senior... Guidance, huh... Haha! I don’t think you need a lesson 
from Sir Genos, though.” Dominic guffawed, looking back to Eugene. 
“Of course, Sir Genos would have won if he put his heart into that 
sparring session. But you had an upper hand in that fight using your 
techniques.” 


“The sparring wasn’t fair. I thought a martial arts master like you 
would have noticed, Sir Dominic.” Eugene provokingly explained, but 
Dominic smiled as he nodded. 


“Thank you for having a high opinion of me.” 


“Sir Dominic, you are the Captain of the First Division of the Black 
Lion Knights.” 


“The division number has nothing to do with the captain’s abilities. I 
didn’t become Captain of the First Division because I was better than 
Sir Genos and Lady Carmen. That said, I have to say that your fight 
was truly bizarre. You guys didn’t use mana, and it was clearly a 
friendly match. The way Sir Genos used his techniques wasn’t as fierce 
as it would be in an actual fight. He just performed them with 
sincerity and according to the theory.” 


Genos simply wanted to fight using the Hamel Style. 


“Even so, you used techniques that were far more complex than Sir 
Genos’. You also know where his techniques come from, right?” 


“The techniques of Great Vermouth’s friend, the Stupid Hamel. And 
you are the very person who first discovered Sir Hamel’s grave.” 


“What are you trying to say?” 


“T am talking about how Sir Hamel’s techniques have been passed 
down to every generation for over three hundred years. Isn’t that 
cool?” 


“Do you think I am Sir Hamel’s heir?” 


“If you want to deny it, I won’t pry any further. But is there a reason 
for you to deny it? Inheriting Hamel’s technique is not something to 
be embarrassed about. Didn’t Sir Genos also recognize you?” Dominic 
said as he turned to Eugene again. “Eugene, you are trying to have too 
many secrets.” 


“Secrets?” 


“T don’t know what happened to you in Samar, but I have a general 
idea. You went to find Lady Sienna, right? I really don’t understand 
why you decided to handle such an important and dangerous matter 
only with Auxiliary Bishop Kristina. If you had asked for it, the 
Council Head would have ordered the elite Black Lions to escort you.” 


“T believe a person should have a secret or two,” Eugene calmly 
answered. 


“Why? ” 


“Tt’s more fun that way.” 


Unable to answer straight away, Dominic stared at Eugene, blinking. 
“Hahaha!” 


He burst into laughter. “You’re right. There’s a subtle pleasure in 
keeping secrets, isn’t it?” 


Dominic stopped in front of the door to the round table room. 
“But... do not try to keep secrets in front of the Chief.” 
Without a single trace of a smile, Dominic turned back to Eugene. 


“The Chief thinks of secrets as treacherous threats, even if those 
secrets are just a boy’s mischievous joke. You may already have felt 
this, but the Chief has been on guard against you ever since he found 
out of your existence.” 


“’,.I understand.” Eugene quietly nodded. 


“All the more reason not to keep secrets from the Chief.” Dominic 
warned Eugene once more as he opened the door. 


“T will bear that in mind.” 


It was not a warning to be ignored. Bowing slightly, Eugene walked 
through the door. 


Only the Council Head, Doynes Lionheart, was sitting at the round 
table, 


Seeing Eugene, he closed the book he was reading and put down the 
glasses on his nose. 


“Long time no see.” Doynes greeted Eugene, looking at him with a 
gentle smile. “Did you have a good trip?” 


“Tt was quite fun.” 
Don’t play with secrets in front of the Chief. 


He kept the warning in mind, but that didn’t mean he was going to 
follow it. 


“The trip was quite unique. If you are bored with your life in the Black 
Lion Castle, try going to Samar. You will never have a dull moment.” 


“Haha... It’s a great suggestion, but I’m too old to wander around in 
such backwoods.” Doynes chuckled, tapping on the table. “Did you get 
what you wanted?” 


“Like what?” 


“This place is located in the middle of the mountain in the South of 
the Kiehl Empire, but I have no problem getting the wind of rumors in 
the world. I know that you brought the elves to the Lionhearts... and I 
know what you went through in Aroth.” 


He was talking about Akasha. 
“Why didn’t you come with Lady Sienna?” 


“She wished to stay,” Eugene answered, smiling. “She said she will 
come and find me when it is time.” 


“So the elven sanctuary was real.” Doynes stood up. “I have lived for a 
long time, but I must be a child compared to the elves. The sanctuary 
is a paradise for those elves, and there is even the World Tree in its 
forest... Haha, I wish to see that place with my own eyes if possible.” 


“Tll guide you someday if you want me to.” Eugene offered. 


“Tl decline. Just like I said, I’m too old now. I’m okay with staying in 
this castle and forest, since they are like my home... but I’m afraid to 
leave my sweet home, as old people do. My joints also ache.” 


Doynes approached Eugene. He was the Immortal White Lion, an old 
man who had lived for over a hundred years. Although he said he was 
old, his gait was light. He stood in front of Eugene, looking so healthy 
that no one would believe his age. 


“Did you encounter any danger on that fun, unique trip?” 


“No, I didn’t.” Eugene answered without a flinch.“I fought with the 
natives several times, but that wasn’t exactly dangerous.” 


“That’s a relief to hear.” Doynes grinned, patting Eugene’s shoulder. 
“Great work. I’m glad to see you’re back safely.” 


“Thank you.” 


“Sorry to summon you like this. I had no other choice, because I 
wanted to hear your story no matter what. If the Patriarch was 
present, we would have been able to speak more amicably. Haha... 
Talking to a much younger man than me is too much for me.” After 
tapping Eugene’s shoulder a couple of times, Doynes stepped back. 


“You are good to go. The hunt will begin in two days, so rest up.” 
“Are you also participating in the hunt, Chief?” 


“This is my home,” Doynes answered with a gentle smile. “As an 
elder, I have to guide the young ones so they don’t go astray or fall 
into danger.” 


Chapter 136 
The Preparation for the Hunt (5) 


“It’s really hard to meet you, maybe because you are famous,” a man 
spoke. 


As he was returning to the keep, the sun slowly set and the sky turned 
scarlet. Underneath the Lionheart’s flag, which was hung high, a 
shadow abruptly rose beneath a rampart. 


Eugene silently stared at the shadow. A man stepped out of it with an 
easy-going smile on his face. 


“Hector Lionheart,” Eugene said. 


Hector slowly approached Eugene, holding out his hand for a 
handshake. 


“T hope I wasn’t being rude to the main family’s son.” 
“T didn’t think it was rude.” 


Eugene didn’t leave Hector hanging. As they briefly shook hands, 
Hector grinned. 


“Tf I could do as I please, I would’ve liked to say hello to you when 
you arrived a while ago,” he said. He was sitting on the rampart 
across from where Eugene was standing. 


The first encounter with Hector had been brief. They had met each 
other’s gaze, smiled, and waved. That was all. 


“T didn’t want to play smug among young people just because I am a 
few years older than you. Besides, only the people who participated in 
the same Bloodline Continuation Ceremony went to greet you earlier, 


right? It would have been pretty awkward if I had been there.” 
“T assume you have an interest in me, am I right?” 
“Everyone does.” 


They let go of each other’s hands. During that brief contact, however, 
Eugene could figure out many things about Hector. 


‘He’s strong.’ 


A martial artist’s hands—their stocky hands, their calluses, and the 
thickness of their joints—said a lot about the martial artist. Depending 
on what kind of weapons a martial artist used, their hands ended up 
taking a certain form. 


“We seem to be a little bit alike,” Hector spoke, smiling. 


Eugene also agreed with him. Hector’s hands appeared to be those of a 
swordsman, but also looked like a spearman’s. In other words, his 
hands resembled Eugene’s. 


‘It seems that he uses any weapons he can get his hands on. He also seems 
like a skillful hand-to-hand fighter.’ 


His neatly refined mana control especially piqued Eugene’s interest. 
People did say that Hector had been the most outstanding genius of 
the collateral families, and it didn’t look like they were exaggerating. 
If Eugene hadn’t shown up, Hector would still have been called the 
most outstanding genius of the collateral lines. 


“Ts that because we are both called geniuses?” 


“That is one of the reasons.” Hector chuckled as he nodded. “Just like 
I said, anyone would be interested in you. People will be interested in 
you even if they aren’t members of the Lionheart clan. And if they are, 
all the more reason for them to be interested in you.” 


“What do you mean when you say ‘interest,’ Sir Hector?” 


“Hmm. I mean a desire to win... and also plain old curiosity.” 


“What about jealousy?” Eugene threw the question. Although he 
openly asked this in order to gauge Hector’s reaction and see what he 
was planning in his head, Hector looked at him with wide eyes. 


“Why would I be jealous?” Hector asked in shock. 


“You have also been called a genius and won first place in the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony.” 


“Ah... right. I have walked a similar path as you, but I didn’t get to be 
adopted by the main family like you did.” Hector nodded after he 
belatedly understood what Eugene meant. “Me being jealous about 
that... Hmm, I guess it could be viewed that way.” 


“T apologize for my rude question.” Eugene bowed to Hector after 
taking a step back. When he did, Hector rather seemed baffled. 


“No, don’t apologize. I fully understand your situation. Well, it is 
embarrassing to say it myself, but many other people were jealous of 
me too, just like they’re jealous of you.” 


It was inevitable. When a person was called a genius, other people 
became jealous of them in one way or another. 


“T can’t blame you for thinking that way and staying on guard against 
me. But I am really not jealous of you. I am in awe of you, though.” 


“In awe?” 


“Yes, you are a really cool person. Although I said that you and I were 
alike, we are incomparable, to be honest. When I participated in the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, the main family members didn’t 
participate. But how about you? You competed with not one, but 
three children from the main house, and you still won.” 


Hector’s eyes shone. 


“T wouldn’t have been able to do what you have done, achieve what 


you have achieved since you were adopted. That is why I am in awe 
of you. Anyway, shall we walk? I don’t have enough things to talk 
about that would require me to sit somewhere and talk over a drink. 
Besides, we stay in the same keep, so we are going to walk on the 
same path, aren’t we?” 


“Any topic can turn into a conversation.” 


“Not sure... I think forcing a conversation to continue causes a 
relationship to worsen. Or do you mean that you have a lot of stuff to 
talk about with me?” 


“Do you not have anything else to talk with me, Sir Hector?” 
“No.” 
“Haven’t you been waiting for me?” 


“T think I did enough by waiting. A conversation isn’t essential to 
explain how much I am interested in you. For no reason at all, I came 
all the way here to wait for you, and we are walking back together as 
I naturally talk about small things, without forcing a conversation.” 


Hector said nothing for a while, then suddenly broke into laughter. 


“My, my. I said it myself, but it is pretty embarrassing. You aren’t 
getting any wrong ideas, are you?” 


“T’m used to it,” Eugene answered as he thought of Balzac Ludbeth, 
the Black Tower Master. 


“If you are that interested in me, why don’t we try sparring a little?” 


“No, I will decline. I am not the kind of person that volunteers to get 
humiliated.” 


“T think you are too harsh with yourself.” 


“Haha! Thank you for putting it that way, but I’m nothing compared 


to you.” 


“T have also heard a lot about you, Sir Hector. You are an honorary 
knight of the White Fang Order, right?” 


“That medal is truly nothing. Do you know how many White Fang 
Knights there are in Ruhr? There are at least five hundred of them, but 
how about your pass to Akron? Aren’t there ten passes at most?” 
Hector guffawed, shaking his head. “From the start, an honorary 
knight title is honorary, just as the name suggests. My name is listed 
as one of the White Fang Knights, but that doesn’t mean I am really a 
White Fang Knight. With your talent, I am pretty sure you would 
become an honorary White Fang Knight even faster than me. ” 


Eugene was interested in the Ruhr Kingdom, but he wasn't really 
interested in the White Fang Knights, the royal knights of Ruhr. 


‘No, would it be better if I became a White Fang to dig up news about 
Molon?’ Eugene wondered. 


Since he wasn’t a citizen of Ruhr, Eugene would be an honorary 
knight at most. Just like Hector had said, the title was honorary. 
When would he ever become a member of Ruhr’s royal family if he 
started at the bottom? 


‘I wish Cyan would just marry a princess of Ruhr,’ Eugene grumbled. 


The main family was considering numerous candidates to be Cyan’s 
wife, and a princess of Ruhr was one of them. However, there was a 
problem—she had just turned ten. 


“Hector!” Genia Lionheart suddenly called out for Hector from a 
window on an upper floor. She scowled when she saw Eugene and 
Hector standing together. 


“You must be close to her,” Eugene calmly spoke. 


“We are meeting for the first time in years, but yeah, we are pretty 
close.” 


Genia stepped on the railing, then jumped over. Although she jumped 
from a pretty high place, she landed without making a sound. She 
strode toward Hector. 


“Why are you two coming together?” Genia asked. 
“We met in the middle,” Hector answered. 


She clearly didn’t like his answer. With a fierce look, she looked back 
and forth between Eugene and Hector. 


“Let’s go.” 
“Huh? Go where?” Hector bafflingly asked. 


“You promised to spar with me!” Genia snapped, grabbing onto 
Hector’s wrist. It seemed Hector didn’t want to spar, but he didn’t 
shake off Genia’s grip. 


“Will you come with us?” Hector turned back to Eugene while Hector 
was getting dragged away. 


Before Eugene could say anything, Genia pulled Hector’s wrist even 
harder, frowning. 


“T don’t want to show him,” she said through gritted teeth. 
“Don’t show what?” 


“Me sparring... I mean, I don’t want to show him my skills...!” Genia 
said so as quietly as possible. However, Eugene could hear their 
conversation crystal clear due to his keen senses. 


Watching the two with a bitter face, Eugene was having an inner 
conflict. If he could do as he pleased, he would’ve liked to follow 
them. He wasn’t interested in their skills one bit, but he wanted to 
pester them about watching their sparring session, precisely because 
Genia didn’t want him to watch. 


‘If only she wasn’t Genos’ daughter.’ Eugene grumbled. 


He could understand Genia on some level. Besides, Genos would be in 
a tight spot as her father if Genia ended up hating Eugene any more 
than she did right now. In the end, Eugene took a few steps back, as if 
he was doing them a favor. 


“Thank you for the offer, but I think I will have to decline. I’m a bit 
tired, I’ve been summoned here and there right after I arrived.” 


“Summoned?” Genia raised an eyebrow. “My father didn’t summon 
you, you just visited my father on your own.” 


Genia left, dragging Hector with her. 


‘It seems she really likes her father,’ Eugene thought as Genia and Hector 
got further away. 


Eugene turned the opposite way and returned to the keep. 


The hunt was due in two days. Unlike the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony, attendance wasn't mandatory and the event was held at 
pretty short notice. Despite that, many people from the collateral 
family participated, such as Gargith, Dezra, and Deacon. 


‘I don’t remember anything about Deacon.’ 


Seven years ago, there had been only two people who had caught a 
little bit of Eugene’s attention during the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony: Gargith and Dezra. Aside from them, there had also been 
several people from the collateral family, but they were a bunch of 
losers not worth remembering. 


‘If I have to remember... I do remember a fat bastard. ’ 
His name was Hansen or something. 


*Ah..." 


Deacon had been eleven at the time. Although he had been 
incomparable to Gargith and Dezra, Eugene had heard that Deacon 
had achieved a pretty brilliant exploit. With arrows stuck in his body, 
he had marched forward without giving up... However, he had gotten 
swallowed by a slime and ended up being rescued at the end. 


‘He is still better than the other losers,’ Eugene thought as he stared at 
Deacon, whom he had just met in the middle of the hallway. 


Deacon didn’t make much of an impression even after seven years. His 
body had gotten quite big, yet he still had the face of an eighteen- 
year-old boy. 


“He, hello...” Deacon stutteringly said his greetings and passed 
Eugene by as if he was running away. 


Eugene kept walking, but he could sense Deacon watching him from 
behind. When he glanced back, he could see Deacon staring at him 
from far away. Deacon had also stopped walking. 


“...Do you have something to say to me?” 


“No, no. I don't.” Deacon flinched, then shook his head. He turned 
back again and walked away at a fast pace. 


“He lacks spirit,” Mer said as she stuck her head out of the cloak. After 
she glanced at Deacon, who just kept walking, she hopped toward the 
door of Eugene’s room. 


“T think there are only two people whom you should pay attention to, 
Hector and Genia. What do you think, Sir Eugene?” 


“Why do I have to pay attention to them?” 


“Those two might attack you on the order of the Council of Elder’s 
Chief,” Mer spoke quietly after she and Eugene entered the room. 


“IT don’t think the Chief will take matters into his own hands, 
considering his position. The Black Lion Knights are the knights who 
do the Lionhearts’ dirty work in the first place, right? On top of that, 


he is the Chief. There will be plenty of men who will soil their hands 
on his behalf. ” 


“You may be right,” Eugene apathetically said as he approached a 
window in his room. 


“Just like you said, Hector or Genia may be the Chief’s assassin. Or 
Deacon might be the one who tries to stab me in the back, much to 
everyone’s surprise.” 


“Hmm... that little boy who had no spirit?” Mer asked doubtfully. 


“The best person to carry out an assassination is the one nobody 
expects.” 


It wasn’t just Deacon. There were tons of people who would stain their 
hands on the Chief’s command. Although Eugene couldn’t tell if one of 
the Black Lions or another Lionheart participating in this hunt was 
one such person... 


“.... really don’t think Gargith will be the assassin.’ 


Maybe Eugene was trusting Gargith prematurely, but he really 
couldn’t imagine Gargith trying to stab him in the back on the Chief’s 
order. 


‘Maybe Dezra will be the assassin.’ 


Eugene stood beside the window and looked outside. Dezra and 
Gargith were standing in the corner of a big gymnasium. Gargith was 
focusing on exercising his muscles, still wearing the top that offered 
an embarrassing view of his chest and armpits. Of course, the 
embarrassed one wasn’t Gargith. A little further away, Dezra was 
practicing with her spear. 


“ ..They are working hard. Does that man, Gargith, fight using his 
muscles?” Mer asked. 


“No... I think he used a greatsword if I remember correctly...” 


“But why is he only doing strength exercises instead of swinging a 
greatsword?” 


“Umm... I’m not sure...” Eugene turned away with a sour face. The 
only people in the gymnasium were Gargith and Dezra. Deacon had 
returned to his room, and Eward... Eugene hadn’t seen him after they 
said their hellos. 


“Tt seems he cooped himself up in his room,” Ciel told Eugene as she 
let herself in Eugene’s room. 


Quietly glaring at Mer, who was rolling around on the soft bed, she 
continued. “From what I heard, he also eats in his room. I thought he 
became a little bit more sociable when he said hello to you first, but I 
guess he didn’t change much.” 


“TI think he’s better than he was when he was in Aroth.” 


“T can’t really tell, but I think Father will like it when he sees Eward.” 
Ciel snorted. “Wouldn’t it be possible that Eward is participating in 
this hunt because he wants Father to react? No, maybe that’s what 
Lady Tanis wants. It would be awkward for her to say that she wants 
to go back to the main house now, so she is subtly revealing her desire 
to return by showing how much Eward has changed.” 


“But the Patriarch can’t make it to this hunt.” 
“Yes, you are right. Father is at the palace now... Can I be honest?” 
“Since when did you need my permission to talk honestly? ” 


“T’m glad Father isn’t at the Black Lion Castle right now. You may not 
know this, but do you know how many times Father had to lower his 
head to other people for Eward? Father consistently participated in 
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Since she was seventeen, Ciel had been living in the Black Lion Castle. 
That was why she knew how hard Gilead had tried over the past three 
years. He often visited the Black Lion castle and attended meetings to 
defend Eward. 


“Originally, Eward should have been disowned. Being disowned is a 
given, considering how he tried to learn black magic despite being the 
first son of the main family. The only reason Eward didn’t get 
disowned was that Father begged and begged to stop it from 
happening, saying he couldn’t abandon his first son.” 


That was why Ciel hated Eward. 


“He was the one who put Father in such a spot... but Lady Tanis 
blamed Father instead, right? It’s so absurd that it’s not even funny. 
What did Father do wrong? Is it Father’s fault that Eward is a wuss?” 
Ciel furiously asked. 


“Umm... He is not totally blameless,” Eugene answered. 
Ciel scowled at Eugene. 


“T mean... It’s true that the Patriarch was away from the main house a 
lot when you guys were children.” 


“Youre right, but Cyan and I didn’t become idiots like Eward. Mother 
raised us well. The only reason why Eward became a fool is that Lady 
Tanis raised him wrong.” 


“Ummm... To be honest, I don’t think you and Cyan would have 
become the mature adults you are today if I hadn’t come to live in the 
main house. ” 


“Speak for Cyan, not me!” 
“Yeah, yeah...” 


“Anyhow, I can’t tolerate this. Along with Eward, Lady Tanis should 
also humbly apologize to the Patriarch if they really want to return to 
the main house.” 


“Then, can they come back if they apologize?” 


“Why would I stop them?” 


“Lady Ancilla may hate it.” 


“Ha!” Ciel snorted, shaking her head. “Do you think Lady Tanis will 
be a match to Mother just because she returned to the main house? 
The servants in the house are loyal to Mother, they already consider 
Mother as the sole mistress of the Lionheart clan. You don’t know this, 
but it has been this way for a long time. They treated Lady Tanis as 
their master only because she is the first mistress. Mother is 
considered to be better than Lady Tanis when it comes to managing 
clan affairs.” 


“T don’t really know...” Eugene trailed off. 


“You don’t know the situation. No matter what kind of method Lady 
Tanis uses, she will never be respected in the same way she used to 
be. That also applies to the hunt that will take place two days from 
now. The current situation will never change no matter what Eward 
does in the hunt.” Ciel’s eyes narrowed. “He’s still Eward. Of course, 
I’m not lowering my guard. This is why Cyan is still training without 
returning to the main house. I’m going to do overwhelmingly better 
than Eward. ” 


“You are at an advantage. You must have hunted demonic beasts 
several times in this place, right?” 


“T haven’t gotten deep into the forest yet, though...” Ciel murmured. 


Her shoulders twitched as she suddenly realized something. She had a 
powerful advantage—experience. There were no demonic beasts in 
other areas; not in Aroth, the Nahama Dessert, or the Samar 
Rainforest. 


“Hehe.” Ciel grinned as she stared at Eugene.“You must have met 
many monsters, but you haven’t met demonic beasts, right? Do you 
know this? Monsters and demonic beasts look similar, but they are 
entirely different creatures. Monsters become violent because they are 
affected by demonic energy. Meanwhile, demonic beasts are born 
from demonic...” 


“Pfft...” Mer tried to hold her laughter. 


“...That is why their existence alone is ominous. Even a low-ranking 
demonic beast has a magical ability, unlike monsters...” Ciel ignored 
Mer and continued. 


“Hehe...” Mer was having a really hard time holding her laughter. 


“ ,.What I’m saying is... It will be dangerous for you to roam around 
alone. The Black Lions are accompanying you, but since you are the 
main family’s son, you have to be able to hunt alone and get 
achievements. Don’t worry too much. Unlike you, your sister here has 
a lot of experience in hunting demonic beasts, so if we stick 
together...” 


“Ha... Hahaha!” Mer finally broke into laughter. 


“Why are you keep laughing?” Ciel turned to Mer, crumpling her face. 
Burying her face in a pillow, Mer was lying and pounding on the bed 
with her legs. 


“It’s... not... nothing,” Mer answered, half crying. She knew Eugene 
was the reincarnation of Hamel, so she naturally found Ciel’s boasting 
unbearably funny. An expert in hunting demonic beasts? There wasn’t 
a better expert than Eugene in the whole continent. 


“...What is up with her?’ 


Since Ciel had no way of knowing that, she had no idea why Mer was 
laughing at her. 


Although he wasn’t being obvious as Mer, Eugene was desperately 
holding in his laughter. 


“What is up with you too?!” Ciel shouted after seeing Eugene’s 
annoyingly twitching cheeks. 


“No... nothing... Yes... You are cute, very cute. Yeah, I’m counting on 
you, Ciel. I don’t know much when it comes to demonic beasts, I will 
trust you, who knows about demonic beasts... better... better than... 
better than me...” 


“Why are you laughing?!” 


Ciel could feel that she was being mocked, and she had no idea why. 


Chapter 137 
The Preparation for the Hunt (6) 


Two days later, dawn found most people in the Black Lion castle 
getting busy. 


Monster hunting was just an annual task, not much of a special event 
at all. However, this hunt was rather different from the previous ones. 
Not only were there people participating who were not members of 
the Black Lion Knights, but there were even two young lions who 
hadn’t even had their Coming-Of-Age ceremony. 


“The Council of Elders will stay at the Red Boulder.” 


Genos visited Eugene before the crack of dawn to tell him about the 
hunt. 


“Tt is unprecedented for the Council of the Elders to leave the castle 
during demonic beast hunting. The Council of Elders has never been 
involved in the hunt, at least, not after I joined the Black Lion 
Knights.” 


“But they are not going to run around and hunt demonic beasts 
themselves, right?” 


“You are right.” Genos nodded and pointed to a map he had brought. 


“Unlike last year’s hunt, this hunt also serves as a test for the young 
Lionhearts.” 


The Uklas Mountains were vast, but demonic beast habitats 
throughout the mountain range were thoroughly restricted. This was 
only natural; just as Ciel had said, demonic beasts were not like 
average monsters at all. 


The origin of monsters had been explained by wizards long ago, but it 
was still a regular topic of conversation. 


Monsters were originally normal animals that were affected by mana 
and ended up mutating. It wasn’t difficult to figure out which monster 
was related to which animal. In other words, a pet dog, a wild wolf, 
and a Monsterwolf weren’t so different in nature. 


It also applied to human-type monsters—orcs, goblins, ogres, and 
trolls. Although countries like the Holy Empire would never admit it, 
the Magic Society of Aroth claimed that humans and human-type 
monsters had the same ancestors. 


Still, the Magic Society only consisted of a few thousands of people. 
Perhaps the number of people who believed in this wasn't the 
problem; instead, there was a deeper problem that needed to be 
addressed. Who would just simply nod when they were told that orcs 
and goblins were humans’ relatives? 


Demonic beasts, unlike monsters, had zero connection with any 
animals or humans. Some looked like animals, monsters, or humans, 
but their nature was quintessentially different. Namely, demonic 
beasts were born from demonic energy. It wasn’t possible to 
interbreed a demonic beast with anything else. In other words, only 
demonic beasts could give birth to other demonic beasts. Their 
ominous birth gave them ferocious power, and their power was 
incomparable to monsters in terms of both quantity and quality. The 
power resembled magic, but demonic beasts didn’t require magic 
formulas. As if they were magic formulas themselves, they used up 
their powers to perform magic-like attacks. 


“The demonic beast habitat starts beyond the Red Boulder. The farther 
you go inside the forest, the more demons will appear. They will also 
become stronger as you go in. Although a test should be strict... we 
can’t just let young people die.” 


As he talked, Genos pulled out a pen and drew circles here and there 
on the map. 


“Right after this hunt was planned, the Sixth Division knights pulled 
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an all-nighter to release ‘eyes’. 


Magic eyes would transmit footage of what was happening in the 
forest to the post right away. 


“All captains, including me, have received orders from the post. We 
are going to pave the road for the young lions, so they will not 
encounter any danger beyond their abilities to deal with.” 


“What about ordinary Black Lion Knights?” Eugene asked as he tilted 
his head. 


“They will hunt the same way they do every year. After all, this is a 
normal yearly activity for them. The only things that are different in 
this hunt is that there are special guests and a more troublesome 
hunting method.” 


Continuing with his explanation, Genos moved his pen. 


“The Black Lion Knights are going to head to the center of the forest 
by the shortest route. We aren’t going to deal with the small fries. The 
ones we are going to deal with first are the monsters that block our 
path on purpose. Do you know what a demonic cave is, Senior 
Brother?” 


“T do.” Eugene nodded. 


‘Did he learn about it in Aroth or in the main house?’ Genos didn’t pry 
about why Eugene knew and how much he knew. 


“A demonic cave is a demonic beast’s nest. More accurately, it’s a 
source that generates demonic energy, resulting in demonic beasts 
staying in the nearby area.” 


“What else is in that place?” Eugene asked, glaring at the map. 
Although he had heard about demonic beasts being let out into the 
forest, he could tell how wide the area was when he looked at the 
map. 


“What did you guys use to control this many monsters, oddstones? 
Cursed relics? Or did they go wild and draw a black magic circle?” 


Magic stones were basically pieces of solidified mana. They were 
usually found inside monsters or places where mana stagnated. 
Oddstones were similar to magic stones in that they were lumps of 
demonic energy. Just as magic stones were used for mana training, 
oddstones were used when black wizards cultivated themselves. 


Cursed relics were different from oddstones in that they were items 
intentionally imbued with abundant demonic energy. A low-class 
cursed relic wasn’t worth much, but a high-class cursed relic 
generated demonic energy on its own. Things that could be classified 
as high-class cursed relics were Incarceration’s Staff, Belial’s Bloody 
Mary, or Demon King weapons like the Demon Spear Luentos or the 
Annihilation Hammer Jigollath. 


‘The radius of this demonic beast habitat is ridiculous.’ Eugene glared at 
the map with squinted eyes. He would have understood it if this place 
were Helmuth, but this was the south of Kiehl. On top of that, the 
forest was in such a lively mountain range, and yet the demonic 
beasts’ habitat was this wide? 


“We used all three of them.” Genos answered Eugene’s question with a 
bitter smile. 


“Using cursed relics and oddstones as catalysts, we carved a black 
magic circle deep inside a demonic cave. This hunt is to control the 
demonic beasts’ population, but it is also to manage the magic circle 
at the center of the forest.” 


Dangerous. 


The word crossed his mind, but Eugene left it unspoken. This was the 
Black Lion Castle. One of the continent’s best knightly orders lived 
here. On the off chance that magic overload occurred, resulting in a 
large influx of demonic energy, the inhabitants of the Black Lion 
Castle were more than capable of bringing the chaos under control 
before a demonic beast invasion occurred. 


‘The world really changed,’ Eugene thought. 


He clicked his tongue and leaned back on his chair. 


The reason why demonic beasts were at the loose in the Black Lion 
Castle forest was that they were used to train knights. It would have 
been absolutely unacceptable in Eugene’s past life. However, three 
hundred years later, it had ceased being wrong, or even uncommon 
for that matter. In fact, other famous knightly orders often trained 
their members using demonic beasts as well. This kind of training 
helped the knights prepare for real combat, and it wasn’t like it was a 
big deal if the knights killed the beasts. 


‘From what I heard, some tribes in Samar even nurture demonic beasts.’ 


Furthermore, demonfolk were also sold as slaves at the Bolero Street 
in Aroth. Whenever Eugene saw such reality, he couldn’t help but feel 
a sense of incompatibility. This was one of these moments. 


“So... we are going to wear a bracelet?” Eugene asked, dumbstruck. 
“Yes, you are.” 


“Every time we catch a demonic beast, it will be recorded by the 
bracelet... and the people at the post will check it?” 


“There is already a bet going on among the knights,” Genos answered 
as he shrugged. “The bet is about who will catch the most demonic 
beasts. Unsurprisingly, most people picked you, Senior Brother. Some 
also picked Hector. Anyhow, picking who will get first place doesn’t 
work because the odds of you winning are just too high. That is why 
everybody is honing in on who will come in second place.” 


“Who did you bet on, Junior Brother?” Eugene asked. 
“Who do you think?” 
“Your daughter?” 


“Yes, I did... Ah, please keep this a secret from Genia. She would 
obviously get angry as to why I didn’t bet on her getting first place.” 


“.,.We are not that close enough to talk about such stuff.” Eugene 
cleared his throat. He was hiding his discomfort of making demonic 


beast hunting into competition while wearing bracelets that recorded 
the head count. 


‘Why are young ones nowadays treating demonic beast hunting as a joke? 
Well... this place isn’t Helmuth, though,’ Eugene thought. 


With a bitter face, he nodded. “I guess there are some people who are 
betting on Eward, right?” 


“There are some crazy young ones who are betting against the odds, 
trying to get a higher share. Umm... Most people think Master Eward 
or Deacon will come in last.” 


People’s assessment about Eward was disastrous, considering that 
Eward was the main family’s first son. However, Eugene’s opinion was 
not so different from theirs. 


A total of nine Lionheart youngsters participated in this hunt. Among 
them, Hector was strong enough to become an honorary knight of the 
White Fang Order. Genia was talented enough to be compared to 
Shimuin’s Twelve Finest. 


‘No need to even mention Cyan and Ciel. I’m guessing Gargith and Dezra 
will probably be in the lower ranks, but that’s mainly due to other 
participants being too strong. They are not bad if I only consider their 
skills.’ 


Deacon was the one who overwhelmingly lacked skills. 
‘In fact, Eward... isn’t too incompetent when it comes to skill.’ 


Eward was at the Fourth Circle of magic. Fourth Circle wizards were 
treated with respect everywhere. It was just that Eugene just had a 
very high standard; he had already surpassed the Fourth Circle when 
he was eighteen, and Eward was twenty-two this year. 


‘Circles aside, there is no way Eward has real combat experience.’ 


Deacon actually could turn out to be better than Eward when it came 
to real combat. 


“A location tracking spell is also engraved into the bracelets. Your 
locations will be relayed to me and other captains in real time.” 


“Just like the old times,” Eugene murmured, nodding. He had worn a 
similar bracelet during the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony. 


“T won’t stay far away from you, Senior Brother. If any danger comes 
your way, I will step in right away.” 


Genos stopped talking for a moment and shook his head. 


“Although I can’t really imagine the Council Head—no, anyone will 
try to assassinate you in these circumstances.” 


“Maybe it will be easier to assassinate me precisely because of these 
circumstances,” Eugene answered, chuckling. “They know my exact 
location at all times during this... hunting game.” 


From this perspective, it was indeed the perfect time to assassinate 
Eugene. 


“A game...” Genos murmured with a bitter smile. He certainly also 
thought that this hunt had more game-like components than the 
previous ones. 


‘...Maybe... if they are confident in their ability,’ Genos thought. 


Eugene could be assassinated at any moment, and he was treading on 
the home ground of a person that could have been behind the 
previous assassination attempt. However, he was unperturbed. Genos 
had felt this before, but he really couldn’t believe Eugene was a 
twenty-year-old man, basically someone who had just become an 
adult. 


He felt that even more when Eugene was in the same room with those 
of his age. 


“... They are nervous,’ Genos thought. 


People had already finished building the facilities necessary to make 


the Red Boulder function as a post. Genos looked forward with 
squinted eyes. 


Including Eugene, nine people stood in line. With white bracelets on 
their left arm, they stared at the forest in front of them, which 
sunlight hadn’t yet reached. 


“Don’t be too afraid.” Doynes, the Head of the Council of Elders, spoke 
with a grin. “They are called demonic beasts, but for all intents and 
purposes, they’re just monsters that are a bit more annoying. If you 
are a true Lionheart, you shouldn’t fear mere demonic beasts, since 
our ancestor is the Great Vermouth Lionheart.” 


While Doynes spoke relaxedly, Deacon’s shoulders were noticeably 
slumped. Eward stood beside Deacon with a surprisingly calm look on 
his face, but the tips of his fingers were faintly trembling. 


Deacon and Eward weren’t the only people who feared the unknown. 
Gargith swallowed hard, and Dezra took several deep breaths. 


“The idea is simple.” Doynes pointed to Cyan’s wrist. 


Cyan had been trying to maintain his composure, but as he was being 
unexpectedly pointed out, he flinched in surprise. 


“T think the people standing in front of me will definitely be leading 
the next generation of the Lionheart clan. Since those promising 
young people are gathered here today... won’t it be more fun to mix 
competition and game, if we are going to do it anyway?” Doynes fixed 
his eyes on Cyan. 


Cyan just took it as Doynes paying extra attention to the next 
Patriarch. 


“T’m telling you this beforehand, but there is no reward.” Doynes 
laughed as if he was joking. “I’m serious. No matter how many 
monsters you kill, we don’t have any valuables we can give you as 
rewards. I’m guessing it doesn’t matter, since we are doing this hunt 
annually in the first place... and you guys are voluntarily 
participating, right?” 


“T don’t want any reward,” Genia answered. She and Hector weren’t 
showing any sign of nervousness. 


“T just want to prove how much I’ve improved. That is why I am 
participating in the hunt.” Genia spoke while blatantly staring at 
Eugene. 


“You want honor. That is also a good motivation.” Doynes nodded, 
grinning. 


Honor. When Eward heard this word, his eyes shone. The tips of his 
fingers were no longer trembling. 


“Well.” Doynes stepped aside. “We don’t need a ‘get set, go,’ right? 
The way to the forest is already open. If you go a little further in, you 
will encounter hungry prey. I’m just saying this out of concern, but be 
careful, so you don’t become prey.” 


There were no rules in this hunt. If the participants wanted to 
compete, they could compete. They were also able to form a group if 
they didn’t want to compete. They were even allowed to not go in if 
they didn’t want to. 


“Will you come with me?” Hector offered. 

However, Genia coldly declined. “No way.” 

She strode forward, but then stopped and turned toward Eugene. 
“Tm not going to lose.” 


She blurted out the same words as before, then sprang forth to the 
forest. 


Hector dryly chuckled as he watched Genia get further away. 


“So... then... does anyone want to come with me? I am going, but I 
would like someone to accompany me. I don’t want to feel lonely.” 


Deacon was the one to react to Hector’s offer. After hesitatingly 
looking around, he approached Hector. However, the two of them 
were the only ones to form a team. Others had no intention to do so. 
Just like Genia had said, everybody wanted to prove themselves in 
this hunt. Their young passion led them to step forward. 


“...Are you going to be okay?” Cyan asked Eward. “It seems this hunt 
will be difficult for you, considering your ability.” 


“Haha... Thank you for worrying about me,” Eward answered, 
beaming. “I will be okay. The forest is definitely dangerous, but it 
won’t threaten my life.” 


Eward glanced at the Chief, but Doynes stayed quiet, only a faint 
smile on his face. 


“Besides... This hunt is like the Coming-Of-Age ceremony that I didn’t 
get to have, so I can’t receive your help, brother. I have to do this on 
my own.” 


There was firm determination in Eward’s whispers. Cyan looked 
somewhat bewildered; it seemed that he hadn’t expected Eward to say 
such a thing. 


‘Everything will be okay,’ Cyan thought as he looked back. 


Aside from the captains, the Black Lion Knights were already in the 
forest. The captain of the Third Division was at the main estate, so 
only five captains were currently at the Black Lion Castle. Among 
those five, the captain of the Sixth Division was going to stay in the 
post to manage the magic transmission. Still, four captains were going 
to supervise this hunt by receiving signals from these bracelets, so 
there wouldn’t be any casualties. 


“...Now is not the time to be worrying about others,’ Cyan gloomily 
thought. 


Cyan could see Eugene just standing there, relaxed. He hadn’t even 
left for the forest yet. 


‘Although he didn’t have to, Hector decided to carry a burden.’ 


Cyan had a lot riding on this hunt. The Patriarch had to always be 
careful when they made their move. 


“...Prove how much she improved? She was so condescending, babbling 
away like that... and what did she say? She’s not going to lose? She should 
have said that stuff to me, not to Eugene.’ 


Cyan gritted his teeth and marched forward. 


“T have something to tell you.” Ciel lowered her voice as she leaned 
against Eugene. She also hadn’t left yet. 


“Actually, I wasn’t going to tell you, but it bugged me not to tell you 
when I told Cyan.” 


That wasn’t the only reason. Ciel had waited for Eugene to come to his 
senses and request her to join him before they departed to the forest. 


“... You are never going to ask for my company.’ Ciel thought. 


She was certain when she saw the look on Eugene’s face. That 
annoying prick would never ask her something like that. 


“Listen carefully. I am telling you this because I am worried about 
you. If you enter without—” 


“There will be Dizzy Lumps,” Eugene indifferently interrupted her. 
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“There will be Dizzy Lumps, am I wrong?” 

“Uh... Uhhh... No, you are right...” 


“T thought they divided the sectors manually. Well, it sure makes their 
work easier if they released Dizzy Lumps in the forest.” Eugene 
grumbled as he walked toward the forest’s darkness. 


Dizzy Lumps were a type of demonic beast. Covered by the darkness, 


they crept along the forest paths, causing the vision of their prey to 
blur and its senses to fail. After taking away the prey's senses, the 
Dizzy Lumps caused it to lose strength by making it wander through 
the forest. Then, the Dizzy Lumps opened their mouths wide in the 
dark and led the unassuming prey in. 


“How did you know?” Ciel asked as she followed Eugene. 
Eugene snorted. “I know one when I see it.” 


There were several inconsistencies he had noticed. First of all, the 
density of the darkness covering the forest was inconsistent. Secondly, 
the edge of the darkness was undulating like a sea wave. Finally, 
within the scent of the green forest, he could sense a trace of a 
different smell. 


“...You know one when you see it?” Ciel shook her head, unable to 
understand him. 


Chapter 138 
The Hunt (1) 


The somber forest smelled bloody, yet had a smell that Eugene had 
missed. Ciel, who had been following Eugene, was nowhere to be seen 
now. He couldn’t even see the people who had entered the forest 
before him. 


He took a look around. Ten minutes had passed since he had entered 
the forest after passing the Red Boulder. However, Eugene felt as if he 
had been inside for longer than that. The forest was so dense that it 
looked as if he had already reached the center. 


In a forest like this, he had to be wary of these kinds of illusions. 
Eugene felt something different in the air, something that seemed to 
stick to his airways every time he breathed. It wasn’t mana or a primal 
spirit. 


“...It’s a sweet old memory.” 


Three hundred years ago, Helmuth had been a terrible hell, but Hamel 
had gotten most of his good memories precisely in that terrible hell. 


He had lived half of his past life in Helmuth. As a survivor of a 
monster attack, he had spent his teenage years as a mercenary, blindly 
trying to get revenge. Thus, he had little to show in terms of good 
memories; if he really had to pick something, it would be the memory 
of his first murder, or maybe the first time he had finished a quest on 
his own. 


‘I guess I can’t really call those things memories to reminisce about.’ 


Eugene smirked as he took a step forward. As if it had been waiting 
for him, something popped up from underneath his feet. It was an 
ambush, but the signs were obvious. Whoever failed to avoid this 
obvious ambush clearly had some sort of problem. 


Thump! Using the step forward as momentum, Eugene kicked the 
attacker. The thing that had tried to drag Eugene into the shadow was 
a scrawny black hand. 


“Wow...” Eugene smiled as he lowered his body. 


Seemingly flustered, the black hand crawled toward the darkness. 
However, Eugene’s hand was much quicker at catching it than the 
black hand was at escaping. 


“This really reminds me of the old days.” 


The thing he had just dragged out of the darkness looked nothing like 
a monster, much less a demonic beast. At the end of the scrawny arm 
was a bumpy lump of flesh. When he waved it in midair, a slit 
appeared on the lump of flesh, revealing sharp teeth. 


“Yuck,” Mer said as she stuck out her head from the cloak. When she 
saw the Dizzy Lump, the monster swinging in Eugene’s hand, her face 
twisted into a frown. 


“Tt looks so gross. How can you just grab that with your bare hand and 
shake it?” 


“Tt’s like catching cockroaches.” 


“Do you think anyone can relate to that?! Why in the world would 
you catch a cockroach with bare hands?! You can use tools or magic! 
No, wait, a situation where a cockroach appears in front of your eyes 
is wrong in the first place!” 


Disgusted, Mer shook her head. It seemed quite natural for her to 
loathe something this disgusting, considering her appearance and 
mental age. However, Mer’s loathing was rooted in the fact that this 
thing was a monster; it had little to do with its appearance. 


“You aren’t gonna eat it... right?” 


“Why would I?” 


“The hunt continues for four days.” 


“Even if the hunt continued for four months, I wouldn’t eat a monster. 
Besides, their meat is so poisonous that no one can eat them except 
high-ranking priests.” Eugene grumbled and infused mana in the Dizzy 
Lump. 


—Pzzz! There was no need for him to cast magic or use sword-force. 
Just letting his lightning-infused mana into the Dizzy Lump was 
enough to kill it and distort its body. 


“Besides, we have plenty of food inside the cloak. There is no need for 
me to eat this disgusting monster meat.” 


“ ..That’s a relief. I don’t even want to call this a living thing, but I 
really don’t wanna tolerate this disgusting, detestable, and grotesque 
trash becoming a part of you after it reaches your stomach through 
your mouth,” Mer spoke. 


Her tightly clenched fists trembled. Was Sienna’s ego influencing 
Mer’s hatred toward the monsters? Or was it the fact that she was a 
familiar, fundamentally a mana being created by magic, and she hated 
monsters—essentially lifeforms thriving on demonic energy—as a 
consequence of pure nature? 


“Tt’s the latter,” Mer answered, frowning at Eugene’s direct question. 
“Yes, my personality is based on Lady Sienna’s childhood memories, 
but that doesn’t mean we share all memories. And of course... Of 
course, I loathe them not only because of my physical aversion toward 
them but also for another reason. Monster—no, every being that 
originates from demonic energy has made Lady Sienna suffer.” 


As she talked, Mer slowly crept back inside the cloak. Usually, she 
tried to scratch and claw her way out of the cloak, but now, she 
wasn’t coming out of the cloak even though Eugene had let it open. 


“TI hate this forest.” 


“So do I.” Eugene chuckled and closed the cloak for her. “Just because 
it makes me feel longing and it brings back old memories doesn’t 
mean I like it.” 


The hunt would take four days. They had given him the bracelet as if 
they were telling him to hunt as many monsters as possible, but his 
priority was clearly survival. Monster meat was poison, he couldn’t 
even think about eating it unless he was in a dire situation. Therefore, 
the people in the forest had to find food resources on their own to 
hold out in the forest for four days. 


If they weren’t greedy, there wasn’t really a need for them to enter 
deep into the forest. It was a given, but the further they got away from 
the center, the lower the concentration of demonic energy was. It also 
lowered the difficulty of acquiring food. 


‘Of course, they will be greedy.’ 


They voluntarily participated in the hunt, so they obviously wanted to 
yield good results. Catching a bunch of small fries was nothing to be 
proud of; people were going to definitely reach deeper into the forest, 
aiming for a more significant result. 


‘They must be... ’ 


Rubbing his fingers against each other, Eugene frowned. A large group 
of Dizzy Lumps wasn’t enough to be a threat to Eugene. Ambush? He 
only had to be a little cautious to avoid it. The cloak of darkness 
would shield him against most attacks anyway. 


Hunt? No, this was just a stroll. Eugene didn’t chase after the prey, he 
simply walked. As he did, the monsters hidden in the forest 
approached him. 


And died. 
“Excellent Poltergeist Aegis.” Mer snickered inside the cloak. 
With a disgusted look on his face, Eugene snapped. “Shut up.” 


Mer was correct, though: it was the Poltergeist Aegis. Stirring up only 
a small amount of mana, so it wouldn’t be visible, he wrapped it 
around his body. With this, he didn’t even need to target anything; he 
could just intercept approaching monsters directly. 


‘She entered first, but why is she still here?’ Eugene thought. 


He didn’t look in her direction, since he didn’t want to be conscious of 
her. However, no matter how hard he tried to ignore her, she was 
blatantly staring at him. 


Genia Lionheart was stalking him, making sure she was not letting out 
even the slightest sound. 


She had indeed entered the forest before him, but the Dizzy Lumps 
lurking in the darkness made people lose their way as soon as they 
went in. Therefore, if people entered the forest one by one, with some 
time in-between, they would all end up in random places. The 
combination of a wide forest and Dizzy Lumps' hexes made it hard for 
people to run into each other. When people had become so exhausted 
that they were no longer able to defend themselves, they would get 
eaten... 


That was the story for ordinary people, but it didn’t apply to Genia. As 
soon as she had gotten into the forest, she had found a path and killed 
dozens of monsters. For Genia, the hunt was boring work, without a 
single thing to be nervous about, so she was about to go straight into 
the forest. 


‘...Why is Father only staying near him?’ Genia thought bitterly. 


To protect them, four captains had also come into the forest after all 
the youngsters had already entered. Their goal was to protect nine 
young lions from harm, after judging whether or not they needed to 
interfere. However, Genos, the Captain of the Second Division, didn’t 
move around. He continued to stay near Eugene as he maintained a 
distance—far enough not to interrupt Eugene’s hunt or provoke the 
monsters, but close enough to interfere right away if an unexpected 
threat appeared. 


His favoritism was so obvious. As his daughter, Genia was not able to 
let it slide. If there was a person who Genos should favor, it should 
have been her, his biological daughter. With that complaint in her 
mind, she chased after Eugene. 


While his own daughter was protesting against his actions, Genos still 


did not leave Eugene’s vicinity. He had his reasons; he was staying on 
guard for a situation where the Council Head attempted to kill 
Eugene. Since he was aware of the possibility, he couldn’t leave 
Eugene and let it come true. 


‘That’s... ” 


Genia’s jealousy was also understandable. Genos was a Black Lion 
knight, so he stayed in the Black Lion Castle instead of his home. Of 
course, he returned home several times during his vacations, but 
Genia hadn’t been home for seven years because she was busy 
cultivating in Shimuin. In other words, it was her first time meeting 
her father after five years. Therefore, she believed her father was 
going to tail her and see her achievements. 


Genia took a deep breath. Mana was invisible to the naked eye, but 
when she concentrated hard, she was able to visualize the invisible 

flow of mana. Genia could feel the flame wrapping around Eugene’s 
body. No—it was more like thorns, rather than a flame. 


He looked simply off-guard while walking. However, his thorns crept 
and spread out to the surroundings. When the monsters that thought 
he was their prey came into contact with the thorns, the ‘poison’ led 

them to the end of their lives. 


‘No, that’s no poison.’ Genia thought as she realized. 
It was unbelievable, yet she had no choice but to admit it. 
‘That’s... Poltergeist Aegis.’ 


It was the technique of Hamel, a great hero who deserved respect. His 
technique had been passed down in the Lionheart clan for three 
hundred years. 


‘Is that... ?’ 


Genia did recognize it, but she couldn’t believe her eyes. She also 
knew how to use Poltergeist Aegis, but her Poltergeist Aegis wasn’t 
that transparent. 


‘It’s not sword-force... He’s letting mana out just enough for it to stay 
invisible. But it’s just mana, so how can he kill the monsters with it?’ Genia 
wondered. 


At first, she had thought he was a coward using poison, but after some 
time, she had become certain that it wasn’t poison. However, she 
couldn’t understand how mana, not sword-force, was able to kill 
monsters. 


In the end, she decided to see for herself. Standing up, she measured 
the distance between Eugene and herself. She could shorten that kind 
of distance in an instant. But what about her father? He was staying 
far away, but he was certainly monitoring the situation. Would he 
interfere if she attacked Eugene? 


‘That will never happen.’ 


The purpose of the hunt was to kill monsters, but they had received no 
warning about fighting each other. Although it was a pretty weird 
conclusion, Genia believed that was intentional. 


That was understandable. It was very natural for the knights of 
Shimuin, the place where Genia had cultivated for seven years, to 
fight each other. 


After measuring the distance once more, Genia sprang forth. As the 
distance quickly shortened, the size of Eugene’s back gradually 
increased. 


‘Shall I draw my sword? No, that’s overkill. Just subduing him from behind 
will be enough Instead of attacking... ’ 


“Ugh...” She suddenly groaned. 
‘Why? vi 


Her lips twitched against her will as she groaned even louder. There 
was no way this was ordinary mana, or something like this would not 
have happened. Eugene had simply blocked the attack coming from 
behind. 


The thin layer of mana, invisible to the naked eye, turned into flame. 
—Pzzz! 


The lightning mixed into the flame struck Genia. She gritted her teeth 
to endure, but her groans only kept getting louder. Her hair bristled 
up and her body twisted by itself. The only reason why she only 
suffered a minor shock was that Eugene was limiting the output of 
lightning, while Genia’s own mana also rose automatically to protect 
her. 


“.,.Er!” The mana from her core shook off the lightning. After coming 
to her senses, she instantly retreated, leaping backward. 


She had gotten rid of the lightning, but she was still suffering from the 
effects of the electric shock. She stretched her aching limbs as she 
panted. 


“Wh... at? Just?” Genia couldn’t even move her tongue very well. She 
didn’t want to speak with a lisp, so she kept the questions short. 


“TI am the one who asks the questions here. What are you doing so 
suddenly? Why did you attack me?” 


“ ..Hmm. Uhm. Uhmm...” Dodging Eugene’s questions, Genia cleared 
her throat. “Ah, ah.” 


Only after her tongue unstiffened did she fiercely glare at Eugene, 
saying, “...I thought you were a monster.” 


“What?” 
“You may not know, but there is a monster who imitates humans.” 
Her excuse didn’t make any sense. 


“.,..[ just came by to check. I had no intention to attack you. See, I 
didn’t even draw out my sword. I simply approached you.” 


“Why are you following me around?” 


“,.Following you around? No, you’re wrong. I never followed you 
around.” 


“You were hiding in plain sight, why bother lying?” 


“What do you mean, in plain sight? Nonsense, I perfectly muffled all 
the sound...” 


“See? You did follow me around,” Eugene provokingly said. 


Hearing his remark, Genia was shaken. She stared at Eugene for a 
moment and turned her head away along with her braided hair. 


“Haven't I told you before? I am not going to lose to you.” 
“Yeah, so? What does it have to do with following me?” 


“Sir Eugene. You are an enemy that I don’t know.” Genia desperately 
came up with excuses. “To achieve a victory in a fight against you, I 
have to know about you. Investigating the enemy is a basic tactic in a 
fight. You must have considered my investigation as shadowing 
because you are ignorant.” 


“Actually, I would like to ask what you are doing here. It has already 
been a few hours since the hunt has begun. Why are you still 
wandering around the entrance? No way... are you going to kill time 
in a safe spot to avoid danger?” 


Genia squinted and scowled at Eugene. 


“Sir Eugene! I am aware that you are being favored by my father. I 
also heard the rumors about you having abilities unprecedented in the 
history of the main house— no, in the history of the Lionheart family, 
and being just as talented as the Great Vermouth. But! As an heir of 
the Hamel Style, I refuse to lose to you, especially if you are a coward 
who only tries to avoid danger!” 


“T am Hamel.” 
“What kind of joke is that?” 


She seemed to be awfully proud about being an heir to the Hamel 
Style, so Eugene furtively threw these words. Of course, Genia didn’t 
believe him. Her eyes were rather filled with disgust as she glared at 
Eugene. 


“T will take care of myself, so don’t mind me. Let’s go separate ways.” 
Eugene turned away, waving his hand. 


Genia asked, “Do you know how to survive in the forest?” 


“You said that you heard rumors about me. I’ve been wandering 
through the Samar Rainforest till quite recently.” 


“The rainforest is also a dangerous place, but it wasn’t contaminated 
by demonic energy. Although the hunt only lasts for four days, you 
won't be able to survive just by using common sense while hunting in 
this forest.” 


Listening to Genia, Mer stifled her laughter. 


“Tf you request help, I won’t refuse. It is my chivalry to not abandon 
my principle even if I have to help someone whom | hate.” 


“Then would you do me a favor?” 
“Let me hear it first.” 


“T am really okay, so don’t bother me. Go away,” Eugene spoke as he 
bent his knees. 


‘...Don’t bother? Why is he saying such a thing when I offered my help out 
of goodwill?’ 


As her train of thought reached a station, Genia’s eyebrows met in the 
middle. 


“What did you just...” 
Pzzz! 
A bolt of white lightning sparked. 


She had already gotten an electric shock when she thoughtlessly 
attacked him. Therefore, Genia flinched and unconsciously retreated. 
She only took a few steps backward, but... 


—Woosh! 


A gust of wind blew Genia’s hair as she watched the scene in front of 
her with widened eyes. 


When the wind pushed Eugene’s back, a bolt of lightning shot 
forward. At least, that was what it looked like for an instant. Seeing 
Eugene’s back shrinking as he was moving far away from her in a 
mere moment, Genia gaped. 


“,.What was that?” 


‘Was it magic? No... Is there a kind of magic that enables someone to 
move that fast?’ Genia wondered. 


The fastest person Genia knew was Ramju the Swift, one of Shimuin’s 
Twelve Finest. 


‘His speed just now... was much faster than Sir Ramju. How could he be 
this fast without any preparation?’ 


After absentmindedly standing for a while, Genia belatedly came to 
her senses and chased after Eugene. 


“What is Hector doing?” 


[He is on the move with the burden. I don’t know if I should call him 


brave or say ‘that’s so like him’...Is he planning to go to the center? 
It’s not like he craves fame.] 


“Haha... Rather than fame, what motivates Hector is interest. Didn’t 
he also act like that before?” Dominic quietly chuckled and shook his 
head. “When I met with him to persuade him to join the Black Lion, 
he rejected the offer because he wasn’t interested. Then, he left for 
Ruhr as if he was running away.” 


[If he had joined then, he would have been made a captain by now. ] 


“Well, it’s still not too late. I will try to convince him once more after 
we finish with the hunt.” 


[...If he hasn’t betrayed us yet.] 


‘Betrayed, huh,’ Domonic thought as he scratched his chin, listening to 
the Council Head. 


“Ts anyone else listening right now?” 
[No. It’s just me. ] 
“Grandfather. I don’t think Hector betrayed us.” 


[...Just like you said, Hector’s priority is his interest. It’s not that 
difficult for that kind of person to betray. No, maybe he doesn’t even 
realize he has betrayed us. ] 


“...But he is proud of being a Lionheart.” 


[Is his pride aimed toward the main family members with authentic 
blood? Or maybe it is toward the Lionheart family itself... No one can 
know. Of course, I am not doubting Hector for no reason. ] 


The Chief stopped speaking for a while. Dominic didn’t rush him and 
just looked forward. 


{Hector cultivated in Ruhr... and Ruhr is too close to Helmuth. 


Especially since, five years ago, Ruhr’s royal family yielded and 
opened their doors to the demonfolk.] 


“Hmm...” 


[I’m not just doubting Hector. I doubt everyone. That is my job. Aside 
from Cyan and Ciel, the rightful heirs of the main house, I suspect 
everyone. | 


The Chief didn’t bother to mention Eward. He wasn’t even worth 
mentioning. 


[...So Dominic, suspect everyone and keep an eye on everyone, just 
like I do. Someday... you will have to sit in my seat. ] 


“T heard that so many times that I can recite it in my sleep,” Dominic 
spoke, shaking his head. “But... Master Hector... Haha. I don’t know if 
it’s worth doubting him.” 


[... There is a precedent. ] 


“T am aware of that, but this isn’t his home ground... There are also a 
bunch of lions around who are able to slit his throat in an instant. I 
don’t think he will try anything funny.” 


[I rather hope he does try to pull a trick.] 
The Chief said in a cold voice. 


[The Patriarch happens to be away now, so it wouldn’t be an issue to 
execute Eward on sight if he attempts anything funny. ] 


He wasn’t joking, he seriously thought so. 


“He doesn’t have the guts to pull something like that,” Dominic said, 
looking ahead. “You may already be aware, grandfather... the young 
master is avoiding fighting with monsters as much as possible. He is 
killing the monsters with magic, but he is not doing it smoothly. He is 
having a tough time.” 


[He only killed ten of them until now...] 


“T've been watching him, since you asked me to suspect everyone, 
but... wouldn’t it be better if I watched Hector too?” 


[Harris is watching him now. ] 
“Or... how about Master Eugene?” 


[Genos is watching that boy. I understand your boredom, but keep 
watching Eward. If he does anything suspicious, kill him right away.] 


That was why he had ordered his grandson to tail Eward. The Council 
Head could not forgive someone who disgraced the Lionheart family, 
so he wanted to make Eward pay with his life. 


“Understood,” Dominic answered as he nodded. With that, his 
communication with the post ended. 


Smacking his lips, Dominic watched the moving Eward from far away. 


“_..It is boring.” He yawned and shook his head. “It’s boring because 
it’s too easy.” 


Chapter 139 
The Hunt (2) 


Akasha strengthened Eugene’s barriers. In addition, Mer didn’t need to 
sleep and was connected directly to Eugene. If somebody tried to 
interfere with or infiltrate through the barrier, Mer would instantly 
notice it and notify Eugene. This fact alone eliminated the need to 
keep a night watch, but Eugene went strictly by the book in matters 
like this. 


He hadn’t started a fire. Thick darkness covered the forest, but it 
wasn’t a problem for Eugene. He had chosen a terrain that was not 
suited for an ambush and hadn’t spread any rugs over the ground. 


Wrapping himself with the big cloak, Eugene sat on the ground. If he 
had to sleep, he would sleep light and short. He could spend the night 
sleeping like that. Of course, he had set several spells nearby, but he 
had no plans to have a deep sleep and sweet dreams. 


Genia, who had chased him from afar, quietly gave him a passing 
mark when she saw what he did. Of course, there was no judge in this 
hunt, and even if there were one, it wouldn’t be Genia. 


In any case, she made some amendments to her assessment of Eugene. 
His talent had already been recognized by other people anyway... If 
she saw a sign of naiveness that suited his age, she was going to 
criticize him right away, but Eugene stayed on guard even in a 
situation like this. He was worthy of a passing mark. 


“T can see you are having fun,” Genia snapped, regardless. Brushing 
off dirt from the edible roots in her hand, she glared at Eugene. 


Unlike Genia, who had foraged uncontaminated plants, Eugene was 
unsparingly spreading fruit jam on a piece of bread. He had more of 
them in his cloak. 
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“T would prefer the term ‘well-prepared,’ Eugene calmly answered. 


“T could also do your preparation. I didn’t do so on purpose. Why, you 
ask? This hunt is about testing our ability to survive as a hunter—” 


“Since when was this a test?” 


“Ever since the bracelets that record the head count were wrapped 
around your wrist and mine, this hunt was no longer an ordinary one. 
It also became a test, Sir Eugene.” 


“T’m not going to care even if you are correct. It’s not like I am going 
to receive a reward for winning, and I believe someone other than me 
will be coming last. Even if I come in last by any chance, I will only be 
embarrassed. That’s all.” 


“Sir Eugene... Do you not have any ambition to prove yourself to 
everyone?” 


“T have always been proving myself until now, haven't I?” Eugene bit 
the bread, chuckling. 


Genia looked back and forth between the slice of bread with a thick 
layer of jam and the dirty roots in her hand. She tightly shut her lips 
and brushed off the rest of the dirt on the roots. 


“Would you like one?” Eugene offered. 

“No, thank you. I am going to have this root I found.” 
“Caliz’s root. Isn’t that very bitter if you eat it raw?” 
“Do you know about this?” 


“Of course I do. The plants are resistant to demonic energy. If you 
blanche and dry it, it’s pretty sweet.” 


“And I can chew it for a long time.” 


“Well, one slice of bread with jam is better than ten of those roots 
though,” Eugene quietly spoke, but it was loud enough for Genia to 
hear him. 


She pouted. “...This is also pretty good in a situation like this.” 


She dramatically opened her mouth and took a big bite of Caliz’s 
roots. When the piece of the root touched her tongue, its bitterness, 
which resembled an electric shock, filled her mouth. However, Genia’s 
expression showed nothing of what she was feeling. 


“Why don’t you get some jam on that, at least?” Eugene offered. 
“Tt’s fine.” 


She wanted to spit it out. If it wasn’t for Eugene, she would have spat 
it out. No, if she had a fire, she would have been able to roast it at 
least. Stopping the corners of her lips being contorted with difficulty, 
she forced herself to swallow the root. 


“Are you going to follow me during the entire hunt?” 


“T told you I’m not following—” Genia answered, but Eugene didn’t 
listen. He just stood up, so she cleared her throat and nodded. 


“T am going to leave after I finish eating.” Straightening her face, she 
continued. “Although I only saw fragments... I have witnessed... your 
capability... Sir Eugene. I can indeed understand why my father favors 
you. Since I have witnessed your ability with my own eyes, I have no 
choice but to recognize your ability. ” 


“Have you been following me because you couldn’t recognize my 
ability?” 


“T only wanted to see it for myself,” she snapped, then stood up. “And 
I have seen enough. Even if I catch more monsters than you in this 
hunt... you won’t think you lost, will you?” 


“Nope.” 


“Still, I will catch more monsters than you.” 
“Do your best,” Eugene answered relaxedly. 


She had said such things to make him competitive, but it didn’t affect 
Eugene one bit. Feeling annoyed by his nonchalant face, she scowled 
at Eugene for a moment. 


“’,.Please don’t hate my daughter too much,” Genos said as he 
approached after Genia had left. 


Watching him standing a distance away, Eugene grinned. 


“Are you sticking to the rule in your own way by not coming close to 
me, Junior Brother?” 


“T am only here as a guardian.” 


“Tt seems your daughter is very discontent with you staying near me 
like this.” 


“T have no other choice. If you hadn’t told me about the possible 
assassination attempt, I wouldn’t have stayed near you, Senior 
Brother.” 


“What is the Council Head doing?” 


“He is staying at the Red Boulder,” Genos continued, being conscious 
of the communication device on his ear. “...I haven’t got a specific 
order yet, and no accidents have occurred yet.” 


“What about Cyan and Ciel?” 


“Tt seems Master Cyan is aiming to get to the center of the demonic 
cave, and Lady Ciel...” Feeling it difficult to continue, he hesitated for 
a moment. “...Is tailing Master Eward.” 


“Brother Eward?” 


“Yes, I don’t think she planned this from the start...” 


She had either run into Eward or seen him from a distance. Regardless 
of which of these was the case, she was shadowing Eward now. 


‘No way. Is Ciel planning to kill Brother Eward using this hunt as an 
opportunity?’ 


The thought entered Eugene’s mind for a moment, but it didn’t make 
sense when he thought about it again. He knew Ciel hated Eward, but 
she didn’t hate Eward enough to really kill him. 


‘Besides, Ciel... isn’t the type to get her hands dirty. If she was really going 
to kill him, she would have hired an assassin or poisoned him.’ 


She was probably just keeping watch in order to prevent Eward from 
pulling a stunt, since he had a history of doing that kind of thing. Of 
course, Eugene also kept an eye on Eward. 


The forest was full of demonic energy, and a black magic circle was in 
the center of the demonic cave. Oddstones, which held demonic 
energy, and high-class cursed relics were also prepared. With this kind 
of environment, there was no need to make a contract with whatever 
demonfolk to become a black wizard. 


—Your punch... haha... it hurt, but it was a valuable lesson to me. 
—Thanks to you, I am working hard now. It’s all thanks to you. 
Eward’s smiling face came to Eugene’s mind. 


“If he is a human,” he said in a flat tone as he sat down, “he won’t do 
it again.” 


This forest was the perfect environment to become a black wizard. 
However, the state of the forest was just too unfortunate. It was easy 
to become a black wizard, but exiting the forest alive afterward was 
impossible. Dozens of Black Lion Knights were at the center of the 
forest. The moment Eward turned to the demonic ways, the teeth and 
claws of the Black Lions would rip him apart. The captains wouldn’t 


even have to step up. 


‘Eward is at the Fourth Circle. It’s not bad, but not enough to get out of this 
alive.’ Eugene analyzed. 


No sane person would even think of attempting such fuckery. 


‘He tried to learn black magic because he wasn’t sane... but he isn’t that 
stupid, right?’ 


With the thought in mind, Eugene scowled into the darkness. After 
watching him for a while, Genos slowly stepped back, distancing 
himself from his protegee. 


Eugene was left alone. Mer didn’t say anything and just curled up 
inside the cloak. It was because she understood the meaning of 
Eugene’s silence and the feelings he was sinking into. 


‘It’s too serious,’ Mer thought. 


Eugene spoke lightly, and the conversation between him and Genia 
had also been light. 


No... it only seemed that way. Mer once again realized Eugene wasn’t 
an ordinary twenty-year-old, but a member of the same team that had 
wandered around Hell three hundred years ago. 


The Stupid Hamel. The moment he had stepped foot in this forest, he 
had been suppressing his boiling rage. He was furious at the demonic 
energy that clung to his airways with every breath he took, and at the 
monsters that pounced at him without knowing their places. For him, 
everything in this place was intolerable evil. He ought to slaughter 
them at this instant. 


There was only one reason why he didn’t do so. 
“...He is holding back,’ Mer thought, closing her eyes. 


Inside the cloak of darkness, she crouched in the middle of the 
darkness that filled the cloak. 


There was no tremor in the darkness, but there was a sound — the 
sound of a beating heart... Sometimes, Eugene’s thoughts became 
voices and echoed inside the cloak. The control formula of the familiar 
engraved inside Eugene’s mind made Mer’s own mind resonate with 
Eugene’s strong emotions. 


‘Three hundred years have passed in this world,’ Eugene reminisced. 


He considered every Demon King, demonic beast, and demonfolk evil. 
He had seen a world where his belief was right, survived in that 
world, and wandered to finish that world. 


Three hundred years was a long time. Eugene’s common sense was not 
common in the current world. Everyone lived in various ways now. 
People had signed a peace treaty with the demon king. Black wizards, 
who were supposed to be absolute evil, were just ‘pragmatists.’ 
Demons were treated as movable and efficient puppets that enabled 
people to train. People could use demonfolk as slaves or hire them 
from an illegal shop. 


Since the world changed, Eugene had concluded that he couldn’t stick 
with his common sense from three hundred years ago, so he tried to 
accept the new one. 


Despite all his effort, an uncontrollable rage rose within him while 
breathing this fucking air that he had missed as he saw these bullshit 
demons squirming and pouncing at him as they mistook him for prey. 


That was why he killed every demon that came across his path as he 
marched forward, but it didn’t help his rage one bit. He was so furious 
that if Genia wasn’t Genos’ daughter, he would have taught her a 
lesson to make her stop following him. 


‘Will assassins come?’ 


The badge that fastened the cloak on Eugene’s shoulders was engraved 
with the Lionheart Clan’s symbol. 


Creak. 


Glaring into the darkness, Eugene scratched the symbol with his 


fingernail. 
‘Assassins won’t come, at least today,’ He concluded. 


He wasn’t that deep in the forest, so it would be too premature to 
attempt an assassination and cover it up as an accident. 


‘IT got four days left so I won’t rush. Assassination? I’m used to it, it’s just a 
hunt that requires a certain set of skills.’ 


If the Council Head was really the mastermind behind all this, would 
he really order it? Killing a son of the Patriarch, adopted though he 
was, in the vicinity of the Black Lion Castle, was something else 
entirely than hiring a mercenary to do it someplace else. Why would 
he go to the length of committing such an act? 


The Chief’s intention was none of Eugene’s business. When he had met 
the Chief face to face, he hadn’t sensed any desire to kill him from the 
old man. 


‘The old man has lived for over a hundred years. He wouldn’t make the 
rookie mistake of revealing his desire to kill me.’ 


For now, he believed that the Chief had ordered his assassination. 
‘Shall I move recklessly then?’ 


The Chief was staying at Red Boulder. Would he order Dominic 
Lionheart, his grandson, or one of the Black Lions to assassinate 
Eugene? He was looking forward to meeting one of them but... he 
thought that they weren’t going to be that clumsy while trying to 
assassinate him. 


‘am going to try luring him, but I can’t devote all my attention to this 
matter.’ 


He had other matters to attend to, since the Rakshasha Princess was 
going to come. He also had to find Raizakia, who was stuck in a 
dimensional rift. 


‘If the hunt ends without incident, shall I take the bull by the horns?’ 


Eugene clicked his tongue and clenched his fists, making a mental 
note to ask ‘Are you the one who tried to screw me by sending that 
animal bastard?’ 


Ciel hadn’t directly run into Eward. 
She had noticed him from afar as he was walking through the forest. 


The night in the forest started early. The sun only descended slightly, 
but the forest was already dark. However, he didn’t carry a torch or 
conjure light by using magic. 


Without any source of light, he crossed the dark forest. 
The sight of Eward bothered Ciel and also made her curious. 


In her eyes, he was still the fifteen-year-old boy who she had seen 
seven years ago. 


When she had heard he had tried to learn black magic in Aroth, she 
hadn’t been all that surprised. She had thought ‘Eldest Brother Eward, 
of all people, is fully capable of doing something like that.’ 


In the main house, he had been so depressed that it wasn’t so strange 
for him to commit such a thing. Of course, he hadn’t been born 
depressed. Until he was ten years old, Eward had been pretty normal. 


He had been just like an ordinary child of that age, playful and all. 
Ciel and Cyan sometimes hung out with him, since he didn’t avoid 
them for being his half-siblings. 


However, they had stopped hanging out after Eward became ten years 
old. She was just seven years old at the time, but she nevertheless 
knew why her eldest brother had begun to change. When a child 
turned ten in the Lionheart clan, they could participate in the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, the traditional ceremony of the 


clan. 


Since then, Eward had kept a distance from the twins. Instead of 
playing childish games, he had started to wield a sword under Tanis’ 
strict observation. Listening to his mother’s browbeating, he cultivated 
his mana as he sat upright. After sunset, he cooped himself up in the 
library and read about the theories of sword arts and various combat 
tactics. 


At some point, magic texts were added to Eward’s reading list. Tanis 
wasn’t pleased with his son’s choice, but she didn’t oppose him 
reading magic texts. It was because she also had to admit it at that 
point. 


Eward Lionheart didn’t have a talent for martial arts. That was why he 
had decided to pursue a different path—magic. It was what Eward 
wanted to do. He had fun reading magic texts, imagining his ‘talent’ in 
magic that was yet to be confirmed. It was much more fun than 
devoting himself to practicing sword arts, which he was bad at, as he 
got scolded by his mother... 


Ciel remembered Eward from that time. 


With twinkling eyes, he would shut himself inside the library and flip 
over the pages of magic texts. It hadn’t been long since he had started 
to learn magic, and he wasn’t even good, but he stirred up his mana 
and mimicked magic. 


Yes, that was mimicry after all. It wasn’t real magic. Although he 
indulged himself in magic texts, he was unable to cast magic. Shutting 
himself in a room where thick curtains blocked all lights, he did so 
many things—read magic texts, swung a sword, mimicked magic, and 
imagined his bright future in magic with sparkling eyes. 


‘This is... ’ Ciel thought as she came to a halt. 
Something was weird. 


She crouched down and glared at a corpse. It seemed to be a demon 
corpse... was it a corpse? 


Frowning, Ciel pulled out a dagger. When she shoved the dagger into 
the body, the corpse bled. There was no sign of spasm in the body. It 
wasn’t breathing either. She was certain: the demon before her was 
dead. However... it looked so peaceful that she wasn’t able to think of 
it as a corpse. Instead, it seemed to be fast asleep. 


‘...What in the world happened?’ 
Tilting her head in confusion, Ciel stood up. 


She was a member of the Third Division of the Black Lion Knights. Her 
captain, Carmen, was considered one of the best Black Lions. The 
Third Division Knights, which she led, went through various kinds of 
training so they could live up to their captain’s name. 


She had trained in the forest multiple times, killed countless monsters, 
and fought numerous demons. The demons in the center of the 
demonic cave were dangerous, but the demons in the forest weren’t 
really dangerous, not for Ciel. 


“...How did this get killed?’ 


Ciel hadn’t learned magic, but she knew enough about it. There was 
even a wizard in her Third Division. 


Feeling leery, she stood up. 


The path in front of her was all but paved with demons sleeping in 
eternal peace. Was it magic... or poison? No, there were no traces of 
poison on their bodies. Not to mention, an ordinary wizard could 
never continuously kill this many demons so fast that they never had 
the chance to counterattack. 


“Did... Eward... do this?” Ciel spoke in disbelief. 
“Tt’s amazing, right?” 
She heard a voice behind her back. 


Surprised, she instantly moved. With a short leap, she got away from 


the demon's corpse and then drew out her sword. 
“...Eward?” 
‘It doesn’t make any sense.’ 


Thoughts jumbled up in her head. Eward had been ahead of her. How 
could he jump out behind her? Had he used Blink? Yeah, he could 
have used that. 


However, she would have seen signs if Eward had really used Blink. 
When a low-circle wizard used Blink, they ended up distorting the 
mana in the air. There was no way Ciel would have failed to notice a 
Blink used by a Fourth Circle wizard. 


“...It’s weird.’ 


Shifting her foot backward, Ciel firmly grabbed onto the hilt of her 
sword. 


‘He is right in front of me... I can’t feel anything, it’s like he doesn’t exist.’ 
“T know that sword.” 
With a faint smile, Eward pointed to Ciel’s sword. 


“It’s Phantom Rain Sword Javel.” 


“Cyan received Gedon's Shield.” 
He spoke in a flat tone. 
“Eugene... got... Storm Sword Wynnyd... and many other things.” 


“| ..Eward.” 


“T have received nothing.” 

He quietly chuckled and shook his head. 

“Ah... don’t get me wrong. I’m not blaming the Patriarch... Father.” 
“How did you get behind me?” Ciel asked as she swallowed dryly. 


To her question, Eward simply tilted his head. “I just walked behind 
you.” 


“That’s... impossible. You were in front of me. J went after you.” Ciel 
refuted. 


“Why did you come after me?” 


“T know. You have followed me because you were worried I might do 
something bad... something that would disgrace the Lionheart name.” 


—You are a disgrace to the family. 

—Because of you, I had to... 

“Ciel, I know you.” 

—Why are you... my son? 

—How can an idiot like you be my grandson? 

“You... must have expected me to do something wrong.” 


—I wanted to raise you into a talented person like that adopted son, no, 
like the twins, at least. 


“You were always like that. When I made a mistake... or did 
something that my mother hated... or got laughed at. You tattled on 


me to your mother and spread rumors to the servants. Why did you do 
it? I did what you asked me to do, so why? I became a mess because 
of you. I spent my entire life in humiliation, I can’t even hold my head 
up as I walk. Whenever you ran your mouth... haha... my mother 
summoned me to her room and whipped me. Father was not at 
home... and the servants didn’t stop my mother’s ‘education’. As she 
sneered at me, she said, ‘what use does your grandfather have, with 
his title of Count, when his one and only grandson is a mess?!’ Well, it 
didn’t really hurt when she whipped me... Uhm... Have you ever been 
whipped? I have seen Cyan getting whipped a couple of times... I 
guess the answer is no. Ever since you were little, you were very good 
at not getting whipped. Haha... I also learned it recently. I have to 
change myself in order not to get whipped. If I change, I can make my 
mother smile.” 


“Eward...” Ciel cautiously called him. 
Crack— 


She tightened her grip on the sword. Tiny cracks began to spread 
across Javel’s blade. 


“’.-You sound really weird right now.” 
“Weird?” Eward shook his head as he smiled. “I’m not weird.” 


Ciel didn’t know why, but she felt a shiver running down her spine. 
It... it wasn’t magic. Then, what was she sensing? 


‘He’s going to do it.’ she bitterly thought. 

Although she had a hard time believing it. 

‘He’s going to attack me.’ 

Eward was going to do something really stupid. 

“ ..Eward. Stop.” Ciel called him again with a trembling voice. 


“You have been looking forward to seeing me doing something like 


this,” Eward answered in a pleased tone. “And, by the way, Ciel.” 
The darkness in the forest undulated. 


“T have decided to not listen to other people from now on.” 


Chapter 140 
The Hunt (3) 


It was the second day of the hunt. 


Gargith's eyes opened as he woke up. Dew that had an ominous black 
color to it had been accumulating on the surface of his armor since 
dawn. 


The color was from the poison mixed into it. 


Gargith brushed off the dew with a calm expression. When there was 
only a little left on the tip of his finger, he brought it up to his nose 
and sniffed its scent. It was faint, but it smelled a bit like rotten eggs. 


He showed no hesitation in then opening his mouth wide and sticking 
his finger in. A poison like this, even if he drank a solid pint, wouldn’t 
harm this well-built body of his. 


“.. However, as expected of a poison. My body really doesn’t feel 
happy swallowing it...,” Gargith muttered to himself. 


His tongue, throat, and esophagus, everything that the poison had 
touched, felt sore. Although Gargith had never neglected training his 
body, he had never been able to train his internal muscles. If he really 
went looking for a method to do that, it wasn’t like he wouldn’t be 
able to find a few, but Gargith still hadn’t found the true secret to 
training his ‘insides’. 


“Tt seems that there’s no need for me to wake you up.” Dezra spoke up 
from her seat perched high on a tree branch. “Nothing much 
happened. A demonic beast did approach us, but it wasn’t dangerous 
enough for me to wake you or for us to have to move.” 


“Hm.” Gargith grunted in acknowledgment with a nod and then began 
doing squats on the spot. 


Instead of asking his reason for such behavior, Dezra took out some 
jerky from a pocket and began chewing on it. 


‘He was a strange guy when we were young, and he still is even now, but... 
even so, it seems that my luck is unbelievably good,’ Dezra thought 
cheerfully. 


There were only nine of them who had ventured into this wide forest. 
Their paths into the forest had separated into such a tangled mess that 
it was unlikely for any of them to meet anyone else as long as they 
kept going forward. 


And that was exactly why Dezra felt like her luck was so good. 


Yesterday, when the sun had set and the forest had started to sink into 
darkness, she had met Gargith while she was contemplating on 
whether to continue moving until dawn or find a safe place to camp. 


Just going from being on their own to being together with another 
had made a lot of things much easier. They could relieve their 
tiredness by taking turns to rest, and as the number of eyes and ears 
had grown, navigation had also become correspondingly easier. 


‘Although our evaluation may be harsher than if we had struck out on our 
own,’ Dezra considered for a moment. 


But she had already prepared herself for this. In the first place, Dezra 
didn’t think that she would be able to overtake their hunting score 
and defeat the monsters from the main family, or Hector for that 
matter. She just wanted to get a moderate score, enough to make the 
elders in the Black Lion Castle remember the name ‘Dezra Lionheart’. 


‘And I also want to join the Black Lions...,’ Dezra admitted to herself. 


She especially hoped to join the Third Division. As long as you were a 
woman born in the Lionheart clan — no, any female warrior with a 
passion for the martial arts, you wouldn’t be able to help but feel a 
sense of admiration for the Carmen Lionheart, also known as the 
Amazon of the Lionheart clan and the Iron-Blooded Black Lion. 


Dezra signed. ‘But apparently Lady Carmen is away... ’ 


Dezra had heard that Carmen had left on an escort mission for the 
main family. However, if Dezra was able to show some 
accomplishments in this forest, then she would very likely be allowed 
to join the Knights of the Black Lion. 


“.,.Are you done?” Dezra asked Gargith. 
“Just three more sets,” Gargith grunted. 


“Isn’t that too much for having just woken up? You haven’t even eaten 
yet.” 


“Replenishment comes after my training is over.” 


Below her, Gargith was now performing squats with his greatsword 
held across his back. 


“Want something to eat?” Dezra offered once Gargith was done. 
Gargith turned her down, “No, this is enough.” 


Taking out a large canteen, he filled a cup to the brim with what 
looked like a thick porridge made from some unknown ingredients. 
After expressing gratitude for his healthy body and performing prayers 
for his continued growth, Gargith drank the cupful of his family’s 
revolutionary muscle growth supplement in a single gulp. Vigor 
spread throughout his body as a feeling of fullness settled in his heavy 
stomach... 


“Let’s go,” Gargith said with a refreshed expression as he wiped away 
the sweat from his forehead. 


Although Dezra’s dream was to join the Knights of the Black Lion, 
Gargith had no such plans. If he were to become a member of the 
Knights of the Black Lion, this would inevitably create a rift between 
him and the family that he was born in. 


The only exceptions to such an issue were the likes of the Council 
Head’s family or Genos’ family, where the entire family would join the 
Black Lions as part of a hereditary tradition. 


Gargith respected his father and loved both his branch of the clan and 
the territory that they ruled. Rather than becoming a Black Lion and 
contributing to the Lionheart clan as a whole, he would prefer to 
inherit his father’s title and rule their own territory peacefully. 


However, that didn’t mean he had no desire to prove his skills in this 
forest. Gargith wanted to see just how much this body of his, which he 
had trained every day until sweat poured down like rivers, would 
shine during this hunt. 


‘It might look crude, but...,’ Dezra observed the movements of Gargith’s 
greatsword, which was about as big as her own body, ‘he isn’t just 
swinging it with all his strength. He’s actually pretty sophisticated. ’ 


The trajectory of the blade was constantly being corrected so that it 
wouldn’t get caught in any of the surrounding trees. It was all thanks 
to his body, which Gargith had trained so barbarically, that he was 
able to swing and strike with such ease despite the sheer weight of the 
sword. 


He wasn’t just relying on the greatsword alone either. He was striking 
with his feet, swinging his fists, and charging forward with his 
shoulder. Gargith’s huge bulk on its own was a weapon that he used to 
crush any demonic beast that came his way. 


Meanwhile, Dezra kept to the rear. She had been in constant training 
with the spear starting from a young age and so was ready for 
anything. 


Demonic beasts could pop out from anywhere. Some could emerge 
from shadows, others lurked in trees and rocks, and still others could 
even leap out of the ground. 


Monsters that were able to manipulate their mana were rare. 
However, this wasn’t the case for demonic beasts. They could freely 
manipulate the demonic power that filled their bodies and unleash a 
power similar to magic or sword-force. 


But they still weren’t a threat. 


Or at least, that’s what Cyan thought. During the few months he had 


spent training in the Black Lion Castle, he had yet to fight a demonic 
beast. All of Cyan’s training had been in one-on-one spars with the 
Captains and other knights. 


That was more than enough. Even if his opponents were humans 
instead of demonic beasts, the most important thing was that, in the 
end, it was all ‘combat’. The more familiar one’s body was with 
combat, the better they would do. The knowledge of how to move 
according to each situation would become ingrained into one’s body. 
As the experience piled up, even when they found themselves in a 
completely unfamiliar situation, they were able to avoid the worst 
courses of action. 


After entering the forest, Cyan had never once been in what he would 
call a worst-case situation. He hadn’t even needed to use Gedon’s 
Shield. If the demonic beasts were only on this level, Cyan was 
confident that he would be able to easily break through this challenge 
with just his sword alone. 


‘Hector has probably headed in deeper, right?’ Cyan speculated as he 
shook the blood off his sword. ‘That bastard Eugene is definitely deep 
into the forest.’ 


Cyan held similar intentions. He wanted to venture deep into the 
forest. He wanted to prove just how brave and exceptional the next 
Patriarch of the Lionheart truly was. 


“...This is a surprise,” Cyan muttered as he hid a look of alarm. “No 
way... to think you two would already have gone in deeper than me.” 


He had just come face to face with Gargith and Dezra. 


Cyan reluctantly thought to himself, I’ know that they are among the 
most exceptionally skilled of the collateral branches, but... ’ 


So what if that was the case! Cyan shook off the unnecessary slouch in 
his shoulders as he regained his confidence. 


They just hadn’t been operating under the same conditions. No matter 
what one might say, Cyan was on his own, while the two of them had 
each other. Indeed, Cyan had continued moving while they had slept 


through the night, as he had needed to be wary of the demonic beasts 
that he could encounter in the dark, so it couldn’t be helped if Cyan’s 
movements had been slowed. 


On the other hand, since there were two of them, they could keep an 
eye on each other’s blindspots and... if they were tired, they could 
lean on each other; in any case, the two of them had definitely had it 
much easier. Cyan decided to think of it like that. 


“Hmm, but seeing as you two have turned back, it seems that you two 
must have faced difficulties heading in any further, right?” Cyan 
stated with increased self-confidence. 


“T’m not sure what you mean by that,” Dezra replied, as her 
expression twisted into a fierce scowl. 


The memories of being chased by Cyan during the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony, back when she was only eleven, were still 
fresh in Dezra’s mind. Thanks to that, Dezra held a hidden fear of 
Cyan, but in order not to reveal this, she purposefully raised her voice 
and narrowed her eyes. 


“You’re accusing us of turning back? We have been heading forward 
all this time and will continue to do so. We have no intentions of 
turning back,” Dezra proudly declared. 


“What kind of bullshit is that?” Cyan demanded. “Also, what’s with 
your expression? Are you trying to fuck with me right now?” 


Gargith suddenly spoke up, cutting the tension. “It seems that you’ve 
shaved your facial hair. Although it's too late to advise you either 
way, I think that you look better without any facial hair, young 
master.” 


“Hmph, as long as one of you knows their place...” Cyan accepted the 
compliment with a nod and reached into his pocket. “In any case... 
I’ve always said that fools are called fools for a reason. You two, after 
entering this vast forest, didn’t you even bother to take the basic 
precautions to keep yourselves from getting lost?” 


This had to be because they had come in here with a sloppy attitude. 


Cyan clicked his tongue in disappointment as he pulled out the 
compass that he was keeping in his pocket. 


“Here, see this, this might look like just a compass, but this is no 
ordinary compass. Its needle has been forged with magic, so that it 
always points to the deepest concentration of demonic power. You 
understand what that means, right? As long as we keep an eye on the 
needle of this compass, we will be able to move toward the center 
from no matter where we are in the forest,” Cyan proudly declared. 


This was a compass specially designed for the Black Lions’ use. Cyan 
had endlessly pestered his uncle Gion, the commander of the Fifth 
Division, in order to borrow this compass. 


“A compass? We have one as well,” Dezra insisted with a pout on her 
lips, taking out her own compass. “Although it doesn’t point towards 
demonic power like the young master’s, our compass is pretty good as 
well. The center of this forest is to the west, right? Starting from 
yesterday, we’ve been heading due west—” 


“It’s broken,” Cyan interrupted Dezra before she could even finish 
speaking, shaking his head in disbelief. “See this, you’re saying that 
your compass is currently pointing due west, right? But that’s the 
direction that I’ve just come from. However, the direction that my 
compass is indicating as being west is the direction that you two have 
come from.” 


“Tt’s possible that the young master’s compass is the one that’s 
broken,” Dezra argued. 


Cyan scoffed with another shake of his head, “Ha! That’s why idiots 
are just... Were you listening to my words with your nostrils instead 
of your ears? Didn’t I say that this compass always points to the 
densest concentration of demonic power?” 


“But... I... ’m sure that we’ve been heading due west ever since we 
started...,” Dezra tried to protest. 


Cyan shouted her down, “You must have taken the wrong direction 
from the start due to your clumsy feet! It’s only because you were 
running in circles like that, that you were able to run into me... Really 


now, there should be a limit to your foolishness.” 


Recently, there had only been a few situations in which Cyan could 
feel this sense of superiority over others. That was partially why Cyan 
decided that he didn’t want to miss this opportunity. 


“Don’t you know that relying solely on your own senses in this forest 
is extremely foolish,” Cyan lectured Dezra. “Even if you think that 
you’re walking in a straight line, the truth is that you might have 
deviated slightly and already started walking in the wrong direction. 
And, more importantly, it’s not like you two were only focussed on 
walking, now were you?” 


“'..Yes...,” Dezra meekly gave in. 


“You must also have met with demonic beasts during your journey, 
taken short rests, and even slept, right? After stopping and starting 
like that, isn’t it too arrogant of you to be so sure that you were going 
‘straight’?” Cyan pressed. 


“ ..Uuu...” Dezra whimpered, unable to muster up a defense. 


“Tf you hadn’t met with me here, you and that pig over there would 
have been wandering around in the wrong direction for the whole 
four days!” Cyan scolded. “Dezra Lionheart, did you come all the way 
here just to do something like that?” 


“Uuu... uwah...,” Dezra continued to whimper pitifully. 


But just like Dezra had a slight lingering fear of Cyan due to her 
memories of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, so too did Cyan. 
The appearance of Dezra, when she had suddenly popped out of 
nowhere with her face drenched in blood, still showed up in his 
dreams from time to time. 


That was why Cyan was so eagerly pressuring Dezra. He wanted to 
overcome this trauma from his childhood that had remained stuck in 
his heart. Not saying anything to Gargith was his repayment for the 
hair regrowth formula that Cyan had received from him last time. 


Cyan coughed and straightened his spine as he began the next stage of 


his plan, “If you really want to...” 


Somewhere in this forest, the Captains should be watching over them. 
His rebuke just now should have shown them he had the charisma 
needed to govern those of lower stations... 


Now, it was time to demonstrate the leadership needed to charm 
others and make them want to follow him. 


“ ,.then I will allow you to follow me. Although I’m not saying that we 
should fight together, I will lead you to the actual battlefield where 
the two of you can prove your skills,” Cyan strengthened his voice as 
he made this offer, while also shaping his expression into what he 
thought was his most impressive look. 


In his opinion, combined with the words he had just said, it should be 
enough to create an amazing impression. 


“T will follow you, young master,” Gargith immediately accepted. 


While Dezra had a hesitant expression on her face, Gargith felt his 
heart pound in admiration of Cyan, and he hammered his chest with a 
fist in a salute. 


“.,.Wasn’t the young master planning to travel together with Miss 
Ciel?” Dezra pointed out hesitantly. 


“Do you think that we always stick together just because we’re 
twins?” Cyan snorted and began to lead the way. “Ciel will do just fine 
on her own. She’s much more talented than you, and she knows this 
forest better than I do. At the moment, she should probably be closer 
to the demonic beasts’ lair than anyone else?” 


Ciel bit her lip in order to clear her dizzy head. As she bit down hard 
enough to draw blood, she could clearly feel the pain in her mouth. 
She could also sense the taste of blood spreading throughout her 
mouth. 


However she couldn’t feel any sensation coming from her body. Ciel 
tried to move a finger, but while it felt like... she was doing 
something... she couldn’t really feel it. 


Ciel slowly assessed her situation. ‘My head... feels heavy. Is this 
fatigue... from lack of sleep? Am I really... feeling sleepy? In this short of 
situation? Could it be poison...?’ 


“Where... are we going?” Ciel somehow forced herself to speak. 


At this, Eward, who she could see walking in front of her, turned his 
head to look back at her. 


“You’re amazing,” he marveled. 
“.,.What?” Ciel d out i fusi 
...What?” Ciel squeezed out in confusion. 


Eward explained, “The formula that I used on you is a concoction 
refined from a Gasamal fruit and the roots of a Pahyur.” 


“.,.So I was drugged.” Ciel’s blood-stained lips twisted into a sneer as 
she said, “So you really can’t teach an old dog new tricks... When you 
told us that you no longer bought drugs... you were hiding the fact 
that you now refine them yourself, huh?” 


“T don’t use them for myself,” Eward replied with a smile. “During 
these past three years... well... there have been a few times where I 
tested them on myself, but ’ve never used them for enjoyment.” 


“But you were a user, weren’t you?” Ciel accused. 


“Uhuh, I did use them, but that was three years ago. But ever since I 
started making them with my own hands... it led me to not enjoy 
using them myself. Did you know, Ciel? The dreams that you have 
while high on drugs are truly pleasant. Whatever you want to see, 
whatever you want to do, they make it all come true,” Eward’s hands 
shook as he said this. “However, when you wake up, it’s all so empty. 
That’s all that dreams are in the end. Even though you want to keep 
having the same dream, you can’t control what dream comes to you... 
and when you wake up, the dreams just fade from your mind. 
Because, in the end, dreams aren’t reality... 


“That’s why I no longer use them. To a certain extent, you could say 

that it was also because it was impossible for me to invite a succubus 
to the mansion... but it was also due to having realized something, I 

just need to make reality like my dream.” 


Ciel silently listened to him. 


“In any case, Ciel, you really are amazing,” Eward repeated. “With a 
dosage of that level, you should have lost consciousness or be seeing 
hallucinations, but you... you’re still resisting and trying to keep your 
mind awake as you shake off the effects of the drug, aren’t you?” 


“Unlike you, brother, I’ve always taken my training seriously,” Ciel 
goaded him as she bit down on her lip once more. “Although it 
seems... that you only remember me from what I was like when I was 
younger, brother. I’m also grown up and I’ve changed a lot. Just like 
Cyan has. Because we’ve both worked hard.” 


“That goes for me as well,” Eward said with a smile as he nodded in 
agreement. “I’ve also changed, and I’ve worked hard to make these 
changes. Your transformation might be extraordinary, but... haha... 
Ciel, please don’t get angry at me for saying that your changes are 
merely praiseworthy.” 


Ciel fumed silently. 


Eward tried to soothe her, “What I was trying to say is that I would 
rather you get high on the drug, so that you can at least get to relax 
and see the hallucinations of what you want to see.” 


“’,.Aren’t you happy to talk to me?” Ciel prodded stubbornly. 


“Of course I’m happy. After all, we haven’t had many chances to talk 
to each other like this. However, rather than continue talking for my 
own happiness... I would rather that my younger sister remain 
happy,” Eward said with some disappointment. 


“..If that’s the case... then you can still stop now. Just what in the 
world are you even trying to do? No, what do you plan on doing to 
me?” Ciel demanded. 


She had just noticed that she couldn’t feel her mana. 


She kept questioning Eward. “The medicine that you gave me should 
have had the effect of scattering my mana. Is this a spell...? Some kind 
of black magic? Just how did you hide it?” 


She couldn’t understand it. If Eward had become a black wizard, then 
there was no way that the Black Lions wouldn’t have noticed it. No... 
that wasn’t the only thing that she was struggling to understand. 


The demonic beasts that had been killed by Eward, there was no way 
that the Captains who were supposed to be monitoring them would 
just ignore such unusual corpses without examining them. Quite a 
long time had passed since Ciel had been overpowered by Eward and 
carried away, but... no one had come to intervene. 


‘..-Has he shaken off his surveillance? How?’ Ciel wondered. 


Even though Eward should have been under extra scrutiny due to the 
precedent he had set? 


“Tt’s not black magic,” Eward denied the accusation with a smile and a 
shrug. 


“',.Youre saying that... this isn’t black magic?” Ciel repeated 
incredulously. 


Ciel definitely couldn’t believe those words. She tried to get out of 
what was holding her up by twisting her body once more, but there 
was still absolutely no feeling below her neck... Ciel gulped down the 
blood that was filling her mouth and looked down. 


Her body below her neck was covered by a black darkness. Was she 

unconsciously walking on her own two legs right now? Or else could 
she be flying in the sky...? If neither of those possibilities were true, 

had everything else except for her head disappeared? 


Ciel tried not to be overcome by the spine-chilling horror of her 
situation. 


“Are you afraid?” Eward asked without turning to look back at her. 


He just continued walking through darkness. Without a torch, without 
any magic light. 


Quite some time seemed to have passed. The night and dawn should 
have already come and gone, so by now the sun should have risen. 
However, there was no light in Eward’s immediate vicinity. 


Where exactly were they in the first place? Was this really the forest? 
Ciel’s head was clouded. She couldn't fully trust her senses. At some 
point, even the smell of the forest had disappeared... Their 
surroundings... it was too dark to see anything. 


“T have no intention of deriving enjoyment from seeing you tremble in 
fear. That’s the reason why I gave you that drug in the first place. I 
wanted you to be at least a little more comfortable for what comes 
next...” Eward sighed in regret. 


“Just what were you planning to do to me while I was under the 
drug’s effects?” Ciel spat out, unable to hide the trembling in her 
voice. “I-I have to say, I know that youre a failure and a piece of 
trash, brother, but I still... I still thought of you as a person. No matter 
how twisted of a human being you were, I still thought of you as my 
big brother.” 


“Hah... this kind of misunderstanding... is really awkward and 
embarrassing,” Eward muttered as he shook his head. “Ciel, I’m just 
saying this so that you don’t get the wrong idea, but I have no 
intention of defiling you.” 


Ciel’s silence expressed her disbelief. 


“Really, there’s no point in me polluting your purity,” Eward insisted. 
“You might not be a wizard, but you should still have heard about 
‘sacrifices’, right? It’s... well... it’s not just something related to black 
magic. While it’s now considered to be taboo, in ancient magic and 
witchcraft it was quite common to use sacrifices in order to strengthen 
a spell.” 


“ ,.Just what are you trying to say?” Ciel asked suspiciously. 


“Among such sacrifices, a ‘sacrifice of kin’ is quite a special offering. 
The strange thing is, with that kind of sacrifice, the value of the 
offering increases depending on how close the relationship of the 
sacrifice is with yourself,” Eward paused his explanation for a moment 
to burst into laughter. “Ciel, you and I are half-siblings. We share the 
same father. That alone raises the quality of your sacrifice. 


“However, after that is factored in, the quality of your sacrifice 
depends not on our relationship, but on your own individual value. 
Silver hair and golden eyes are quite rarely found among humans. On 
top of that, Ciel, you truly are beautiful. You have the body of a 
maiden who has just graduated from her childhood and is overflowing 
with vitality. Your skills and mana far surpass your peers. Finally, you 
are pure, and your purity has never been defiled.” 


“...You’re disgusting,” Ciel cursed. 


“My personal opinion of you... well... it’s just to the extent of 
agreeing that you’re beautiful. However, everything else is just the 
truth, isn’t it? You do possess such value, and you even share the same 
bloodline as I do. Ciel, you are the best among all the sacrifices that I 
could have offered,” Eward complimented sincerely. 


Ciel was paralyzed by disgust. 


“However, it won’t be enough with just you,” Eward said to himself. 
“Cyan... I wasn’t able to meet with him earlier, but he should be here 
soon. Did you know? Just like how a pure virgin female has a high 
value as a sacrifice, a pure virgin male also shares the same high 
value. The only things better are newborn infants, fetuses, and 
pregnant women, but I... well... I don’t really want to bother with 
that.” 


“You're crazy,” Ciel spat out as her body trembled in fear. “You’re not 
in your right mind. So that’s it, you just want to offer me and Cyan, as 
your sacrifices? What exactly are you doing all this for?” 


Eward said simply, “The more sacrifices the better. Of course, there is 
a limit to the amount of sacrifices that I can handle at any one time 
with my current skills, and it would be unreasonable for me to try and 
take on all of the Black Lions by myself. That’s why we need to do this 
as quickly as possible—” 


Ciel burst out, “You’re insane! What makes you think you’ll even get 
away with this? You, you’re going to die here, brother. And it won’t 
just be you—! Both Lady Tanis, who raised you, and Count Bossar will 
also—! 


“They'll be fine,” Eward cut her short, his steps halting. “They’re all 
cheering me on. No matter what I do, they won’t blame me for it.” 


Ciel gasped. “Don’t say something so absurd—!” 


“Tt seems that you’re no longer trying to hide your true feelings. Mhm, 
well it can’t be helped. You’ve been afraid ever since earlier, and... 
although you’ve been good at hiding your inner feelings ever since 
you were young, you’ve never needed to hide terror,” Eward observed 
as he pointed a finger at Ciel. “So you should just relax. Close your 
eyes and stop resisting. That’s all that you need to do.” 


Everything in front of Ciel’s eyes began to blur. Her head also started 
to feel heavy. But she didn’t want to go to sleep. If she fell asleep, she 
didn’t think that she would ever be able to open her eyes again. 


...And Cyan? What about her twin brother? Eward had said that he 
would be coming here, so... would her twin be caught like this as 
well? What about mother, father, Sir Carmen... 


“,.. Eugene.’ 
What would happen to him? Was he coming here like Cyan was? 


“...Help me,’ Ciel begged as she lost consciousness. 


“,.It’s strange,” Eugene murmured as he stopped walking with a 
frown. 


Before entering the forest of the demonic beasts, he had received a 
compass from Genos, though he had never actually taken it out to use 
it. Eugene was able to clearly feel the ominous demonic power 
covering the entire forest, so he was able to sense in which direction 


the source of the demonic power lay without having to rely on tools. 


However currently, he wasn’t able to fully trust his own senses. 
Yesterday, when he had first entered the forest, he could still recall 
the direction in which he had sensed the center of the forest to be. But 
now? Paying close attention to the confusion of his senses, Eugene 
took out the compass. 


“’,.So it really has changed?” Eugene muttered when he saw that the 
compass was pointing in a completely different direction. “Have I 
really unconsciously gotten lost in this forest?” 


He took out a different compass — just an ordinary piece of 
equipment, this time. Eugene held the two compasses in each hand, 
then kicked off the ground and raced forward. 


‘There’s no way that the both of them would break at the same time,’ 
Eugene thought confidently, but even though he was heading forward 
in a straight line, the compasses were still each pointing to a different 
location. ‘So, has something gone wrong with the forest?’ 


Eugene retrieved Akasha from inside his cloak and held it in his hand. 
He then examined his surroundings, but he couldn’t spot any spells 
that could be affecting the forest. 


Eugene thought of something. ‘Ts this the influence of the demonic 
power? Well, that’s also a possibility.’ 


If this were Helmuth, then it wouldn’t be strange for that to be the 
case. However, this was patently not Helmuth. 


In the first place, even if something had gone wrong with the forest, 
one would still be able to find their way without using a compass. 


‘But Genos has gone missing... ’ 
Eugene could no longer feel the faint traces of his presence. 


“Hmmm...” Eugen hummed thoughtfully as he placed both compasses 
back inside of his cloak. 


“.,.Uuu...,” Mer, who was lying on her back, groaned as she lifted her 
head to look at him. “What’s the matter, Sir Eugene...?” 


“T need you to keep your head sticking out,” Eugene instructed. 
“ ,.Huh?” Mer grunted questioningly. 

“We need to find the right path,” Eugene informed her. 

Tap. 


Eugene knocked on Mer’s head and said, “From now on, you’re a 
guidepost.” 


Mer reacted with confusion. “Huuuh...?” 


“Although I could keep going by following my senses, aren’t you just 
as sensitive to demonic power as I am? So you can just guide me to 
wherever it feels the most disgusting,” Eugene proposed. 


Mer warned him, “But I might just throw up...” 


“You’re not even capable of such a thing,” Eugen scoffed. “You don’t 
even have a stomach, so just what are you trying to say...” 


“If I want to, then I can manage it somehow,” Mer stubbornly insisted. 
“T really will vomit inside of your cloak...” 


“Tll get mad,” Eugene threatened. 
Bong. 


Eugene bonked Mer on the head and resumed walking forward. 


Chapter 141 
The Hunt (4) 


Something had changed. The dissonance affecting Eugene’s senses was 
slowly growing more prevalent as he moved forward. 


However, he couldn’t clearly tell where this dissonance was coming 
from. He had repeatedly checked with Akasha, but it didn’t seem to be 
a spell. Was this a side-effect of the demonic power? But if it were 
something like that, there was no way that Eugene wouldn’t be able to 
recognize it. 


“ ,.Sir Eugene,” Mer suddenly spoke up. She had been gazing up 
ahead with an expression that looked like she had taken a mouthful of 
sand. “This really isn’t a spell, right?” 


“Yep,” Eugene replied, glancing down at Akasha, which he was 
holding in his hand. Akasha’s power enabled him to understand spells 
by allowing him to see through the secrets of the magic behind them. 
This forest wasn’t under the effect of any spells. 


“,. However, something is strange,” Mer continued as she gazed 
around at their surroundings with narrowed eyes. “It feels like we’re 
being herded somewhere?” 


“We are?” Eugene asked in surprise. 


“Tt’s not just you, Sir Eugene. Whether it’s mana or demonic power... 
all the ‘power’ in this forest is being gathered in one location,” Mer 
deduced. 


Eugene glanced down at the compass he was still holding in his other 
hand. This was the compass that pointed towards the densest 
concentration of demonic power, but the location it was currently 
pointing at wasn’t the center of the forest. If one were to rely solely on 
this compass, one would arrive at a completely different location than 


expected. 


And if one didn’t have this compass? They would be able to find their 
way through the forest with a different method, but those who had 
trained in the martial arts often grew over-reliant on their trained 
body and senses. Relying on such a method to make progress would 
usually end up being a mistake for first-timers. Only after a few such 
failures would their now-honed senses assist them in finding the right 
path, even in a densely tree-packed forest. 


However, when in an artificially ‘tangled’ forest like this, it was even 
possible for one's senses to be influenced. It was so subtle that Eugene 
almost hadn’t noticed it, but for someone like him, who was quick to 
grasp any situation, this whole situation felt like a blatant trap. 


“... The problem is that I might not be the only one caught in this,’ Eugene 
thought regretfully. 


Spell or not, this ‘trick’ had been cast over a wide area. 


‘To attract all of the energies in this forest... Is that in order to neutralize 
the Knights of the Black Lion stationed around the center of the forest? 
What about the Captains who are meant to be supervising us? Without any 
energy to draw on, will they even be able to put up a fight?’ 


The mystery of it all caused Eugene’s imagination to run wild. His 
thoughts turned to the potential culprits. Once you crossed the Uklas 
mountains, Kiehl’s border lay straight ahead, and beyond that, 
sprawled the Samar Rainforest. Whenever the outlaws of Samar 
needed to smuggle something into Kiehl, the most commonly used 
route was to cross the Uklas Mountains. 


One of the main tasks of the Knights of the Black Lion was to capture 
these smugglers who sought to bring contraband items into the 
country. 


é 


...No... no matter how greedy they are... there’s no way those types would 
pick a fight with the Knights of the Black Lion like this. Then the only 
remaining possibility is...,’ Eugene surmised. 


It had to be the dark elves. 


‘Iris’ dark elves were in Samar last time I checked,’ Eugene recalled. 


The Rakshasa Princess wanted to convert all the elves staying at the 
main estate. 


‘...She couldn’t really be thinking of taking us hostages and exchanging our 
lives for the elves, could she? Although that chick, Iris, has always been a 
crazy bitch, has she gotten even crazier after three hundred years?’ Eugene 
thought in disbelief. 


He had made a lot of guesses, but there was still no way to tell the 
truth. 


Eugene focused his mind and called out, “Tempest.” 


His forceful summons reached out to the spirit world. Eugene’s hair 
whipped around as the wind in his surroundings began to shake. 


[What’s the matter?] Tempest asked upon arriving. 


“T need you to scout out the area for me,” Eugene explained. “And 
search for Genos Lionheart. You know what he looks like, right?” 


[...To summon the Spirit King of the Wind for such a trivial task. 
Hamel, you really are the only one who would—] Tempest’s voice 
suddenly cut off. 


“Kyaaah,” Mer then let out a cry of alarm as the rest of her body that 
was still inside the cloak began to wriggle. 


After a few moments of twisting her body to and fro, her face 
contorted in a grimace, then she managed to reach into the depths of 
the cloak and retrieved Wynnyd. 


Wynnyd, now held firmly in Mer’s hands, was shaking as it hummed. 


Receiving Wynnyd from Mer, Eugene tilted his head to the side and 
asked, “What’s with you? Is there something strange?” 


[Hmmm...!] Just like how Wynnyd’s body was shaking, Tempest’s 
voice was also trembling. 


Although it had been quite a while since Eugene first got his hands on 
Wynnyd, he had rarely ever seen Tempest show such agitation. 


Fwooosh! 


The wind gathered into one location. Manifesting his body, Tempest 
reached out here and there as he turned and looked at their 
surroundings. With each gesture of his hands, a gust of wind blew out, 
leaving the tree branches swaying violently. 


Although Eugene wasn’t able to understand what Tempest was doing, 
what he did know was that it couldn’t be in reaction to anything good. 
So he didn’t say anything further and just waited for Tempest to 
speak. 


[... This is unbelievable,] Tempest eventually muttered. 
“What is it?” Eugene prompted. 


[The wind spirits and the earth spirits... no, all the spirits in this forest 
are asleep. ] 


“Why? ”? 


[It’s the darkness,] Tempest declared, his voice still shaking. [Most 
beings choose to sleep when in darkness without any light, as they 
fear to imagine what unseeable things might be lurking out there in 
the gloom ahead of them... Hamel, the darkness has long carried with 
it an air of malaise, as it is a time when certain ominous beings are 
free to roam. ] 


“...S0, what’s going on?” Eugene asked. 


[Spirits can still be found even in such darkness. They are, of course, 
the spirits of darkness, but they are harder to contract than any other 
spirits. Spirits of darkness are indifferent to humans, and on top of 
that, darkness spirits can even drive humans crazy...,] Tempest trailed 


off. 
Eugene silently took in the implications. 


[...The darkness covering this forest is a spirit's darkness. It has 
managed to engulf an area of this size and forced everything in its 
range, including the other spirits, to fall asleep. Darkness spirits are 
usually as strong as they are ominous, but for one to have such a 
powerful influence is...] 


“Could it be a Spirit King?” 


[No, that’s not the case. No Spirit King of Darkness exists. So it’s 
probably still just a high-ranking spirit of darkness that has managed 
to engulf this place. Hamel, I know how skilled you are, but this isn’t 
an opponent you can easily overcome,] Tempest muttered as his body 
scattered back into the wind. [... Genos Lionheart is probably 
wandering around somewhere in the dark. It’s hard to put such a 
skilled warrior to sleep, but twisting his path into circles is as easy as 
child’s play for a spirit of darkness. ] 


“So I need to find the spirit summoner,” Eugene spat out as he bent 
his knees. 


Thanks to the lightning flames dissolved into his mana, he could feel 
the spirits of the World Tree, but it was still impossible for him to 
sense the presence of other types of spirits. 


So he had to leave it up to Tempest to find the spirit of darkness. 


Recognizing the seriousness of the situation, Mer stopped whining and 
held on tightly to the edge of the cloak. After sensing where the 
concentration of demonic power was the deepest, Eugene kicked off 
the ground and leaped forward. 


“’.. Young master?” Breaking her silence from all this time, Dezra 
suddenly spoke up as she looked around at their surroundings. “...Are 
we heading the right way?” 


At some point, their surroundings had stopped feeling like a forest. 
The sun should have definitely risen by now, but even if they looked 
up at the sky, they couldn’t see any sunlight. 


Was it because they were too deep in the forest? Was the foliage too 
dense? But no matter how dense it was, could it really get this dark? 


“The demonic beasts have grown stronger,” Cyan observed as he 
scrubbed away some blood that had gotten onto his armor. “No matter 
how foolish you are, you should at least be able to tell that, right? 
Though, you did make a fool of yourself just now. When that herd of 
spike-antlers ambushed us, you retreated instead of fucking stabbing 
them like you should have!” 


Dezra colored in embarrassment as she stammered, “Th-that’s—” 


Cyan shouted her down, “What in the world were you thinking? Why 
did you decide to take part in this hunt when you only have that level 
of skill to show for it? Even if you are weak, you should at least take 
responsibility for your weakness and try harder. Instead, you’re 
nothing but a burden—.” Cyan caught himself. 


Something was strange. 


Her mistake wasn’t something that he would usually get this mad 
about, but Cyan’s emotions felt strangely heightened. And even 
though he had sensed this strangeness, he still couldn’t hold back his 
irritation. But was there even any need for him to hold back in the 
first place? It was only natural for him to not like what he didn’t like, 
so why should he try to suppress that? Wasn’t he the next Patriarch of 
the Lionheart clan’s direct line? 


Why should he have to carry around a useless burden like her in a 
place like this? Why should he, the future Patriarch, have to stand at 
the forefront of the party, swinging a sword to open up a path? Why 
did he have to accommodate that weak fool’s mistake? 


“..It’s because I am the future Patriarch,’ Cyan struggled to remind 
himself. 


A flash of resolve brought this downward spiral of thoughts to a halt. 


Cyan took a deep breath and shook his head. This dark forest seemed 
to be making them feel strange things. It was probably because they 
had gone in too deep. The concentration of demonic power was 
having some kind of effect on them... 


“J... I’m not weak. For you to call me just a burden is—! I’m also 
working hard. Whenever the young master can’t pay any attention to 
his rear, ’m the one guarding your back. And just now, I’m the one 
who killed the young master’s previous opponent with my spear!” 
Dezra shouted while holding back her tears. 


Cyan wasn’t the only one feeling the emotional upheaval. 


“Also, it really is strange. It’s really, really strange! If you can’t tell 
that something is wrong, that means you’re the one who’s the foolish 
idiot, young master. Look around us. We can’t — we can’t see 
anything. Even though we’re in a forest, we can’t see any trees, there’s 
barely any sound, and even the ground we're stepping on is strange!” 
Dezra shouted as she kicked off her shoes; then, with a thump, she 
stomped on the ground with her bare feet. “A forest should have dirt! 
But even though it’s supposed to be dirt, none of it gets onto my feet! 
Th-there are no rocks either. And doesn’t it feel like we’re currently 
heading downwards? What the hell is going on here?” 


“Calm down and clear your head. It’s not uncommon to be left in a 
confused state due to the influence of demonic power...!” Cyan tried 
to calm her, only to begin losing his temper, “You, you! Did you really 
come here knowing that you were going to enter this forest without 
even learning the basics...?!” 


“All I’m saying is that it was the young master who led us down this 
strange path!” Dezra returned his accusation. 


Cyan tried to hold back his annoyance. He really did try to suppress it. 
But when he heard Dezra shout those words, he couldn’t stop the 
anger inside of him from boiling over. Moreover, did he ever give 
permission for her to speak to him so rudely? Cyan was two years 
older than Dezra. 


Cyan gritted his teeth, “This damn—!” 


“Enough,” Gargith, who had been listening quietly as they argued, 
suddenly spoke up. 


His heavy bass tones ruthlessly cut off the harsh words that Cyan had 
been about to utter. 


“Just like the young master has said, we all appear to be caught in 
some kind of mental interference caused by the demonic power. We’re 
snapping at each other because our minds have been weakened,” 
Gargith said as he walked over and picked Dezra up with just one 
arm. 


Surprised by her sudden weightlessness, Dezra let out a scream and 
kicked her heels. 


“L-let go!” Dezra demanded. 
“Put on your shoes,” Gargith instructed calmly. 


Dezra’s thrashing hands scraped past Gargith’s cheeks, but he just held 
his head in place without taking even the slightest movement to avoid 
them. Gargith then carried Dezra over to stand in front of the shoes 
that she had just kicked off. 


“’..You... how are you okay?” Cyan asked with a sour expression. 


Unlike Cyan and Dezra, whose emotions had run wild due to the 
mental interference, Gargith’s expression was as serious as it usually 
was. 


“Tt’s because a healthy mind dwells in a healthy body,” Gargith replied 
as he flexed his bicep in a demonstration. “If you build as healthy a 
body as I have, young master, you will obtain a composure that will 
keep you from feeling anxiety under any circumstances.” 


“Uhhh...” Cyan just gulped in disbelief and nodded. 


Thanks to Gargith getting in between them, Cyan and Dezra stopped 
snapping at each other. However, their situation still wasn’t all that 
great, and if they kept heading forward, there was no way of knowing 


what they might run into. 


“Tt’ll be fine if it’s just demonic beasts; we can handle them,” Cyan 
declared after shaking his head vigorously. “Seeing as the interference 
has grown so strong, the center of the forest must not be far away. 
Since the Knights of the Black Lion have been directing their hunting 
efforts in that direction starting from yesterday... there might not be 
as many demonic beasts as we fear there are.” 


This wasn’t just a random guess. In fact, as the darkness of their 
surroundings deepened, the frequency with which they encountered 
demonic beasts had also reduced. 


“..If something dangerous does happen, instead of the demonic 
beasts, it will probably be because of this thing affecting our heads,” 
Cyan warned direly. “For example... Dezra, you might try to backstab 
me with your spear like you did during the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony.” 


“_,.Are you being serious right now?” Dezra asked in disbelief. 


“Tm just saying that it’s a possibility,” Cyan insisted as he took a deep 
breath. “Of course, I believe in you two. After all, no matter what 
might happen, we’ve come this far together. Don’t worry about the 
demonic beasts becoming too dangerous for us to handle. I am 
stronger than you, so I can protect you. All you two need to do is try 
your best.” 


“’..You mean, I’m the one who has to try her best,” Dezra muttered 
with a lowered gaze. 


After staring at her downcast appearance, Gargith slapped Dezra on 
the back. 


“Aaargh!” Dezra cried out in pain. 


“Straighten your back and stick your chest out,” Gargith advised. 
“Such an unsteady and slouched posture will only tire out the mind.” 


“Ugh...” Dezra groaned, unable to argue with him. 


“Also, you have to believe in yourself. That’s where true confidence 
lies,” Gargith said as he steadily began to stride forward. 


Seeing Gargith open the path ahead of them, Cyan also followed after 
him without saying another word to Dezra. 


“Since you’re weaker than me, don’t stand in front of me,” Cyan 
complained. 


“Yes, young master,” came Gargith’s polite reply. 


They walked like this for quite some time. It was so dark that it was 
impossible to believe it could get any darker, and it became 
impossible to tell whether the surface they were treading on was dirt 
or gravel. Just as Dezra had said while screaming, for some reason, it 
felt as if they were heading down inside the ground. 


But it was just a feeling. There were still a few trees surrounding 
them. Whenever they tried to touch something that seemed to be 
shimmering in front of them, it turned out to be a tree. 


... Yet, instead of reassuring them, this just made Cyan’s party even 
more nervous. This was still the forest, but it didn’t feel like a forest. If 
they hadn’t been able to touch the tree right in front of them, they 
definitely wouldn’t have been able to tell what it was. 


“Should we take a short rest?” Cyan breathed out, feeling slightly 
light-headed. 


Gargith also nodded in agreement at these words. 


Although she was also dying to restl1], Dezra didn’t feel comfortable 
expressing her opinion. So she deliberately kept her mouth clamped 
shut and looked around at their surroundings as if surveying the 
location. 
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...Ah...,” Dezra’s lips parted slightly as she stammered. “...J-just 
now... th-that, I’m not the only one who can see that, right?” 


“Are you trying to mess with me right now?” Cyan demanded angrily. 


“N-no way. J-just 1-l-look over there,” Dezra continued to stammer, 
her face paling as she pointed her finger. 


As Cyan felt irritation boil up inside him, he clenched his fists. 
Apparently, this foolish chick was harboring the misconception that 
the next Patriarch of the main family was still afraid of ghosts. 


‘Trying something at a time like this...,” Cyan thought with a sigh as he 
turned to look in the direction she had pointed to. 


Cyan’s expression abruptly stiffened. Gargith, who had also turned to 
look, widened his eyes in shock. Gargith immediately reached out to 
try and grab Cyan, but Cyan preempted Gargith by racing forward. 


“Young master!” Gargith shouted after him. 


But his cry couldn’t reach Cyan’s ears. Instead, the only thing audible 
to Cyan was the sound of his heart beating so fast that it was almost 
about to burst. White flames explosively erupted into life around 
Cyan’s body and flew outward from him like a mane. 


Cyan’s thoughts were solely on his one and only younger sister, ‘Ciel.’ 


Cyan’s golden eyes grew bloodshot. That precious sister of his was 
now hanging off the ground in the middle of this stark darkness. Her 
body couldn’t be seen, with only her head standing out in this gloom; 
her eyes closed in her pale, bloodless face. 


This scene caused Cyan to imagine a terrible scenario. Demonic beasts 
that ate humans weren’t rare. No, in fact, all demonic beasts could and 
did eat humans. However, among them, there were some especially 
terrible ones who would mark their territories by hanging up what 
was left of the corpses of the humans they had eaten. 


Could Ciel really have been eaten, leaving only her head behind? 


He didn’t even want to think of this possibility. Cyan let out a scream 
as he raced towards Ciel. 


Whoosh! 


But fortunately, he hadn’t fully lost his sanity. Instead, at this very 
moment, Cyan’s head was cooler than ever. So he was still able to 
react to an unexpected event with a leap forward. 


‘What’s going on?’ Cyan thought as his body twisted in mid-air and saw 
the sword that had struck at him. 


Something like black slime was clinging to its blade. But the attack 
didn’t end there. Just as he thought that the darkness in front of him 
seemed to be writhing, the sword shot toward Cyan once more. 


He couldn’t allow himself to be cut by it. Cyan immediately reached 
this judgment and raised his left arm. 


Chachunk! 


The vambrace wrapped around his left forearm split apart and formed 
a shield. 


This was Gedon’s Shield, a shield that could deflect all the attacks it 
received into empty space. The shield’s ability was quite broken, but it 
wasn’t invincible. It was impossible to completely block an attack that 
surpassed the limits of the wearer’s mana. 


Wooooo! 


The space around them shook. Although it had drained quite a bit of 
Cyan’s mana, he had succeeded in deflecting this attack from his 
unknown assailant. As Cyan landed back onto the ground, he 
immediately took a guard stance. 


‘She’s still alive,’ Cyan realized with a glance at Ciel. 


Although her face was pale and bloodless, she was still breathing 
faintly. If so, then everything was fine. Cyan regained his composure 
and glared ahead of him. 


“’,.Who is it? Are you a demonic beast? Or perhaps... a human?” 


“Tt’s me.” 


Cyan’s face contorted at the reply that returned from the darkness. 
“ ..Eward?” 
“Mhm.” 


Although Cyan could hear his voice, he couldn’t make out Eward’s 
appearance. He still didn’t know what in the world was going on. Why 
was Ciel hung up like that, and why had Eward attacked him? 


...But did he really not know? It was just that Cyan didn’t want to 
believe it. Cyan felt such great rage that he could hardly believe that 
such an emotion could belong to him. As if sympathizing with his 
rage, the flames that engulfed Cyan flared up in size. 


Cyan growled, “You, a child of the Lionheart clan... you really have 
gone crazy! Do you know just how much father did to protect you—!” 


Eward interrupted him, “Twins really are twins, after all. How is it 
that you say the exact same things as Ciel?” 


Eward still didn’t show his face. Crouching in the darkness, he 
chuckled to himself. 


“Eward...! If you’re feeling so self-satisfied with your crimes, then stop 
hiding and show yourself! You damned son of a bitch!” Cyan cursed 
loudly. 


“But there’s no need for me to show myself,” Eward rejected his 
demand. 


Squeak... squeeeak. 


As Eward drew a pattern on the floor in red blood, he absently 
muttered, “I don’t really enjoy fighting.” 


Cyan cursed once more, “Fuck your bullsh—” 


Bang. 


The sound had come from behind him. Cyan flinched and turned to 
look at his rear. 


The first thing he saw was the sight of Dezra, who had fallen to the 
floor bonelessly. 


Beside her, Gargith’s giant frame was also lying collapsed. 


“This fucking...,” Cyan ground out as he clutched the hilt of his 
sword. 


Could he still rescue Ciel and escape? If so, didn’t that mean he would 
have to abandon Gargith and Dezra? No, in the first place, was it even 
possible to save anyone else from the current situation? The most 
important thing right now wasn’t to care about someone else, but to 
take care of himself. So for now, he should run away on his own... 


This wasn’t a situation where he had a lot of time to think. Cyan 
forcefully cut short his train of thought and leaped forward. With Ciel, 
Gargith, and Dezra, no matter what he tried to come up with, it would 
be impossible to run away with all three of them at once. 


As the next Patriarch, could Cyan really abandon his younger sister 
and his vassals to run away all by himself? That was impossible. Thus, 
his sudden charge wasn’t meant to be an escape attempt. 


“Hector!” Cyan shouted as he swung his sword. 
Hector Lionheart raised his hands with a bitter smile on his face. 


“Tt’s so much harder to subdue someone without killing them,” Hector 
muttered. 


Hector’s body tensed as he lowered his stance. As Cyan swung his 
sword, Hector ducked beneath it. The sword’s trajectory twisted mid- 
swing. Hector’s eyes sparked as he brushed the falling sword aside 
with his shoulder. 


Pang! 


Hector’s hand caught the blade. 


‘He caught it even though it’s covered in sword-force?’ Cyan thought as 
his eyes widened in shock. 


With his hands clapped together, Hector held the sword firmly so that 
it couldn’t move. Cyan quickly released the sword and tried to retreat. 


But Hector wouldn’t let Cyan go off so easily. By the time Cyan had 
taken two steps back, his opponent had taken four steps forward. Like 
this, Cyan and Hector’s bodies collided. 


Tching! 

The aura shield protecting Cyan’s body was shattered. 
“Gagh...!” Cyan gasped as his body bent forward at the waist. 
Bam... bam bam bam! 


Hector’s fists smashed through his armor and pounded his solar 
plexus. 


Baaam! 


His left elbow then slammed down on Cyan’s spine, causing Cyan’s 
eyes to roll back in his head. 


“Phew,” Hector let out a sigh he had been holding back. 


His hands stung as he picked up Cyan, who had fallen face-first onto 
the ground, and swung him over his shoulders. A glance down at his 
hands revealed that they were covered in blood. 


“Indeed, as expected of the main family’s young master,” Hector 
muttered in appreciation as he clenched and unclenched his blood- 
stained hands. 


It was true that he had resorted to barbaric means in order to subdue 


Cyan quickly, but to think that his hands would become this 
damaged... Had he really bled so much? 


With these thoughts, Hector headed deeper into the darkness. 
“Ts it going to take much longer?” Hector asked impatiently. 
“Not too long, but it still needs some time,” Eward answered. 


“Hm... I suppose it would be unreasonable to expect you to control 
that with your own power, right?” Hector eventually conceded. 


Eward broke into laughter, “Haha... If it were possible for me to do 
something like that... then I wouldn’t even need your help. 


“Well, that’s true,” Hector agreed. “Would you like me to help out 
with an earnest prayer? If not, you can also tell me if there’s a simpler 
method.” 


“Prayers are something that only apply to gods and Demon Kings,” 
Eward corrected. 


“Heh...” Hector shook his head with a huff as he looked down at 
Cyan. “If that’s the case, then I’ll be back later.” 


“Where are you going?” Eward asked. 
“Young master Eugene is approaching,” Hector revealed. 
Squeak... squeak. 


Eward’s hand, which was still in the middle of drawing the pattern, 
paused for a few moments. 


“Can you subdue him?” Eward confirmed. 
“Tt would be easier to kill him,” Hector said uncertainly. 


Eward recommended, “Try to subdue him if it’s possible.” 


“Tll give it my best shot,” Hector promised. “In a place like this, I 
might still be able to subdue young master Cyan, but it will be 
difficult for me to subdue young master Eugene. Because all our plans 
will be ruined if you also get caught up in the fight.” 


“What if I help you?” Eward offered. 


“Just keep praying... no, requesting,” Hector waved off the offer with 
a grin as he turned away. “So that the other Captains won’t be able to 
interfere.” 


Chapter 142 
The Hunt (5) 


Eugene kept his eyes fixed in front of him as he landed on the ground. 
Standing there was Hector Lionheart. 


Eugene had spotted Hector wandering around in the darkness as he 
flew overhead. 


“Sir Hector?” Eugene called out. 


Hearing Eugene’s voice coming from behind him, Hector turned his 
head with a surprised expression. “Eugene?” 


Eugene read a look of youthful embarrassment on Hector’s face. 
Before asking what had happened, he first scanned Hector. 


Hector was on his own. That on its own was already something to be 
concerned about. Hector’s traveling companion, Deacon Lionheart, 
was nowhere to be seen. 


“,.Why are you on your own?” Eugene eventually asked him. 


“Tt’s all my fault,” Hector replied in a rushed tone. “I should have held 
on to him, but... as we got deeper into the forest, Deacon became 
frightened by the commotion caused by the demonic beasts, and he 
ran away all by himself.” 


That was a likely story. After all, wasn’t Deacon just an eighteen-year- 
old brat? This would be his first time hunting demonic beasts, and 
seeing his appearance full of timidity, he probably didn’t have much 
experience in combat. Needless to say, his skills were also likely 
lacking. 


Dense demonic power could cause mental interference. The weaker 


your mental strength, the faster and more aggressively the 
interference took hold. In the face of such terror, it would only be 
natural for that kid to end up running away in fear if he had been 
unable to overcome it. 


“Would you mind helping me?” Hector asked cautiously. 


Instead of replying immediately, Eugene took a look at their 
surroundings. It was dark wherever he looked. It might still be 
because of the dense demonic power, but this thick darkness was more 
likely to be a trick played by the darkness spirit. 


“...Well, something like that... it’s not a difficult request,” Eugene 
said, expressing his willingness to help. 


“Thank you. Since this forest is so wide, there’s a limit to how much I 
can search on my own,” Hector said as he sighed in relief and 
approached Eugene. “There’s something strange about this forest. 
While I lived in Ruhr, I’ve been to a few places with dense 
concentrations of demonic power, but... during all those times, I’ve 
never been to a place as ominous and dark as this.” 


“Tt seems that something else is going on,” Eugene speculated. 


“Something else?” Hector reacted with surprise. “Are you saying that 
someone is playing tricks on us?” 


“That seems to be the case,” Eugene confirmed. 


Hector burst into laughter, “Hahaha...! That’s just absurd. Who the 
hell would be playing tricks in the den of the Lionheart clan’s elite 
Black Lion Knights?” 


“Someone with massive balls1],” Eugene replied as he turned away. 
“Or someone who has lost their mind.” 


“Well, that might indeed be the case. If they weren’t insane, they 
wouldn’t dare to do something like this,” Hector nodded as he agreed 
enthusiastically. 


Now then, how should he do this... 


Hector didn’t want to fight head-on. After all, his opponent was 
Eugene Lionheart. The man who was considered to be the greatest 
genius of the Lionheart clan since the Great Vermouth. 


Although Hector had also heard countless voices calling him a genius 
ever since he was young, he had never heard such high levels of 
praise. Of course, he didn’t feel any disappointment about this. 


It had made him interested in Eugene. But this interest wouldn’t stop 
Hector from doing what he needed to do. 


‘The ideal course of action would be a surprise attack. I can’t allow the 
battle to drag on for too long, so if at all possible, I need to end it in one 
blow. That would be better for both of us. I wouldn’t have to use too much 
strength either,’ Hector considered. 


In the same situation of a surprise attack, subduing your opponent was 
much more difficult than simply killing them. This meant that he 
couldn’t just take action hastily. Hector continued to walk a few steps 
behind Eugene, staring at Eugene’s back. 


‘...Hoh...,’ Hector thought to himself in surprise. 


He couldn’t help but be alarmed. As far as Hector could tell, Eugene 
truly didn’t show even the slightest of openings. Eugene wasn’t even 
turned this way, nor had he stopped walking even once. He was just 
walking forward normally, but... Hector felt such pressure that it was 
as if he was facing Eugene head-on with swords drawn. 


Hector broke the silence. “Just in case... if there really is someone 
playing tricks, who do you think it might be?” 


“Are you really asking me to take a guess as to who might have such 
brass balls or an insane enough mind?” Eugene asked doubtfully. 


“Well, that’s fair. So, could it actually be some demonfolk from 
Helmuth? Or perhaps a black wizard...? Hmmm, it might even be the 
tribespeople of Samar or perhaps the Assassins of Nahama? You’re 
familiar with them, right? The relationship between Kiehl and 


Nahama isn’t all that great currently,” Hector commented. 


“Hmmm, any of them might have done this, but... they’re not the ones 
responsible,” Eugene declared firmly. 


“They’re not?” Hector repeated in surprise. “Then who do you think it 
could be?” 


“Tt’s you,” Eugene stated simply. 


What did he say just now? Hector wasn’t able to understand what 
Eugene meant by the words he had just spat out. It had come far too 
suddenly, the sentence was too short, and the moment that he heard 
those words— 


An explosion went off beneath Hector’s feet. Instead of Eugene’s 
words, Hector chose to prioritize his reaction to the explosion. He 
immediately leaped into the air as he raised an aurashield. 


At some point, Eugene had turned around and was now looking up at 
Hector, and that gaze of his... 


Belatedly comprehending the meaning of Eugene’s words, Hector 
swallowed a bitter smile. Those two eyes were as dark and cold as a 
block of ice. Eugene’s actions showed absolute certainty without even 
a speck of indecision, and the look in his eyes declared that instead of 
talking and coming to an understanding, he intended to force Hector 
to surrender before getting his answers. 


“ ,.Fine then,” Hector said as he somersaulted backward with a smile. 


It’s not like he hated the idea of having a conversation with Eugene. 
When there were interesting topics and entertaining personalities, 
conversations with such people were always fun. 


If this was a cafe or a pub, he would have enjoyed sitting down to 
have a conversation. But probably, from now on, he would never get 
the chance to have such a talk with Eugene in a public place for the 
rest of his life. Hector felt a slight sense of disappointment at this fact. 


‘That just means my interest in him was sincere,’ Hector thought with a 
mental shrug. 


Fwooosh. 
A bright red, flame-like mana wrapped around Hector’s body. 


“Before we start, I just want to ask... how did you know?” Hector 
asked curiously. “I shouldn’t have revealed any hostility or murderous 
intent.” 


“The smell,” Eugene replied. “There was a smell of metal polish mixed 
in with the smell of your blood.” 


“With just that?” 


“That was enough. The smell of that polish is something that I smell at 
the main estate every day.” 


No way. 


Hector squeezed out a smile as he looked down at his own hands. He 
still had the wounds from grabbing Cyan’s sword. He had already 
stopped bleeding, but... the smell of metal polish? Hector was also 
quite confident in the sharpness of his senses, but even he couldn’t 
distinguish the smell of polish when mixed in with the smell of his 
own blood. 


“Really now... and I thought I had cleaned it up quite well,” Hector 
said regretfully. 


“Don’t treat the main family like fools,” Eugene said as he wagged his 
finger at Hector. “The Lionheart clan as a whole is a martial clan, and 
the main family stands at the center of it. Even the oil used to polish 
our weapons is of the highest quality, and the scent blended into it 
cannot be erased without using a custom-made cleaning agent.” 


This was specially designed so they could chase after wounded and 
fleeing prey or in preparation for the dangers of assassination. 
Therefore, the members of the main family were made to memorize 


that scent when they began their training. 


Hector eventually asked Eugene, “...Is that all you have to say? 
Shouldn’t there be many things that you want to ask me? Like, who 
did I betray you to and why...?” 


Crackle. 


“It’s fine,” Eugene said as an electric current surged across his 
fingertips. “Because Ill make sure to ask you all that once I’ve left you 
half-dead.” 


His mana flashed. 
Crackoom! 


A jagged ray of light shot through where Hector had been standing. 
But what in the world was it? A spell? Although Hector had succeeded 
in quickly avoiding it, seeing such an attack for the first time left his 
head in some confusion. 


‘Casting a spell without any incantation... No, was that really a spell? It 
felt more like he turned his mana into sword-force and just shot it out?’ 


But then, how could it be so fast and strong? In any case, he couldn’t 
risk a direct hit. Finishing his deliberations, Hector made his move. 
Both hands fell to his waist, and each drew a sword. 


‘Two-sword style,’ Eugene noted with surprise. 


There was no comparison between wielding a sword in one hand and 
wielding two swords, one in each hand. Even for a swordsman with 
exceptional skill, it was impossible to skillfully handle two swords 
without any experience. 


Although such a style couldn’t be handled without a certain level of 
skill and talent, if practiced well, it was a difficult style for the 
opponent to deal with, as it made the opponent feel like they were 
facing dozens or even hundreds of swords instead of just the two. 


‘The lengths are different,’ Eugene noticed. 


The sword in Hector’s right hand was half as long as his body, while 
the sword in his left hand was much shorter than that. For his 
weapons to be out of balance... 


Eugene’s lips twitched as he realized, ‘That means he thinks he can play 
at whatever distance he likes, egoistic bastard.’ 


Who exactly did he think his opponent was? 


Eugene’s body surged forward. As if waiting for this, Hector responded 
by swinging both his swords. 


Drawn from Eugene’s cloak, Wynnyd burst forward in a silver flash of 
light. 


Tchang! 


On collision, both mana and wind were sent flying. Hector’s feet 
edged forward as he swung the sword in his left hand. At this 
distance, a longer sword wasn’t ideal, but his shorter, dagger-like 
sword could be used with ease. 


“Hoh,” Hector gasped, and his eyes widened. 


His attack was blocked. Before he knew it, Eugene was also holding a 
sword in his left hand. 


This had turned into a match of the two-sword style versus the two- 
sword style. 


“How interesting,” Hector muttered as he raised his arms. 


As Hector’s swords frantically attacked in wave after wave, Eugene 
refused to back down. His eyes were peeled wide open as he read the 
paths of Hector’s swords. A lot of fake moves were mixed into his 
attacks, but it was useless. It was far too easy for Eugene to tell which 
of them were fake and which were real. 


“... This is unbelievable,’ Hector couldn’t help thinking. 


Hector’s swords kept getting blocked. No matter where they flew, 
Eugene’s swords were already there, waiting for them, so each of his 
attacks was cut off mid-swing. If he tried to change their trajectory, he 
would just be met with a counterattack. So he was forced to alternate 
between attack and counterattack. The fight was out of Hector’s 
control. Though he had only been forced to divert his swords a few 
times, this meant that Eugene was completely leading Hector’s swords 
by the nose. 


‘There’s this much of a gap between us?’ Hector thought with surprise. 


He had expected Eugene to be a tough opponent, but he hadn’t really 
thought that Eugene would be this strong. He had thought that, as 
long as Eugene had his guard down, it would be possible to subdue 
him and that it would be even easier to just kill him, but... 


‘My preparations weren’t thorough enough,’ Hector admitted. ‘Even killing 
him would be difficult.’ 


The moment that he realized this, Hector switched his attacks. Since 
he now knew that it would be difficult to kill Eugene even if he 
wanted to and was determined to do so, there was no longer any need 
to swing his swords with the intent of subduing Eugene. 


His swords grew even faster, sharper, and more lethal. This was a feat 
well worth admiring. Even in Eugene’s previous life, he had never 
seen another swordsman able to demonstrate the two-sword style so 
skillfully. 


But to a certain extent, this was just because the two-sword style 
wasn’t a mainstream fighting style. What if Hector’s specialty wasn’t 
the two-sword style? 


‘He is pretty strong,’ Eugene admitted. 


He might have struggled with Hector if it had been just a few months 
ago. However, now, there was no reason for him to struggle. In terms 
of technical proficiency? Comparing them would just be an insult to 
Eugene. Even three hundred years ago, Eugene — no, Hamel’s skills 


could only be compared to Vermouth’s. As for experience and 
cunning? The same went for those as well. 


As of now, Eugene still couldn’t use all of Hamel’s abilities. The White 
Flame Formula was certainly an excellent mana training scripture, but 
if he was asked to reproduce the strength of his previous life with just 
the Fifth Star of the White Flame Formula... in all honesty, that would 
just hurt his pride. 


However, now that his White Flame Formula had reached the Fifth 
Star, his strength had at least increased significantly compared to 
when he had only reached the Fourth Star. For an opponent of 
Hector’s strength, he didn’t even need to use Ignition. 


There was a whole class of difference between them. Hector quickly 
recognized this. He wasn’t able to get an edge in terms of skills. Nor 
was he able to get ahead by using force. 


“...It can’t be helped,’ Hector resigned himself. 


Though Hector hadn’t wanted to get any help, since he had realized 
that he wouldn’t be able to subdue Eugene by himself, Hector resigned 
himself to doing so. He took a deep breath as he let go of the sword in 
his left hand. 


Kiiiing! 


Having left Hector’s hand, the sword was engulfed in a bright red 
flame. Then, as if it had been enchanted with a spell, the sword 
moved on its own and shot at Eugene. 


Through precise manipulation of his mana, Hector was able to move 
the sword without touching it. From Eugene’s point of view, this was 
just a petty technique that wasn’t particularly useful for anything 
except stabbing a target. Instead of doing that hit, it would be much 
faster and stronger to just personally wield the sword with your own 
hands. 


Like this... 


Claaang! 


Wynnyd shattered the short sword, and the mana contained within it 
erupted in a dazzling burst of light. Hoping that Eugene’s eyes would 
be blinded for a few moments, Hector quickly ran back. 


Fwooosh! 


With a gust of wind, Eugene’s body rose into the sky. Sensing this 
happening behind him, Hector clicked his tongue and lowered his 
body further. 


Eugene glared at Hector, who was running away, leaving a trail of 
bright red sparks behind him. 


Crackle! 


Lighting-flames spread out from Eugene as he pulled Akasha out of his 
cloak. At the same time, he went through the countless spells that 
filled his head and picked one. 


[Aeroblast. ] 


From inside the cloak, Mer mouthed the name of the spell. At the 
same time, Eugene’s hand stretched forward, completing the spell's 
casting. The spell then combined with the winds raised by the Wind 
Spirit King, Tempest. 


Aeroblast was a Sixth Circle offensive spell. However, its current 
power far exceeded the bounds of the Sixth Circle. 


Kwaaaang! 


Compressed air and wind burst forth in a single direction. Hector 
swung a blade or, more precisely, bright red sword-force to try and 
shatter the spell, but the power of the spell far exceeded his 
imagination. 


Rooooar! 


The darkness shook. Hector was thrown a long way backward, where 
he struggled to focus his dizzy head. 


‘...No way... even an offensive spell of this level, he can cast it without any 
incantation. ..?’ 


Hector had put up a defense. However, his whole body still felt numb, 
as if he had been electrocuted. Was it because that was a wind-type 
attack spell? 


...No way. Hector let out a snort as he reached for his neck. 


“So you have an artifact.” His cloak billowing in the wind, Eugene 
looked down on Hector from on high as he held Akasha forward and 
said, “There are two dispel-type spells, three counter spells, five 
buffing spells, and... is that seven defensive spells? Quite excessive.” 


To think that Hector’s artifact had been enchanted with seventeen 
different spells. That made it a treasure that couldn’t be bought even 
with billions of sals. 


“You didn’t have it with you when I saw you last time... it looks like 
that was your trump card?” Eugene speculated. 


“Tt’s a lifeline that has saved me time and time again,” Hector 
admitted. 


“I’m afraid that this is the last time it will save you,” Eugene muttered 
as he concentrated his mana on Akasha. 


Crackle... Craaaackle...! 
Lightning-flames also gathered around it. 


...Hector realized that it hadn’t just been an illusion. Eugene 
Lionheart’s mana was indeed infused with lightning. But how could 
that possibly be? Hector wondered as he struggled to raise his sluggish 
body. 


“...1 shouldn’t have come here,” Hector sighed. 


Releasing a deep sigh, Hector glanced down at the sword in his right 
hand. In the aftermath of the collision with that spell just now, the 


sword was in complete ruins. 


At that moment, Eugene’s spell came flying at him. Dozens of beams 
of light pierced through the air. The name of this spell was the Space- 
Piercing Ray-Beams. By piercing a hole through space, this spell could 
hide the trajectory of its beams. 


Bam bam bam bam! 


Hector’s feet slid backward as he swung his shattered sword. Any 
beams that couldn’t be blocked were left up to his necklace’s defenses. 
He just needed to avoid any direct hits for now. As he focussed on his 
defense, Hector continued to draw backward. 


It was difficult to deal with the beams of light tearing through space, 
but it wasn’t unmanageable. 


However, once Eugene also intervened, the situation became 
terrifying. While weaving through the light beams, Eugene thrust his 
sword at Hector. All Hector could do was desperately avoid any fatal 
wounds, even as he became covered in blood. 


[How is it?] 


Hector heard this voice inside of his head. Without revealing any 
emotions through his facial expressions, Hector focused on the 
bracelet he wore on his left wrist. 


‘I’m about to die,’ Hector reported. ‘T didn’t know that he’d be this strong. 
Instead of a twenty-year-old, it’s like I’m fighting with a master who’s been 
training for two hundred years.’ 


[I told you so. When he sparred with Genos Lionheart, he had the 
upper hand in terms of technique. ] 


‘Who the hell would actually believe that? It was only reasonable to think 
that Lord Genos had taken it easy on his junior...,’ Hector protested. 


[Hm, you’re lying, aren’t you? There’s no way that you would have 
such a misunderstanding, right? You probably just became interested 


in his strength and wanted to try fighting him once. ] 


‘Yes, you’re right. I made a mistake,’ Hector readily conceded. ‘So, would 
you mind helping me out a bit? If things go on like this, I will die here.’ 


[Take six steps to your left. Then take nine steps back.] 
“...And after that?’ Hector prompted. 


[Just wait there. Not a step backward or to either side. Make sure to 
stay on that spot. ] 


Hector quickly followed the instructions. Since he kept getting pushed 
back anyway, there wasn’t any problem in moving a bit to the left. 
Soon he was at the designated spot, but Hector still didn’t know what 
purpose this served. 


[Now then... hmmm... count to ten inside your head and jump. ] 


It wasn’t easy for Hector to follow such instructions. In the face of all 
the attacks that Eugene was launching at him from the front, he 
needed to stand his ground without taking a step back. 


Hector despaired. ‘I’m going to die... ’ 
1,20. 


‘How exquisite.’ Hector still had time to admire Eugene’s skills. ‘Even in 
the White Fangs, it’s rare to find someone who can use a sword as well as 
he can... ’ 


SPO. 


‘No, it’s not just rare. There isn’t anyone like him. There are a few whose 
swords are as fast and as heavy, but none are as exquisite. It’s like he’s 
reading what I’m thinking... or maybe even further ahead. Just how is he 
doing this?’ Hector thought plaintively. 


85 Das 


Hector immediately jumped backward. Eugene raised his head to 
follow Hector’s movements. 


Below him, the ground was stained black. 
[Sir Eugene?] Mer called out, her voice sounding terrified. 
Eugene’s hair stood on end. 


“You son of a bitch,” Eugene spat out a curse as he almost went 
berserk with rage and killing intent. 


Black spikes sprouted up from below. 


Chapter 143 
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Hector watched this scene take place from a distance. 


Hundreds, no, thousands of spikes shot up from the previously empty 
ground. The spikes were all black, but they were not shadows. They 
were all wriggling as if they were alive, and each spike seemed to be 
covered in black keratin. 


[Don’t get too close,] the voice inside his head seemed full of 
excitement as it warned Hector. [Even if it’s you, if you were to get 
close to that, your body would rot away and die.] 


“Have you confirmed any signs of life?” Hector eventually asked. 


[There’s nothing to see, but if you want to check, go have a look 
yourself. However, Hector, despite your abilities, if you get close to 
any of those with your bare body, you will definitely rot away and die,] 
the voice repeated with emphasis. 


Hector’s face contorted into a frown at these words. It wasn’t like he 
suspected those words were unfounded, as the speaker didn’t have any 
reason to lie to him, but he still felt a need to check it out. Hector 
picked up a few stones lying near him and threw them forward. 


Psssssh! 


The moment that the stones touched the black thorns, the stones 
turned black and disintegrated into ashes. Upon seeing this happen in 
front of him, all thoughts of going closer vanished. Shaking his head, 
Hector stepped further backward. 


“He must be dead,” Hector agreed with some regret. 


[We have enough sacrifices in any case. Wasn’t it just Eward’s 
selfishness that made him obsessed with having that guy as an 
offering? ] 


“Well... with the relationship between them, he has a reason for his 
obsession. Or perhaps it’s because of Eugene’s value as a sacrifice?” 
Hector speculated. 


[Hm. I’ve heard that blood relations like siblings or parents are of 
higher value as sacrifices, but... strictly speaking, Eugene Lionheart 
isn’t blood-related to Eward, right?] 


Hector just shrugged in response to the voice and turned around. 
What kind of reaction would Eward show to the fact that he had been 
unable to capture Eugene and bring him back? Would he be angry? Or 
perhaps disappointed? 


Hector recalled the usual look on Eward’s face. Eward looked as if 
something had been emptied out of him... no, he looked as if he had 
been emptied and that void had been filled by something else instead. 
Although Hector was interested in the nature of Eward’s existence, he 
had no intention of trying to understand Eward or getting familiar 
with him. 


Even after Hector left that location, the thorns didn’t disappear. 


[Sir Eugene...?] Mer called out to Eugene in a voice full of anxiety 
and concern. 


However, there was no response to her words. Mer’s body started 
trembling in fear at this silence. 


[You’re... you’re okay, right?] Mer pleaded once more, but just like 
before, no reply came back. 


Although she wanted to stick her head out of the cloak, Mer wasn’t 
able to do so. Even without direct contact, as long as she was in the 
range of these thorns, her very existence would be corroded. 


However, Eugene was perfectly fine, without a single injury. 


It was all thanks to the Moonlight Sword. 


Even this intense corrosive curse couldn’t leave any kind of mark on 
the Moonlight Sword. Eugene stared down at the Moonlight Sword 
that he was holding close to his body and the soft moonlight 
emanating from it. 


The bracelet on his left wrist was now broken. The moment the thorns 
had begun sprouting from the ground — Eugene had immediately 
shattered the bracelet without any hesitation before drawing the 
Moonlight Sword. 


The only reason Eugene had been able to react so quickly was his 
familiarity with this type of attack. This attack had a very long range. 
As long as one could confirm the location and coordinates, they could 
raise these thorns beneath their target even while being dozens of 
kilometers away. 


“... Though it seems they’re not that skilled at using it,’ Eugene observed. 


His body wasn’t injured, but Mer’s voice kept ringing inside his head. 
Although Mer should know that he hadn’t received any injuries, even 
so, she kept asking him if he was alright. 


Eugene knew the reason for this. What Mer was concerned about 
wasn’t his body but his mind. Eugene finally smiled faintly and shook 
his head. 


“T’m fine,” he reassured her. 


The inside of Eugene’s chest felt like it was boiling over. On the other 
hand, his head was as cold as ice. Glancing down at his throbbing left 
hand, he saw that the fingernails on his tightly curled-up fingers had 
dug into the skin on his palms and drawn blood. 


“T was just reminded of the past,” Eugene muttered in a low voice as 
he wiped the blood off his palm. 


‘I wasn’t able to fully split them in two,’ Eugene thought regretfully. 


He had originally meant to use the Moonlight Sword to slice apart all 
the sprouting thorns. 


But his efforts had fallen short. Perhaps if it had been with the 
Moonlight Sword at its full power, he would have been able to do it, 
but what Eugene currently possessed was merely the hilt of the 
Moonlight Sword, with only the power from a fragment restored to it. 


“...Well, it’s not the only thing lacking in strength,’ Eugene mused. 


He had still been able to slice off enough of the thorns so that his body 
wasn’t injured. There also weren't any subsequent waves of attacks. 
Now that he had taken a slow look around, he could see that the 
shape and density of the thorns were lacking compared to their full 
potential. 


‘As expected,’ Eugene thought as he lifted the Moonlight Sword. ‘For a 
human being who isn’t the Demon King or even a demonfolk, this is 
probably their limit.’ 


Whenever the Demon King of Cruelty had thrust his Demon Spear 
Luentos forward, the entire Demon King’s Castle had become a field of 
thorns. That unpredictable attack had almost killed Hamel, several 
times. 


After the Demon King of Cruelty was slain, and with Vermouth 
currently missing, the new owner of the Demon Spear Luentos was 
now the Council Head. Doynes Lionheart. 


Eugene ground his teeth as he swung the Moonlight Sword. 
Baaang! 


The light spraying forth from the Moonlight Sword erased countless 
thorns. After swinging the Moonlight Sword a few more times, Eugene 
left the site behind. 


‘Now that the bracelet has been broken, he won’t be able to sprout those 
thorns on my exact location anymore,’ Eugene thought with some relief. 


With the power of his demonic eyes, the Demon King of Cruelty could 
summon his thorns without needing their specific coordinates, but 
Doynes wouldn’t be able to do that. 


‘,..Value as a sacrifice,’ Eugene repeated to himself. 
Those were the words that Hector had muttered. 


‘Although I don’t know what they’re doing that requires a sacrifice... for 
now, that means their purpose isn’t to slaughter everyone unconditionally,’ 
Eugene realized with relief. 


To be honest, he hadn’t thought that Doynes would be able to use the 
power of the Demon Spear. 


Eugene recalled, ‘In the first place, the only one who could freely use the 
weapons of the Demon Kings was Vermouth... ’ 


In his previous life, Eugene had also picked up the Demon Kings’ 
weapons a few times. 


The moment he had grabbed them, his blood had begun to turn black, 
and he had felt like he was going crazy. 


‘That’s not a power that can be used continuously,’ Eugene guessed. 


But this was all simply self-justification. Eugene had to admit that he 
had been careless. Although he had suspected that Doynes was a 
villain, he had only thought of the man as the ‘Head of the Council,’ 
not as the ‘Master of the Demon Spear.’ To think that Vermouth’s 
distant descendants would really be able to draw out the special 
attack of the Demon Spear... 


[...What are you going to do?] Mer asked with a voice chock-full of 
anxiety. [From that darkness spirit summoner to the Council Head as 
well... this forest is much too dangerous. I know that Sir Eugene is 
strong, but fighting the enemy on their home ground is—] 


“He said that there were sacrifices,” Eugene silenced Mer, though he 
knew what Mer was worried about. “Hector must have captured 


Cyan.” 
Mer fell silent. 


“It might not just be Cyan. Ciel might have been captured as well... 
Gargith and... the others could also be included in their capture 
targets,” Eugene said, his face twisting into a scowl. 


As long as Cyan and Ciel were okay... Eugene tried to reassure himself 
with this thought, but he just couldn’t stay calm. 


[...Sir Eugene might have a dirty mouth and a nasty attitude to boot, 
but your heart is in the right place,] Mer cheered him on. 


“Be quiet,” Eugene snapped. 


Instead of listening, Mer continued, [Indeed, if you were a hard- 
hearted person, then you wouldn’t have fought against the Demon 
Kings to save the world. Even if the world was in a terrible state three 
hundred years ago, with your skills, Sir Eugene, you would have been 
able to live comfortably without taking any risks in such a world.] 


“There’s something wrong with your words,” Eugene denied as he 
clicked his tongue and shook his head. “I was able to survive in that 
world and become stronger because I just couldn’t feel comfortable 
with living in such a world. It wasn’t just me, either. That goes for 
Sienna, Anise, Molon, and... Vermouth as well. We all shared that 
same trait.” 


These words came naturally to Eugene without any trace of 
exaggeration. 


If Hamel had wanted to seek comfort on his own, he could have done 
so on a few occasions. When his entire village had been annihilated by 
monsters, leaving him as the sole survivor, he could have just been 
grateful for that miracle and decided to live quietly. 


But he hadn’t done that. Hamel had wanted revenge. That was why he 
had become a mercenary. 


When he finally succeeded in making a name for himself as a 
mercenary, he also had plenty of opportunities to live in comfort. But 
just when his fame was on the rise, Hamel had instead decided to 
head to Helmuth. 


Sienna, Anise, Molon, and Vermouth had also been the same. If they 
had really wanted to, they would have been able to find a way to live 
comfortably. 


Vermouth had certainly been the pillar of the party, but none of them 
had ever said something like ‘I want to go back, I don’t want to fight, 
this much should be enough... so let’s just stop.’ 


They just continued to hope and long for the future. They even 
thought about and discussed what they might do when they had 
managed to defeat all the Demon Kings, and the world had become 
peaceful. What kind of lives would they live? 


[It’s because you’re a hero,] Mer said, not really trying to persuade 
Eugene. 


“ ,.But I hate that title because of how heavy it is,” Eugene sighed. 


[But Sir Eugene, at this point, you’re still going to go and save 
everyone, aren’t you?] Mer pointed out. 


“Well, it’s not quite true that ’'m going there to rescue them,” Eugene 
replied as his face twisted awkwardly. “But I’d feel bad if I just left 
them there, so it can’t be helped. Also, I’m pretty pissed off. After all, 
wasn’t I just doing my own things? But that fucker Doynes, the old 
bastard, he tried to kill me, didn’t he? So he’s the one who picked a 
fight first. And Hector, the other bastard, kept chatting me up, but he 
was just trying to stab me in the back.” 


[...Well, that might be the case, but... in the end, youre still going to 
go and save Miss Ciel and the others,] Mer insisted. 


“No, that’s not what’s important. The important thing is that it’s only 
natural for me to get mad in this situation, right? Mer, you already 

know this, but I have quite a savage and shitty personality. Since you 
can’t teach an old dog new tricks, my personality is exactly the same 


as it was in my previous life. The Council Head? The Demon Spear? 
Fuck that. I have the Moonlight Sword and the Holy Sword. Do you 
really think I’ll lose if I use the Storm Sword, the Dragon Spear, and 
the Thunderbolt all at the same time while also turning on Ignition?” 
As Eugene spat out this tirade, he dropped the Moonlight Sword back 
into his cloak. 


[That’s... Sir Eugene, you really can’t just be honest, can you?] Mer 
said with a sigh. 


“What? Where would you even find someone as honest as I am?” 
Eugene demanded. “Some fuckers are acting like motherfuckers, so 
I’m going to go fuck them up. What’s wrong with that?” 


[Did I ever say there’s something wrong with what Sir Eugene is 
planning?] Mer questioned. 


“Then stop saying so many pointless things and just sit tight inside the 
cloak,” Eugene growled as he glared into the darkness. 


After reading Eugene’s thoughts, Mer gulped and asked, [... As 
expected... is it really Sir Eward?] 


While holding Akasha, Eugene had managed to spot Eward. To his 
sight, it appeared that Eward really hadn’t learned any black magic, 
nor was he using any forbidden magical artifacts. 


But the only thing that Akasha allowed Eugene to see was ‘magic.’ If 
Eward had made a contract with a spirit of darkness, it was impossible 
for even Akasha to detect it. 


‘Seeing how they’re preparing offerings, it seems like they’re preparing some 
kind of ritual related to black magic. If there isn’t some unknown third 
party involved... then Eward must be at the center of all this,’ Eugene 
reasoned. 


This was a crime that couldn’t even begin to be compared to when 
Eward had tried to learn black magic on his own. Since Eward had 
gotten his own siblings and a lot of his collateral relatives involved, 
even the Patriarch, Gilead, wouldn’t be able to defend Eward from the 
consequences. 


‘That means it’s fine even if I kill Eward here,’ Eugene rationalized. 


The image of Eward’s face, as he smiled while thanking Eugene, 
flashed through his head. 


Eugene couldn’t even begin to understand what in the world Eward 
had been thinking when he had said that. 


“...You’ve caught one more,” Hector muttered as his brows furrowed. 


On a tree that loomed in the darkness, the ‘sacrificial offerings’ 
dangled like fruit from a branch that had been stretched out in a 
bizarre shape. 


There were the twins from the direct line as well as Gargith and Dezra 
from the collateral lines. When Hector had left this area, there had 
only been four sacrifices in total. Now, Genia had been included as 
well, bringing the total up to five. 


Hector looked up at Genia, who had lost consciousness and was 
hanging there completely limp. 


“Tm not the one who brought her here,” Eward’s voice emerged from 
the darkness. “She found this place on her own and ran in all by 
herself.” 


“But you’re the one who made her do that,” Hector accused. 


“T know that you and that young lady have a close relationship. 
However, Hector, you were the one who failed to bring back the 
offering that you were tasked with. As such, isn’t it alright for me to 
add another offering of my own accord?” Eward argued. 


Hector sighed, “When you put it like that, I can’t say anything back, 
young master.” 


Hector looked away from Genia. 


“Well... it's true that we were pretty good friends. She was quite a fun 
sparring partner as well. However, with all that... I don’t think we’re 
close enough for me to beg you not to sacrifice her... Hm...” Hector 
pondered for a moment on what to say. 


He couldn’t quite figure out which words would best express his 
complicated mood. 


“This is quite a delicate feeling... Hm... so that’s it. Although I don’t 
mind killing her, I don’t want to see her die like this... That’s right, it’s 
like that,” Hector said with some relief at figuring it out. 


“So what, are you asking us to not sacrifice her?” Eward asked. 


“No, like I said, I don’t mind. What matters right now isn’t my mood. 
It’s that the young master manages to complete this spell properly. 
With more sacrifices, the spell will become correspondingly better, 
right?” Hector said, waving his hands dismissively as he headed closer 
to the center of the darkness. 


However, he wasn’t able to get too close. The more the distance 
between him and it shrunk, the more an indescribable ominous feeling 
nibbled away at his mind. 


This feeling wasn’t unfamiliar to Hector. Within Northern Ruhr, the 
country which had just opened its gates to the demonfolk of Helmuth 
starting from five years ago, there had been several times when Hector 
had met a high-ranking demonfolk. 


‘It’s not unfamiliar, but... it still makes me feel dirty every time I encounter 
something like this,’ Hector thought as he narrowed his eyes and peered 
into the darkness. 


The ground was covered in a magic circle painted in red blood. It 
wasn’t just the ground, either. Even in the empty spaces midair, blood 
had spread out in several lines from the magic circle. 


Hector hadn’t learned any magic. However, he had enough of a 
connection with magic that he was able to carry a high-ranking 
artifact that couldn’t be bought even with millions of sals. Because of 
that, Hector could feel it intuitively. 


The magic circle that Eward was currently drawing was by no means 
part of any ordinary spell. As a wizard of the Fourth Circle, Eward was 
definitely incapable of properly operating such a magic circle. In the 
first place, magic circles weren’t something that could be used just 
because they were drawn neatly. With a high-ranking magic circle, it 
was impossible for them to be operated unless you were a wizard of 
sufficient skill. 


“How amazing,” a voice was heard from behind Hector. 
Hector turned around to look back in surprise. 


“...You came much faster than I expected you to. Can you really move 
that fast just by running?” Hector asked. 


“Tt’s because all the paths were connected in a straight line,” Dominic 
said with a grin. “This spirit of darkness is more convenient than I 
thought it would be. To think that the eldest son who’s been called the 
disgrace of the clan... would really be able to sign a contract with 
such a high-ranking spirit of darkness.” 


“Weren’t you already aware I had made such a contract?” Eward 
asked. 


“Of course I knew,” Dominic confirmed. “However, I thought you 
would have just made a contract with a lower-ranking spirit, no? To 
think that a former heir without any talents for the martial arts or 
magic... would truly turn out to have an affinity for the spirits of 
darkness, who would have ever guessed?” Dominic said with 
amazement. 


“Tt’s a bit different from that,” Eward replied from within the 
darkness. “I don’t actually have any affinity to spirits.” 


“,.What does that mean?” Dominic asked in disbelief. 


“The spirit told me that directly. Except under special... haha... yes, 
special circumstances, it wouldn’t have signed a contract with a 
person like me,” Eward revealed bitterly. 


“Special circumstances?” Dominic repeated. 


“That’s right... in my case, it seems that I’ve received quite a bit of 
help from my pedigree. Isn’t that funny? My position as the eldest son 
of the ‘Lionheart’ clan, the burden that I’ve longed to discard... if it 
wasn’t for that, there would be nothing special about me,” Eward said 
as he continued to stare straight ahead. 


He was looking directly at Deacon Lionheart, whose chest had been 
split open. Even looking at this corpse from such a close distance, 
Eward didn’t feel anything in particular. For Eward, this eighteen- 
year-old boy was nothing more than the first offering, a paint bucket 
filled with the ‘blood’ needed to draw the magic circle. 


Beside the corpse of Deacon, the Annihilation Hammer Goliath was 
floating in midair. The magic circle drawn in Deacon’s blood was 
spreading outwards from the Annihilation Hammer. The Annihilation 
hammer served as the vessel that gathered the power of the sacrifices 
and amplified the strength of the darkness spirit. 


“..What have you done with the Head of the Council?” Eward 
eventually asked. 


“T stabbed him through the chest,” Dominic replied with a calm smile, 
“from right behind his back. No matter how old he might have 
become, I had no confidence in fighting him head-on. Especially since 
I left the Annihilation Hammer here.” 


“’,.Did you kill him?” Eward prompted. 


“Haha... Even though my grandfather is called the Immortal White 
Lion, with a hole in chest, he’s bound to be dead,” Dominic responded 
as he lifted his right hand for a closer look. 


He was actually holding onto a blackened and withered right arm that 
was itself holding onto the Demon Spear Luentos. Dominic grunted as 
he started pulling at the withered hand still clinging to the spear. 


“T used grandfather’s arm to cast the Spear Forestl1], but it looks like 
it’s impossible to cast it again. Since I have no desire to cripple one of 
my own arms,” Dominic commented. 


“Can’t you just cut off someone else’s arms and use the special attack 


through that arm like you just did?” Hector asked out of pure 
curiosity. 


Dominic just snorted at this and shook his head before explaining, 
“Don’t say something so absurd, Hector. The only reason this arm is 
still intact is that it's the hand of my grandfather, who’s been using the 
Demon Spear for fifty years; any other arm would rot off just by 
touching the spear. My father and the previous Patriarch both died 
from the aftereffects of wielding the Demon Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer.” 


“Aha... so that really is the case,” Hector nodded in understanding. 
“However, wasn’t the Council Head able to stay in control of the 
Demon Spear for over fifty years? Lord Dominic is also the master of 
the Annihilation Hammer.” 


“That’s why my grandfather and I are so special. Though, now that my 
grandfather is dead, I’m the only one who’s special,” Dominic declared 
proudly as he nodded his head with a grin. 


After tearing away each of the Council Head’s fingers that were still 
clinging to the Demon Spear, he spun the Demon Spear around to get 
a good look at it. 


“So, young master, when will the spell be done? Have you double- 
checked the spirit’s instructions?” Dominic reminded Eward. 


“Lord Dominic, you, of all people, are suspicious of him?” Eward 
asked. 


Dominic hesitated, “Well, I... after all, he’s never spoken to me.” 


“The magic circle is complete. Now we only need to start—” Eward’s 
voice suddenly halted. “...Didn’t you say that you killed him?” 


The darkness shook. 
“Killed who?” Dominic asked, puzzled. 


“Tm talking about Eugene Lionheart.” 


“What in the world are you talking about? Could that guy really still 
be alive?” Dominic asked as he turned to look at Hector in 
bewilderment. 


Hector hesitated. “I didn’t check his corpse... no, I wasn’t able to do 
so. And didn’t you say there wasn’t any need for it?” 


“Of course, there was no need to check. Who the hell would even be 
able to survive the Spear Forest—” 


Before Dominic could finish his cry of protest, a hole was pierced 
through the layers of darkness. 


Chapter 144 
The Remnant (1) 


Eugene fixed his eyes forward after jumping down from the hole. The 
first thing he saw were the people hanging like fruits on a black, 
wriggling tree. Although briefly, Eugene checked every one of them. 


No one was dead, but their faces were pale, and their bodies were 
wrapped in wiggling darkness. The sight was enough to infuriate 
Eugene. 


He had heard Hector and Eward talking about sacrificial offerings. 
That had to be the reason why they were hung on the tree — to 
become sacrifices. 


Underneath the tree stood more people looking in Eugene’s direction. 
They were Hector... and Dominic Lionheart, Captain of the First 
Division of the Black Lions. Eugene saw Dominic holding the Demon 
Spear Luentos and a skinny arm lying around a little further away. 


Then there was Eward Lionheart, behind whom was a magic circle 
drawn with blood that connected the ground and empty space. 


Hadn’t Eugene thought no one had died? Well, clearly, he was wrong. 
One man was dead, his face contorted in pain. His chest had probably 
been cut in half when he was alive. His heart and a bloody dagger 
were lying beside him. Along with the blood, Eugene could smell a 
particular medicine that even the strong bloody smell could not 
mask... 


The dead person was none other than Deacon Lionheart. 


Eugene was not really acquainted with that eighteen-year-old boy. 
The boy was his distant, very distant relative. Although they had both 
participated in the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony years ago, they 
hadn’t talked with each other. Though they had exchanged words 


during their encounter at the Black Lion Castle, it wasn’t enough to be 
called a conversation. 


During that brief meeting, Eugene could see that Deacon envied and 
idolized him. 


Deacon’s talent was so-so, and his family wasn’t so powerful. 
However, the kid was highly motivated. Eugene wasn’t sure why 
Deacon had even participated in this hunt, but he could roughly guess 
the reason: to improve himself or to gain something. 


Deacon Lionheart would never have imagined himself dying in the 
forest like this. 


“...What is that?’ Eugene thought as he looked at the magic circle 
floating behind Eward, but he couldn’t understand the circle, even 
with Akasha’s power. 


“...That’s Annihilation Hammer Jigollath.’ 


The Annihilation Hammer, the weapon of the Demon King of Carnage, 
was floating in the middle of the magic circle. The magic circle was 
built on an advanced magic spell that couldn’t be understood even 
through Akasha... Was the Annihilation Hammer a catalyst? Were 
living people going to be used as offerings on top of that? 


Eugene’s ash-colored hair rose up. 
Woosh! 


Blue flame mixed with lightning wrapped around Eugene’s body, 
becoming bigger. 


He understood the situation. He didn’t know the details, but he also 
didn’t need to ask such things for now. The relationship between these 
three, their goal, and their connection with each other... all of that 
was secondary. 


What Eugene had to do right now was turn those three into 
vegetables. That was the easiest way to solve most of this fucking 


complicated situation. 
‘I can’t use Ignition now.’ Eugene considered his options. 


There was no going back once he used Ignition. There could be more 
of them hiding in this place. On top of that, Eugene had no allies to 
take care of him if he collapsed after using Ignition, and he had to be 
careful of using that particular skill in situations like this. 


“’..You really are alive,” Dominic murmured, shaking his head in 
disbelief. Dominic had gotten Eugene’s exact coordinates from his 
bracelet and accurately activated Spear Forest at that location. Spear 
Forest was an attack that ignored distance. It didn’t even have any 
telltale signs before the target got attacked. How could he have 
survived such an attack unscathed? Dominic was seeing the impossible 
with his own eyes, but he still couldn’t believe it. 


“Tt would be better to subdue him than kill him, right?” Dominic kept 
on mumbling as he picked up the Demon Spear. He was asking Eward, 
but Eward was blankly watching Eugene, who was wrapped in flames. 


Those were the flames from the White Flame Formula of the 
Lionheart’s main family... However, Eward didn’t recognize the bluish 
flame mixed with lightning that surrounded Eugene. 


He swallowed hard without realizing it. So far, he had seen many 
flames produced by the White Flame Formula. He had seen his father’s 
flame long ago, and today, he had witnessed Cyan and Ciel’s flames. 


However, Eugene’s flame was different from theirs. 
“,.Yes,” Eward answered as he nodded. 


There were several emotions that Eugene could read from Eward — 
envy, idolizing, and greed. 


Eugene was disgusted. He hid his two hands inside the Cloak of 
Darkness. Mer was already synchronized with Eugene’s mind, 
preparing for the incoming fight. She wasn’t the only one; Tempest 
was also preparing for the fight. The Wind Spirit King was not only 
furious with the current situation itself, but also harbored massive 


rage at the fact that his enemies were the Demonic Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer. 


Dominic moved first. 


He was the Captain of the First Division of Black Lion Knights. 
Divisions were not assigned numbers based on strength, but Dominic 
was nevertheless confident that he was the strongest Black Lion 
Knight. Carmen and Genos Lionheart were strong, even by his own 
admission; he truly wasn’t sure whether he would overpower them if 
they fought with their strength and skills alone. Yet, Dominic knew 
that he was special. 


In the history of the Lionhearts, there was almost no one who could 
perfectly control the Demon Kings’ weapons, apart from the Great 
Vermouth himself. The previous Patriarch and Dominic’s father had 
even passed away because they weren’t able to fight off the curse of a 
Demon King’s weapon. 


Dominic had been handling such a weapon for decades. And right 
now, he was holding the Demon Spear. Since he had been favoring the 
Annihilation Hammer for a long time, he was more adept at using the 
Annihilation Hammer. But even so, he was pretty confident in 
handling a spear. 


‘I have a rough idea of your ability,’ Dominic thought. 


Eugene’s fight with Genos Lionheart wasn’t the only fight that allowed 
Dominic to get some ideas. 


“You killed Barang, right?” Dominic asked, as if just to confirm. 


The distance between Dominic and Eugene was reduced in no time. 
The black spear came right up to Eugene’s nose. Dominic grinned as 
he spun the shaft. 


“That guy went through a lot, you know.” 


Thummmpp! 


The air current spun along with the Spear and was dyed in darkness. 
Shortly after, demonic energy burst out of control, an ominous power 
that was different from mana. The Demon King’s weapon itself held an 
endless amount of dark energy. 


Eugene scrunched up his face. He pulled his hands from the Cloak — 
his right hand was holding Wynnyd, and his left hand was holding the 
Holy Sword. 


Woosh! 


The Holy Sword’s light pushed away the demonic energy. Dominic’s 
eyes opened wide in shock at this sight. 


“... The Holy Sword? I never heard you owned the Holy Sword...” 
Dominic blurted in disbelief. 


“T guess the old man didn’t blab about everything, huh?” Eugene 
asked rhetorically. 


“Tt seems he didn’t.” Dominic guffawed and swung the Demon Spear. 
Clash! 


The Demon Spear and Wynnyd clashed in mid-air. As Eugene glanced 
at Wynnyd being eroded by demonic energy from the Demon Spear, 
he began to use the Ring Flame Formula. The wind that wrapped 
around Eugene’s body got bigger. The angry Tempest stood up. 


As Tempest raised the wind, Eugene’s flame and lightning blended 
with it. Was Eugene using magic? No, Eugene was simply causing his 
mana to burst. 


‘He is just blasting out mana. How can an ordinary mana burst be this 
powerful?’ Dominic thought, shocked. 


Dominic’s mana and the Demon Spear’s demonic energy blended into 
one, forming a defense that perfectly shielded him from close-range 
explosions. It was hard to defend without doing this much. Feeling his 
arm trembling as he held the Demon Spear, Dominic frowned. 


‘He’s a monster,’ Dominic thought as he gritted his teeth. 


Dominic had a rough idea of Eugene’s ability. Barang had been strong, 
but he had also been greedy. As a result, Dominic had been able to 
give Barang what he wanted, turning him into an easy-to-use tool. 


However, Barang had been strong enough that even Dominic couldn’t 
take him lightly. Since there was a zero chance of Barang betraying 
Dominic, the fact that Eugene had returned from the Samar Rainforest 
unscathed while Barang hadn’t meant only one thing: Barang was 
dead. 


‘His mana control is delicate, and his movements are splendid.’ Dominic 
observed. 


That wasn’t it. 


The ground underneath Dominic turned into thorns and soared up. He 
leaped backward and looked below. He could see cracks resembling a 
spider web spreading on the ground. 


Rumbleee! 


The ground flipped over. Specks of dirt were gathered into multiple 
lumps, and stones were divided into pieces, all of these turning into 
thousands of bullets. Once formed, these bullets shot at Dominic, who 
was floating in mid-air. 


Dominic wasn’t the only one who entered the fight. Scowling, Hector 
also sprang forth. He had fought Eugene before but hadn’t gained 
anything from the battle. 


He wasn’t going to win if he fought Eugene now. He was painfully 
aware of this fact, but he couldn’t stand down due to his 
circumstances. 


While Dominic destroyed the earth and stone bullets, he met Hector’s 
eyes. Next, the two pounced at Eugene in unison, as if it was natural 

for them to do so. Eugene followed their movements with wide-open 

eyes. 


The situation wasn't enough for him to relax. The Cloak of Darkness 
flew high. From inside the cloak’s darkness, Eugene slowly pulled out 
Akasha, which was wrapped in red light. Eugene didn’t need to hold 
Akasha, as his consciousness was connected to the staff and Mer was 
also assisting him from within the cloak. As the red light connected 
Eugene to the staff, Akasha floated in front of him. 


“Burning Flame’s Wild Dance,” Eugene muttered. 


He cast a Seventh Circle fire-type magic. Eugene’s mana had been 
undulating around him, but it now became fire blades that burned 
with scarlet shades. Eugene now looked like he was armed with 
dozens of blades. 


The blades were connected to the caster’s consciousness and followed 
their orders. This kind of magic was a good match with Eugene, as he 
didn’t need to control them himself. Mer controlled them on his behalf 
as she read his mind. 


Eugene’s incandescent blades and Hector’s sword clashed. 


Eugene’s wild dancing blades tried to lodge themselves in Hector. 
Hector deflected the attacks, trying as hard as he could to avoid being 
slain by the blades. In the meanwhile, he fumbled around the bag near 
his waist with his left hand. Buffs from the artifact weren’t enough, 
and he needed something extra. 


After he drank the potion from his bag, the world around him 
changed. Hector’s eyes were able to see more things with greater 
accuracy. In contrast with the world that seemed slower in his eyes, 
he had now become faster. 


‘am going out of my mind.’ Hector thought. 


...Was he really seeing things slowly? Hector felt a chill as he watched 
Eugene’s flame blades approaching his neck. It was slow... It was 
definitely approaching at a slow speed, but he couldn’t think of a way 
to avoid this attack neatly. His escape route was already blocked. The 
only way Hector could minimize damage was to push forward. 


‘We just started fighting, but I’m already in a tight corner? How many steps 


does he read ahead?’ 


Hector was also confident in fighting and figuring out his opponent’s 
next move. However, he couldn’t help but realize how meaningless his 
confidence was. Lowering himself, Hector moved forward. As he 
plowed ahead through the burning blades, Hector saw a giant flame. It 
was none other than Eugene. 


Eugene’s eyes were blazing even more powerfully than the flames 
wrapping around him. When Hector saw a lightning spark, he 
instinctively reached out with his left hand. 


He regretted taking the potion. In his slow-motion world, he could 
perceive what would happen to his body; his future was cruel, but he 
could not retreat. 


“,..1 really shouldn’t have been here,’ Hector thought. At least, luckily, 
he hadn’t reached out with his right hand. 


Slash! 


A bolt of lightning mutilated his left arm. Gritting his teeth to keep 
himself from screaming, Hector twisted his waist to throw the sword. 
The sword flew in Eugene’s direction but didn’t reach him — the wind 
hovering around Eugene shattered the sword into pieces. 


‘Huh?’ Dominic was surprised. 


Eugene had easily overpowered Hector as if he were a child. 
Marveling at the fact, Dominic pierced the ground with his Demon 
Spear. 


Booom! 


He had only thrust downward, but the whole place shook, and the 
ground collapsed. 


‘The Holy Sword is indeed worthy of its reputation, I see.’ Dominic 
observed. 


Eugene had blocked the Demon Spear with the Holy Sword. Then, as 
Dominic drew out more demonic energy from the Demon Spear, the 
Holy Sword shone brighter, pushing away the darkness. 


‘I can’t use Spear Forest right now, but Demon Spear has one more 
powerful attack.’ 


Dominic’s mana turned into a giant flame, resonating with the Demon 
Spear. With Dominic as the center, pitch-black darkness spread out. 
Eugene’s lips twitched as he glared at the sight. He was well aware of 
what was going to happen now. 


Thorns shot out from the darkness. Eugene had previously used 
Burning Flame’s Wild Dance, but it wasn’t enough to slash away the 
thorns, as his flame blades dissipated when they touched the dark 
thorns. 


Inside the Cloak, Mer shrieked as she shouted, [Sir Eugene! You need 
to step back!] 


As he had first-hand experience with the attack from long ago, Eugene 
definitely knew that. However, he didn’t step back. Tempest’s wind 
rocked the sky; he knew what Eugene was trying to do, but his plan 
hurt the Wind Spirit King’s ego. 


[...I have no choice.] Tempest grumbled, but that didn’t mean he was 
not going to cooperate. He had no choice in the first place. Even Spirit 
Kings couldn’t defy the orders from the person they had made a 
contract with. Thus, Tempest’s wind created a giant wall behind 
Eugene. 


Dominic was thrusting his spear, but he couldn’t understand why 
Eugene was building a wall. It didn’t appear that his intention was to 
block the Demon Spear’s attack. Instead, it seemed like the wall was 
limiting the radius of the attack. It was only natural for Dominic to 
think that way, since the wind wall had blocked not only Eugene’s 
back, but also his sides. 


‘What the hell is he trying to do...?’ Dominic thought. 


He suddenly felt a chill. He didn’t know why; it just seemed as if time 


had become a lot slower. 


Dominic had developed his intuition as he had spent his entire life as 
a martial artist. This intuition was warning him about something 
dangerous that was going to happen. Why was it warning him, 
though? The Holy Sword and Wynnyd were no longer in Eugene’s 
hands anymore. He had cast a barrier spell, not an attack spell, 
through the floating Akasha. 


The wall created by wind and magic made Dominic and Eugene 
confront each other head-on. By the time Eugene had finished 
building the wall, Dominic had made the thorns from the Demon 
Spear rise up right under his nose. What was Eugene trying to do? It 
was too late to block or avoid Dominic’s attack. It had to be, but the 
chill in Dominic’s spine didn’t disappear. It had rather become 
stronger. 


He wasn’t the only one trembling; the Demon Spear also did. Its 
handle was shaking. This old weapon knew what had happened three 
hundred years ago. 


A faint light flickered inside Eugene’s wide-open cloak. 
“...What is that?’ 


The light was so white that it almost seemed pale. It was faint, but it 
got bigger. 


Eugene pulled out the long light, looking as if he was pulling out a 
crescent moon. 


All the thorns generated by the Demon Spear were crushed. Dominic 
was unable to understand the moon in front of him, but he knew one 
thing for sure — he couldn’t touch it. He would die if he did. 


Dominic gathered demonic energy from the crushed thorns to build a 
defense wall, but the wall wasn't able to block out the light, not even 
for a second. That horrible moonlight lit up every bit of the darkness 
that tried to spread. 


‘T should run...,’ Dominic belatedly realized. 


Eugene hadn’t built the wall to limit the range of his attack, he had 
done it to stop Dominic from avoiding Eugene’s attack by dodging 
sideways. There were two things Dominic could do — push forward 
and be torn apart by the moonlight, or keep on stepping back until he 
exhausted himself. 


“The Moonlight Sword.” 
Dominic wasn’t the one who called the sword’s name. 


It was Eward Lionheart, looking at Eugene’s sword with wide eyes. 
The entire sword was covered with moonlight, even its handle. 


Eward didn’t know what that sword was. The Moonlight Sword wasn’t 
recorded in the Lionheart — no, the world’s history. 


However, the being connected to Eward’s mind knew the sword. 
Ooooo! 


The darkness spirits that spread around Eward gathered in one place. 
Ink-like darkness spread in Eward’s golden eyes, completely turning 
them black. 


Red dots showed up in the center of his black eyes. A darkness spirit 
that wasn’t able to take form wrapped around Eward’s body. Attracted 
by the darkness, Eward grabbed the Annihilation Hammer at the 
center of the magic circle. 


When Eward grabbed the Annihilation Hammer, Eugene instinctively 
looked up at him. 


[...Oh my god.] Tempest felt a presence from the darkness spirit that 
covered Eward. The presence made him despair. 


“...’m not mistaking something, right?” Eugene murmured and put 
his hand over his left chest. 


[I am feeling the same thing as you,] Tempest confirmed. 


Eugene fiercely dug his fingers into his chest as if he was going to 
grab his heart. 


[The spirit is the Demon King’s remnant. ] 


Chapter 145 
The Remnant (2) 


Eugene dug his fingers into his chest, feeling his pounding heart. 


‘The Annihilation Hammer is the Demon King of Carnage’s weapon,’ 
Eugene thought. 


He was ranked number five among the Demon Kings, the first Demon 
King to be killed by the hero party 300 years ago. 


The Demon King of Carnage didn’t know of the Moonlight Sword. 
Vermouth had yet to find the sword at that point, so he used the Holy 
Sword to cut the Demon King’s head. 


The fight had continued all night, collapsing every plain near the 
Demon King’s castle. That was how the plains had been transformed 
into hilly lands. During the terrain change, an underground dungeon 
was revealed. Although no one was sure when the dungeon had been 
built, Vermouth had found the Moonlight Sword inside after that 
disastrous fight. 


‘It’s a Demon King’s remnant, but the Demon King of Carnage wouldn’t 
recognize the Moonlight Sword.’ Eugene continued his train of thought. 


However, Eward — who seemed to be resonating with the remnant — 
accurately recognized the Moonlight Sword. The existence of the 
Moonlight Sword hadn’t been passed down among the Lionhearts’ 
descendants, let alone the world. The only people who remembered 
the Moonlight Sword in the current generation were the reincarnated 
Hamel or long-living beings that had lived since that generation. 


“Well, well.” With a scornful smile, Eugene dug his fingers into his 
chest as if he was grabbing his heart. 


Badump, badump, badump. 


His heart pounded faster. His rage and his hatred were mixed into one 
desire: to kill. 


“Fucking great to see you again, you son of a bitch.” Eugene spat. 


The Demon King of Carnage didn’t know the Moonlight Sword, but 
the Demon King of Cruelty did. 


Of course, he did. The Demon King of Cruelty had been torn apart by 
the Moonlight Sword’s light. 


Tempest said the darkness spirit that wrapped around Eward was a 
Demon King’s remnant. Eugene was also sensing it since he vividly 
remembered what had happened 300 years ago. The Demon Kings he 
had fought against had extremely disgusting, ominous, and horrible 
presences. 


He could feel both the Demon King of Carnage and the Demon King of 
Cruelty from the darkness spirit. The spirit was too small, considering 
that it was a remnant of two Demon Kings. However, it was 
understandable. That miserable thing was what had become of the 
Demon Kings after they had died 300 years ago. 


“Pathetic.” Eugene didn’t even bother hiding his rising desire to kill 
them. “You should just have collapsed into specks of dust if you are 
dead. Why did you prolong your pathetic lives by leaving your 
remnants in your weapons? Did you two hold each other’s hands and 
hope to resurrect yourselves because you thought it was okay now?” 


Badump, badump, badump. 


His heart kept on pounding, but he didn’t calm down. Instead, he used 
his mana to make it beat faster. 


“Yeah, you may have even succeeded.” 


Eugene’s hair rose up. His mana flame and the lightning within blazed 
up more fiercely — he was using Ignition. 


“If I wasn’t here.” 


He had already taken out the Moonlight Sword and the Holy Sword. 
Though he had said there was no going back when it came to using 
Ignition, so what? If he was worried about the aftermath, he could just 
wipe everything out, eliminating the need to worry in the first place. 
Besides, he couldn’t worry about his safety when he was looking at 
those disgusting beings right before his eyes. 


He wasn’t sure what that magic circle and the sacrificial offerings 
were for. However, it was pretty obvious how they would be used 
since that darkness spirit had been born from two Demon Kings’ 
remnants. 


No — if he didn’t kill them now, there would be one more living 
demon king, bringing the total of living demon kings to three. 300 
years ago, he had gone through all that trouble to kill three demon 
kings. How could he let it go to waste? 


“What in the world...?!” Hector’s face turned pale as he backed down 
after he stopped the bleeding of his severed arm. He looked back and 
forth between Eward, floating in the air with the darkness, and 
Eugene, wrapped around in an unbelievably fierce flame. 


Hector knew how everything had started. 


The Captain of the First Division of the Black Lion Knights, Dominic 
Lionheart, didn’t take any pride in being a Black Lion and a Lionheart. 
The thought ‘I am special’ had previously motivated Dominic to work 
hard for the Lionhearts, but the Lionhearts didn’t treat Dominic as 
someone special. 


His grandfather was the Immortal White Lion, who was known as the 
living legend of the Lionhearts. However, his family was still a 
collateral family, since his grandfather hadn’t become the Patriarch. 


That fact made him discontented. This discontentment was 
considerably heightened and distorted when Eugene, a collateral 
family member, became the main family's adopted son. 


“ ..What... are you?” Dominic dryly laughed as he stood up. 


Dominic had never felt as close to death in his entire life as when he 


had felt the unidentified power just now. The form of death that 
Dominic had just felt was none other than the moonlight. 


“How are you that strong?” he asked as he swallowed the blood rising 
up in his mouth. The Demon Spear didn’t shatter amid the awful 
moonlight, but Dominic was gravely injured after swinging the Spear. 
His mana flow had reversed, damaging his Cores, and his left leg was 
left mangled because he had stepped back two seconds too late. 


“What have you done just now?” Dominic asked desperately. 


Some other collateral family members had similar grievances as 
Dominic. Of course, they didn’t blatantly reveal their grievances. 
Instead, they had secret meetings among themselves — blabbering 
about the Lionheart’s future and dreaming of a future where the 
collateral family members — no, they themselves became leaders of the 
next generation. 


Dominic knew them very well since it was one of his jobs. The Black 
Lion Knights existed for various reasons; one of them was to hunt 
those worthless bugs that ate away at the family’s pillar. 


That was why getting close to them was easy. 


As a Black Lion, Dominic thought that those bugs were a group of 
pathetic losers. 


However, he liked their plan of using the main family’s first son, who 
had gotten kicked out after being treated like trash. 


“I was almost there,” Dominic hissed. 
Was everything a coincidence? No, it was fate. 


Just as the name suggested, darkness spirits lived in darkness. 
However, darkness didn’t necessarily mean dark places without any 
light. It also referred to a human’s mind where light and darkness 
couldn’t be clearly distinguished. Since there was no light that could 
purify it, a human’s mind sometimes became darker than anything. 


Dominic never heard the spirits’ voices, but he felt a certain desire 
deep inside his heart. 


His position as a Captain of the Black Lion Knights was very 
convenient for secretly meeting Eward, who was locked up in the 
house of Tanis’ parents. After distracting the Black Lion tasked to keep 
an eye on Eward, Dominic had impulsively met Eward that night. Still, 
he didn’t question why he had such an impulse so suddenly. 


Eward was the first son who was treated like trash; even Dominic 
thought Eward was trash. However, Dominic saw darkness deep inside 
Eward’s eyes — malice, not desire to kill, toward his mother, 
grandfather, and the many servants of the Bossar family. 


In the beginning, his plan was to deliver a black magic catalyst. If 
Eward became a black wizard, the Lionhearts’ honor would be 
irreparably damaged. It was even better if Eward ended up running 
amok afterward. 


Besides, Dominic had no lingering feelings for the Lionhearts, so he 
was going to ruin the main family himself. After doing so, he would 
seek asylum in Helmuth or other countries, welcomed as the owner of 
the Annihilation Hammer. 


But when he saw Eward’s eyes, Dominic handed him not the black 
magic catalyst he had prepared, but the Annihilation Hammer. There 
was no voice telling him to do that, but he somehow knew that he had 
to. Ever since darkness seeped into his heart, Dominic had been 
predestined to hand over the Hammer to Eward... 


Eugene opened his arms wide. 


All of his power was concentrated on Akasha — his Cores were being 
overloaded from Ignition, and the Ring Flame Formula had amplified 
his mana so massively that it would have been impossible for others to 
control it. 


Akasha shone. A large magic circle appeared first, and dozens of 
smaller magic circles overlapped the large magic circle. Eugene 
wanted strong, destructive magic so he could pour out the emotions 
he was currently feeling. 


As Eugene began casting his magic, Mer assisted him. 


Dozens of different types of magic were cast simultaneously. Dominic 
and Hector couldn’t properly perceive which magic circle was which 
at first and how the different magic circles were connected. However, 
they felt the attack that erupted in front of them was a magical 
disaster. 


“Ahhhh!” Dominic let out an outcry as he thrust the Demon Spear. 
Amid the light created by Eugene’s magic, the Demon Spear’s darkness 
spread. Although the Demon Spear emitted darkness, Dominic’s body 
couldn’t last any longer. Standing beside Dominic, Hector also tried to 
block Eugene’s attack in any way he could. 


“Akasha,” Eward muttered. His eyes were still black, with red dots in 
the center. He slowly reached out his hands and tapped on an empty 
space with his long fingers. 


Pop! 


The waves from Eugene’s attack, which had spread widely in the 
darkness, burst apart. 


“Wynnyd, the Holy Sword, and the Moonlight Sword. Now, you even 
have Akasha,” said Eward bitterly. 


Eugene didn’t respond. He just looked at Eward. Eward’s eyes 
remained unchanged, and his face was pale. 


A gruesome smile spread over his emotionless face. 
“ ,.Eugene, you... surely got all of my father’s love.” 
Again, Eugene didn’t answer. He just smiled. 


From what Eward had said, Eugene figured out what kind of a being 
Eward was. 


He was influenced by the darkness spirit born from the remnants of 
the Demon Kings. Due to that influence, he had received a part of the 


Demon Kings’ memories. However, the Demon Kings weren’t reigning 
in Eward’s mind. It was just their residue. Eward was just a child who 
didn’t know his limits, trying hard to digest the remnants of two 
Demon Kings who had died 300 years ago. 


[...You shouldn’t take him lightly. Hamel, that idiot just crushed your 
magic with one finger.] Tempest warned Eugene. 


‘I know.’ 


After his magic collapsed, all of his scattered mana returned to 
Eugene. His Cores, running wild due to Ignition, swallowed the mana 
again. 


Zinng! 
Akasha built layers of barriers around Eugene. 


‘He may not be the Demon King himself, but he is something similar. It will 
be too arrogant of me to fight him with magic.’ 


Eugene was pretty confident in his magic skills. To top it off, he even 
had Akasha. However, it was still impossible to fight a being that was 
similar to a Demon King. The only people who could do so 300 years 
ago were Sienna and Vermouth. Unfortunately, Eugene wasn’t at their 
level yet. 


“Cough...!” Dominic stood up amidst a pile of debris. As he coughed 
up blood, he looked at his arms. Rather than him holding the Demonic 
Spear, it simply laid on top of his bizarrely twisted arms. 


Besides Dominic, Hector was lying unconscious, but Dominic had no 
obligation to care for Hector, nor was he composed enough to do it 
anyway. Dominic tried to walk backward, but his mangled arms led 
him forward. 


“'.. Stop...” Dominic begged the Demon Spear. 


He didn’t want to fight this brainlessly — destroying everything 
nearby. There were other ways to fight Eugene even if Dominic’s 


power was weaker than Eugene's. That was what Dominic thought, 
but the Demon Spear didn’t listen to his pleas. 


The darkness had previously protected Dominic from the magic 
disaster incurred by Eugene. Now, it rose up and coiled itself around 
Dominic’s arms. Trembling, Dominic watched what the darkness was 
doing. 


Crack. 
Crack, crack. 


Everything was tangled into one — his mangled arms, ripped flesh 
and muscle, and crushed bones. Dominic’s newly formed arms looked 
more like lumps with scales than human arms. 


“’,.Haha...” Dominic dryly chuckled as he blankly watched his newly 
formed arms. They now looked bizarre, and his fingers were glued to 
the shaft. Dominic and the Demon Spear were now connected as one, 
and soon, Dominic’s head was eroded by the evil memories that 
remained in the Demon Spear. 


Creak... 


Dominic grinned and lifted the Spear above his head. Eugene had seen 
that movement before. 


...Crack... crack! 


The scales spread from his arms to cover Dominic’s shoulders, chest, 
and back. Next, another set of arms sprouted out from Dominic’s back. 


“You aren’t surprised.” Holding the giant Annihilation Hammer that 
was as big as his height, Eward looked down at Eugene. “... You... are 
truly interesting. How can you not be afraid even in a situation like 
this? Ciel and Cyan were. Everyone became afraid when they came 
here.” 


Eugene checked the people who were hanging on the tree. 
Fortunately, everyone was okay. It meant that they weren’t ready to 


be used as sacrificial offerings yet. 
‘Yes, that’s it. The remnant... of the Demon Kings’ has gone berserk.’ 


Eugene concluded so for now. Many factors made the remnant run 
amok — the memory of the Moonlight Sword, the defeat they had 
experienced 300 years ago, and a sense of humiliation, wrath, and 
hatred. Eugene lowered his stance. 


“.,.. can now...” Eward grinned, looking at the Annihilation Hammer. 
“..Kill you... and make everyone inside this forest into sacrificial 
offerings.” 


“Ts that so?” Eugene nodded, smiling. “I don’t know about that.” 


Eugene didn’t know what Eward could do. However, he would find 
out, since he would be deeply involved in this fight. No matter how 
any of this had started, the ending was already decided. 


Eugene was going to kill Eward. 


“T’m not going to ask every little detail, such as what you are thinking, 
what happened to you or why this happened.” 


After being blurred for a moment, Eugene’s view expanded. In his 
hands, he felt violence and destruction that wanted to go ona 
rampage. 


“T can just finish this by killing you. If 1 kill Dominic, Hector, you, the 
spirit, and the remnant, all of this will be over. As for the reason that 
drove you to do this? If needed, I will make something up after I kill 
every one of you.” 


Eugene opened his arms wide once more. His power was now split 
between Wynnyd and the Moonlight Sword; Ignition was still on, 
overloading his Cores, and the Ring Flame Formula brought his mana 
to such heights that anyone else apart from him would have found it 
impossible to contain. 


“You guys did this because you are a bunch of idiots,” Eugene spoke 


as he gritted his teeth. 


Mer had never experienced such severe desire to kill. Eugene’s desire 
had no trace of compassion or mercy. There was only a desire to 
annihilate the opponent. She tightly shut her eyes, trembling as she 
felt Eugene’s vicious emotions. She didn’t know what was going to 
happen from now on, but she didn’t want to know or see that. The 
Eugene — no, the Hamel she knew, wasn’t such a scary person. 


Yet, she couldn’t ask Eugene to stop. His anger, hatred, and desire to 
kill right now were legitimate. If Eugene was facing an ordinary black 
wizard or a demonfolk, he wouldn’t have been this infuriated. The 
thing before him wasn’t a Demon King of the past. It was a residue 
that may or may not become a demon king. On top of that, he had 
killed the Demon Kings himself. Although he hadn’t cut off their 
heads, he had mutilated their limbs and stabbed their hearts dozens, 
even hundreds of times. 


“You guys will be killed because you are a bunch of morons.” 


The Demon Kings hadn’t crumbled into dust; they had survived. And 
now, using Eward Lionheart’s body, they appeared before Eugene. 


Tempest let loose a hurricane. 


He let his wind run amok, turning the ground upside down and 
pushing away the darkness. Dominic threw himself against the 
rampaging hurricane. Although he wasn’t sure why he felt thrilled and 
hateful at the same time, he grabbed the Demon Spear with his four 
arms. 


Dominic looked different; his size was also different, and Eugene was 
reminded of the Demon King of Cruelty, whom Eugene had killed 300 
years ago. At the top of the Demon King’s castle, he had skillfully used 
the Demon Spear with four arms as he fought against the heroes. 


“You are disgusting,” Eugene spoke with spite. 


Dominic was just imitating the Demon King and didn’t actually 
possess the Demon King’s dreadful power. However, the dark demonic 
energy emitted by the Demon Spear brought back a distant memory 


that Eugene didn’t want to recall. 


No, the memory wasn’t shameful. The Demon King of Cruelty was the 
one who had lost in the end. It was a glorious tale of heroism for 
Eugene. He could brag about it while he told the stories in front of 
others if only he hadn’t run into the damn Demon King again like this. 


“Aaaahhhhh!” cried Dominic. 
Rumbbble! 


As Dominic spun the spear shaft using his four arms, the Spear was 
swallowed by pitch-black darkness. A little behind Dominic, Eward 
marched forward with the Annihilation Hammer. 


He could see, feel, and realize many things. As an intense feeling of 
being omnipotent rushed over him, Eward trembled. The information 
was being engraved in his head — the truth of black magic. Humans 
couldn’t understand it; they shouldn’t understand it. 


With knowledge of this ‘truth’, Eward came to a conclusion. He 
needed more blood from the members of the Lionheart clan to 
complete the magic circle and turn the spirit into a ‘Spirit King.’ 
Specifically, he needed the blood of the members of the main family, 
but the young twins from the main family weren’t enough. Eward 
needed blood from that thing before him. 


300 years had passed after the Great Vermouth and his party slayed 
the Demon Kings. Eward was the descendant who had the purest 
Lionheart blood. He had only met his ancestor from 300 years ago as a 
portrait or a statue in the main house, but strangely enough, he could 
now vividly see the ‘Great Vermouth’ in his head. 


He wasn’t scared of a large army or a Demon King. Wrapped around 
in white flame, he marched forward with a cold, pale light in his 
hand... 


“'.. Yes...” Eward saw Eugene. 


Dominic thrust the Demon Spear, but it was deflected upward by the 
Moonlight Sword’s light. Tempest’s storm that followed shattered the 


darkness. Dominic ran forward with a weird sound — maybe it was a 
scream, maybe an exclamation, maybe a shout of concentration. 


He was using a grotesque spear skill in which he freely used his four 
arms, but he still couldn’t get the upper hand in this fight. Eugene 
swung the Moonlight Sword, tearing off Dominic’s arms as easily as 
cutting a piece of paper. Before anyone knew it, Eugene thrust the 
Holy Sword that lit up the darkness and pierced Dominic’s body. 


“like you.” Although he wasn’t sure why, Eward felt thrilled as he 
watched Eugene stab Dominic with his sword. Eward idolized 
Eugene’s flame. Eward could diligently spend his entire life learning 
the White Flame Formula, but he would never reach Eugene’s level. 
That was why Eward wanted Eugene’s talent. Eugene’s talent that was 
recognized by Eward’s father and everyone else in the Lionheart clan. 


Therefore, Eward happily accepted the truth inside his head: Eugene 
Lionheart had to be sacrificed for the spirit to become a Spirit King. In 
fact, Eward wished to make Eugene into a sacrificial offering even if 
he didn’t need to. 


Eugene was the one who had forced Eward to wake up from his happy 
dream three years ago. That day, Eward had faced a harsh reality after 
waking up from his dream. He had changed himself to live in reality. 


If this was how his childhood had come to an end, he now wanted to 
have a Coming-of-Age ceremony. Since he hadn’t had a Coming-of-Age 
ceremony, he was going to have it now by completing the spirit using 
Eugene, who woke Eward from his dream, as a sacrificial offering. 


Eward lifted the Annihilation Hammer high in the air. 


Chapter 146 
The Remnant (3) 


The Annihilation Hammer Jigollath was a giant hammer. Its power 
also suited its shape. 


When its owner swung the hammer downward, the sky would 
collapse. 


It wasn’t a metaphor; the sky actually would collapse. It was always 
night in Helmuth because the sun was very dim. On top of that, 
Helmuth’s night sky had a heavy concentration of demonic energy. 
The Annihilation Hammer could control the demonic energy in the 
sky and direct it with its swings. 


With just a downward swing of the Annihilation Hammer, its owner 
could bring forth night’s descent. 


The Demon King of Carnage was ranked number five, but if only 
physical strength was considered, he was stronger than the Demon 
Kings ranked higher than him. 


The remnant here today was also strong, though it was not the Demon 
King himself. 


As Eward swung the Annihilation Hammer, he guided the darkness 
that drifted through the forest to fall down in unison. 


Dominic staggered to his feet. His arms were crushed, and a large hole 
could be seen in the middle of his torso. However, his wounds 
recovered quickly. They were covered in scales again, and even the 
hole in his body was filled up with scales. As he breathed in a bizarre 
manner, Dominic thrust the Demon Spear into the ground. 


He was using Spear Forest. The darkness underneath Eugene’s feet 
expanded, and hundreds of thorns soared up. His current attack was 


precise, incomparable to the time when Dominic had used Spear 
Forest with the Council Head’s arm. 


Darkness was falling from the sky, and thorns soared from underneath 
Eugene’s feet. 


However, neither was enough to make Eugene panic or even take a 
step back. 


He held the Moonlight Sword in his right hand and the Holy Sword in 
his left hand. 


Then, he swung them together. The pale moonlight and the glorious 
holy fire blended together, ripping apart the sky that had fallen 
because of the Annihilation Hammer and crushing the thorns 
underneath his feet. 


Eugene also began using the Ring Flame Formula in addition to 
Ignition, making a Circle with his overloaded Cores. Inside the Cloak 
of Darkness, Mer felt Eugene’s spinning Cores and his exponentially 
amplifying mana. 


She also knew about the Ring Flame Formula, but she wasn’t aware of 
this brainlessly overtaxing technique. After intentionally overloading 
his Cores, he accelerated his heart to keep up with the fiercely moving 
mana. But that wasn’t the end. He made every muscle fiber in his 
body hold the mana. 


“...Could he have... lost his mind?’ Mer thought. 


Trembling, Mer looked at Eugene’s overloaded mana running wild. No 
sane person would use this kind of technique. Of course, they 
wouldn’t. The technique’s use shortened Eugene’s lifespan. The more 
his Cores were overloaded, the more they weakened. No one knew 
when his unstable, fast-beating heart would stop. His stimulated body, 
which was forced to follow the torrent of mana, would also be worn 
out. 


That was the logical outcome. But... 


“...He is controlling it perfectly.’ Mer was beyond surprised. 


The World Tree spirits that had blended themselves in Eugene’s body 
didn’t just mix lightning in his mana to create the Lightning Flame. As 
the spirits naturally merged into his body, they strengthened his Cores 
and contained the intensified explosions within one great ‘Circle.’ 


The Lightning Flame wasn’t the sole reason why he was capable of 
such a feat. 300 years ago, even Sienna had been shocked by Eugene’s 
understanding and control of mana. After getting to know the 
Lightning Flame in minute detail, Eugene then proceeded to use it to 
upgrade the White Flame Formula and Ignition to more complete 
forms. 


Without Ignition, Eugene couldn’t properly control the Lightning 
Flash. The reason was simple — his body wasn’t able to keep up with 
the Lightning Flash’s speed. 


However, he could perfectly control Lightning Flash if he used 
Ignition. From the start, he had created Lightning Flash to replace 
Ignition by completely eliminating its associated risks. 


“T will trust you to defend me,” Eugene coldly spoke as he lowered his 
stance. 


He wasn’t just saying it to Mer, but also talking to Tempest. The Wind 
Spirit King stood up behind Eugene and nodded. Although Mer 
couldn’t dare to stick her head out of the Cloak, she clenched her fists, 
determined. 


Dozens of defensive barriers were cast, completely under Mer’s 
control. Stirring up a great gust of wind, Tempest pushed away the 
darkness. 


This battlefield was the worst for Tempest. The forest was already 
under his enemy’s control, and the darkness blocked his wind. Yet, he 
didn’t shrink in fear. He was the Wind Spirit King, so he didn’t feel 
intimidated by the residue of his hateful enemy remaining in the 
darkness. 


He wasn’t intimidated, because one of the heroes from 300 years ago 
was standing in front of him. 


The world remembered him as the Stupid Hamel, but Tempest knew 
how much of a dreadful nightmare the human named Hamel was for 
demonfolk. At that time, demonfolk were more worried about Hamel 
than the owner of the Holy Sword, Vermouth, on the battlefield. 


Hamel had no mercy. There was one person who killed more 
monsters, demonic beasts, and demonfolk on the battlefield than 
Vermouth — Hamel. What he was doing was not fighting in a war, but 
perpetrating a massacre. 


[You will be able to.] Tempest’s wind pushed Eugene forward. [Your 
reincarnated self will be able to settle the old scores that even 
Vermouth couldn't. | 


Tempest’s hurricane still wanted to go north, so it couldn’t end ina 
place like this. Eugene felt Tempest’s strong will. 


Settle old scores that even Vermouth couldn’t deal with — his words 
made Eugene laugh. Vermouth wasn’t the only one who had accrued 
old debts and didn’t get to pay them. Everyone who wandered around 
the Devildom wished to settle those debts. 


“'.. You guys...” Eugene spoke as the Moonlight Sword in his right 
hand lit up. The incomplete Moonlight Sword consumed a great 
amount of his mana, maybe because it needed to make up for its lack 
of power. When he first held the sword at Hamel’s grave in Nahama, 
he could only swing it a couple of times, but... now? 


“’,.are already way past the line.” 


The Moonlight Sword shone brighter still. When he swung the sword, 
its light filled up the crooked crescent moon, making it into a half- 
moon. And that still wasn’t enough. Turning around in a full circle, 
Eugene swung the Moonlight Sword once more. The trajectory of the 
sword now drew the shape of a full moon. 


“That is why you can’t block this,” Eugene declared. 


The filled-up full moon scattered away. All-consuming light flooded 
the entire forest. 


Dominic didn’t know what the sword in front of him was. Although 
the Moonlight Sword had been sealed deep underground in Helmuth, 
even the Demon King of Carnage didn’t know what it was. The 
Moonlight Sword was pure destruction in the shape of a sword. 


Every thorn from Spear Forest that Dominic had cast using the Demon 
Spear was crushed. With every beam of light touching him, his body 
was destroyed, and every time, more scales covered his body. 
Dominic’s consciousness became faint as he went through this process 
multiple times. 


It was becoming faint, but it didn’t mean he was unconscious. No 
longer under Dominic’s control, his body moved even more sharply 
and precisely. The remnant in the Demon Spear led Dominic; he 
wasn’t using his skills anymore. 


“...What am I...?’ Dominic absentmindedly thought. 


With blank eyes, he looked forward. Every time a shining light 
brushed past him, his body shook greatly, but it didn’t hurt. 


“...What am I doing here...?’ 


He remembered stabbing his grandfather from behind. He had pierced 
the heart, twisted the sword, and held his grandfather’s collapsing 
body. His grandfather had pulled out the Demon Spear to 
counterattack, but he hadn’t used it in the end. He had just turned 
back, looking at Dominic in disbelief. 


Dominic had enjoyed the look on Doynes’ face. The Council Head had 
thought Dominic would obediently become his heir, huh? Well, in a 
way, the Council Head ruled over the entire Lionheart clan. If Eugene 
Lionheart hadn’t shown up, Dominic would have dreamt of becoming 
the Head and been satisfied with his seat. There was one reason for 
the Council of Elders to be stronger than the main house: the Council 
Head, Doynes Lionheart. He was positioned higher up in the Lionheart 
family tree than any other main family member. He was also a man of 
talent, recognized by everyone in the clan. 


However, Dominic couldn’t be his grandfather. He wasn’t certain 
whether he would be treated as the Lionheart’s highest elder and 


martial arts master when he was old enough to become the Council of 
Elders’ Head like his grandfather. 


“...Why...?’ Right before his consciousness faded away, one question 
filled Dominic’s head. “...Why am I dying?’ 


The answer to Dominic’s question was simple: Eugene had killed him 
with his sword. No matter how bizarre and brilliant spearmanship 
Dominic showed with his four arms, Eugene already knew every skill 
he used. 


The remnant didn’t have an ego. How hard could it be to fight against 
a person who only relied on another’s memory to use skills? The 
heroes’ fight against the Demon King of Cruelty had continued for 
three days. Hamel and Vermouth had stood on the front lines and 
dealt with the Demon King’s spear. 


It was impossible for Eugene to forget the fight, so he knew how 
Dominic would move — he knew in which direction he should deflect 
Dominic’s attack and where to aim in order to cut Dominic. If the 
Moonlight Sword by itself did not suffice to fight the Demon King, 
Eugene could use it with enough proficiency so it would suffice. 


Everything happened in a flash. Right after Eward flew up to the sky 
and swung the Annihilation Hammer downward, Dominic’s mind was 
destroyed. It didn’t take long for Eugene to cut off Dominic’s every 
arm and slit his stomach. 


Eugene passed by Dominic, but the dead Dominic stood up behind 
him. 


Dominic’s mind was already corroded and destroyed by the remnant, 
his body irreparably damaged. However, the scales connected and 
filled up his horrendously damaged body. 


Looking at Dominic being stitched together once more, Eward 
laughed. Controlling a corpse was a taboo even in black magic, but 
Eward enjoyed committing this taboo that he should never have 
committed. 


‘Mother.’ Eward thought of Tanis and everyone in the Bossar Family. 


He wondered if everyone had rotted by now. They probably had. At 
the time, Eward wasn’t a black wizard, so he couldn’t make proper 
undead out of the corpses. The best he could do was kill them without 
leaving a scar... and control them very carefully using his darkness. 
He really didn’t want to break them. 


“Magic is...” Trembling with excitement, Eward moved his hands. “... 
So cool and fun.” 


The darkness spirits creepily shrieked, and the darkness resonated 
with their screams as they crowded around Eward. Moving his finger, 
Eward drew a formula with blood-red light on the darkness. 


The darkness that hovered around Eugene turned into numerous 
hands. They all reached out to Eugene, trying to grab him. Avoiding 
their grips, Eugene swung the Moonlight Sword and the Holy Sword 
simultaneously. 


Meanwhile, Dominic’s — no, the monster’s face was covered with 
scales. With a squealing sound, the monster thrust the Demon Spear 
into the ground. Once again, darkness spread underneath Eugene. 
Thorns soared up, turning the ground into a forest of spears. However, 
Eugene stood in the center, unscathed. 


Woosh! 


Turning full circle, Eugene crushed the thorns and took a step back as 
he lifted his cloak. 


With his black magic, Eward tried to pressure the space around 
Eugene to suffocate him. 


[Ack...!] 


Mer groaned in Eugene’s head. Eward’s magic was tenacious and 
ominous, just like a curse. Using the barriers, Mer stopped Eward, 
then analyzed the formula and dispelled Eward’s magic. 


Eugene had said that he was going to trust Mer and Tempest to defend 
him. And that was what he was going to do. 


When he turned his head, Eugene could see the staggering Dominic. 
Eugene had killed him several times, but Dominic still stood up. 


‘Do I have to turn him into ash to finish him off?’ Eugene wondered. 


Although he could spare a part of his mana, it was a waste to infuse 
enough mana in the Moonlight Sword to reduce Dominic to ashes. 


‘I can’t waste it on a corpse.’ 


He pulled out the Thunderbolt Pernoa. It had previously consumed a 
significant amount of his mana, but he now had the Lightning Flame. 
Ever since he had acquired that, Eugene could greatly reduce his 
mana waste, enabling him to continuously fire the Thunderbolt with 
little mana. 


Pzzz! 


He didn’t even need to draw the bow. The waving Lightning Flame 
held up the Thunderbolt as the bolts of lightning from the Flame 
became its arrows. 


One, two, three, four, five... fifteen lightning bolts were now ready to 
fire. Eugene shot them out all at once. 


Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! 


Amid the loud sound and the blindingly bright light, Dominic’s body 
was crushed and began to scatter away. Moving forward, Eugene 
swung the Holy Sword. Under the sword’s holy fire, Dominic’s entire 
body crumbled to dust, leaving no trace behind. 


However, the Demon Spear remained. 


Ignoring the Demon Spear, which had fallen on the ground, Eugene 
jumped up. With the giant magic circle behind his back, Eward was 
holding the Annihilation Hammer high. 


“ ,.Hahaha!” Eward burst into laughter and swung the Annihilation 
Hammer downward. 


Rumbbleee! 


The intense air current made by the Annihilation Hammer rushed over 
Eugene. Numerous hands came out of the darkness underneath 
Eugene, trying to grab him. 


The magic circle behind Eward rippled, and a set of giant hands 
emerged from within the circle. Then, as if they were Eward’s wings, 
the hands opened wide and grabbed his body from behind, appearing 
like giant folded wings. 


“Nice to see you,” Eugene spat. He knew those hands. The hands were 
made from the Demon King of Carnage’s black magic. Even though 
Hamel had attacked with all his might, he had found it difficult to 
slash off even one finger. There were ten fingers in total, each with its 
own magical ability. The Demon King had simply moved a finger here 
and there, but it was enough to bombard the heroes’ party with 
powerful magic. 


The demonic energy led by the Annihilation Hammer was weighing 
down on Eugene’s entire body as if it would crush him. The barriers 
under Mer’s control shattered one by one. As Tempest supported 
Eugene’s body, he tried to countervail the Annihilation Hammer’s 
power, but his storms scattered away as the darkness began to mix 
itself in the storms. 


Eugene put the Thunderbolt back inside the Cloak. 


The pressuring energy was strong, but not enough to bend his back. As 
Eugene glanced at Eward, he saw the latter looking down at him, 
using the giant hands to shield his entire body. He was smiling as if he 
was certain of his victory. 


He looked ridiculous. 


What had Eward done ever since the fight had begun? Well, he had 
made several smart moves. Isolating this space with darkness and 
stopping the Black Lions from joining the fight was pretty smart. 
Making Cyan, Ciel, and the others their hostages earlier was also 
smart. However, that was it. He had signed a contract with the 
darkness spirit, the remnant of the Demon Kings. After that, he could 


do so many things, such as controlling the darkness in this place, 
using the Annihilation Hammer properly, and using high-ranked black 
magic by resonating with the remnants. But he didn’t. 


‘This is all he can do.’ Eugene concluded. 


Swinging the Annihilation Hammer, grabbing opponents with a bunch 
of hands, making thorns with the Demon Spear... Eward used various 
spells aside from these things, but he did it pretty clumsily considering 
how powerful the Demon King’s skills had been originally. 


Pzzz. 


Eugene’s lightning flowed, and the blazing mane generated by the 
White Flame Formula fluttered in the air. 


The layer of demonic energy created by the Annihilation Hammer was 
broken through. With his eyes dyed with darkness, Eward accurately 
perceived what had happened in front of him. 


The layer of demonic energy was penetrated when the Moonlight 
Sword shone. Without delay, Eugene approached the giant hands. 
Arriving in front of them, he turned his waist and pulled out the Holy 
Sword. He first cut the fingers with the Holy Sword, then attacked the 
weakened fingers with the Moonlight Sword. 
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...Ah...” Eward gasped. The fingers that shielded his body were cut 
apart. The darkness that had previously risen up flowed down like 
blood. Eward looked down at his collapsing body, but he saw 
something weird. 


Of course it was weird. 
Eugene’s attacks from above had cut Eward in half. 


“Ahhhhh!!!” Eward screamed as he felt horrible pain. The darkness 
near him burst continuously. The magic circle was distorted. 


‘Tt hurts. Why?’ 


Eward was bisected at the abdomen. 
‘Am I going to die?’ 


He wasn’t going to die. The darkness reconnected his body, even 
replacing Eward’s blood, making Eward whole once again. 


“T w-will ki-kill you,” Eward stutteringly said, wiggling his fingers. 


Using the set of giant hands, he started bombarding Eugene with 
magic. His attack was ferocious and fierce, very much unlike Eward’s 
usual self. 


Wrapping himself in a mana shield, Eugene broke through Eward’s 
magic attacks. He wasn’t just relying on the mana shield — Tempest’s 
raging wind pushed away Eward’s magic while Mer intercepted the 
rest. 


“Arrggh!” Holding the Annihilation Hammer, Eward sprung out at 
Eugene. The floating set of giant hands flicked a finger in Eugene’s 
direction. 


Booom! 


The explosion affected him, but Eugene didn’t let it show. Instead, he 
stepped forward without stopping. Then, he swung the Moonlight 
Sword powered by the explosive Ignition. 


Bannggg! 


The Annihilation Hammer and the Moonlight Sword clashed. Eugene 
didn’t have enough power to cut down Eward. If he went head to head 
with Eward, he would certainly be at a disadvantage. So, instead of 
trying to fight against Eward’s power, Eugene used Eward’s 
momentum to turn around and shove the Holy Sword, which he 
pulled out from the Cloak, into the gaps between the giant fingers 
wrapped around Eward. 


“Awwwk!!” 


Eugene slit Eward’s throat, but he couldn’t cut the head off. He only 
cut it halfway. As Eugene had expected, no blood came out of Eward’s 
throat, and his ‘brother’ could still speak clearly. Screaming at the top 
of his lungs, Eward brandished the Annihilation Hammer and blindly 
fired different magic attacks. 


Thummmp! 


Eugene hadn’t stopped using Ignition, but he was already starting to 
feel the rebound. Although he pursed his lips tightly, blood was 
oozing out from the corner of his lips. His speed slowed down for a 
moment. Tempest and Mer focused on defending Eugene, but the 
Annihilation Hammer broke through their defense, smashing Eugene’s 
left arm. 


“Ha... Hahaha!” Eward saw Eugene’s left arm bleeding. If he had been 
a little stronger, he would have ripped off Eugene’s arm. Although 
Eward hadn’t managed that, Eugene had to be experiencing a lot of 
pain. Besides, Eugene couldn’t recover his wounds, unlike Eward. 


“Tt hurts? Right?! You can cry if you want to. Even scream if you 
want!” Eward chortled. 


“Grow a pair,” [1] said Eugene. 
“...What?” 


“Tf you can’t man up and you think this kind of injury is something to 
cry about, wear a diaper, you fucking baby,” Eugene smirked as he 
came up close to Eward. Eugene was holding the Moonlight Sword, 
but Eward couldn’t see the terrifying moonlight. 


‘...What is that sword?’ Eward thought, unable to understand what 
Eugene was holding right now. 


Still, he didn’t care because he was definitely going to get Eugene at 
this distance. He wasn’t lowering his guard, as he hated getting hurt. 
The fingers covered Eward’s body, creating a more secure cocoon, and 
another magic circle appeared on top of the previous giant magic 
circle behind Eward. 


“...Why?’ Eward asked inside his mind. 

The darkness pulled him toward it. 

“...What do you mean by ‘avoid it’...? That thing is just... a stick.’ 
The spirit delivered a warning in a faint voice. 


‘Don’t... order me around. I-I can do this on my own. Trust me, I will feed 
you that guy myself.’ 


The fight that seemed everlasting finally stopped when the Moonlight 
Sword touched the giant set of hands that protected Eward, exploding 
the moonlight. 


Chapter 147 
The Remnant (4) 


The moonlight seeped in from between the gaps of the giant hands. 


A Demon King was a mythical being with powers that lived up to their 
name. 300 years ago, even Vermouth couldn’t rip apart the Demon 
King of Cruelty when he launched a direct frontal attack using the 
Moonlight Sword. On top of that, Eugene’s Moonlight Sword was 
significantly weaker than Vermouth’s. If the Demon King of Carnage 
had used any magic right now, it would have been impossible for 
Eugene to use the current Moonlight Sword to rip apart the Demon 
King’s magic with a direct frontal attack. 


“Ahhh...” Eward looked forward with wide eyes. He felt like 
hundreds, thousands of ants were crawling on the surface of his brain. 
Those marching ants suddenly dug their way into the center of his 
brain, messing with Eward’s mind. 


Someone else’s memory deranged Eward’s brain, but he didn’t know 
whose memory this was. It showed Eugene wrapped in white flames. 
His flame overloaded abruptly, but he wasn’t using a technique 
pertaining to the Lionhearts’ White Flame Formula. He used the 
technique that he had used earlier while dodging Dominic’s attacks as 
he had toyed with Dominic. It took more than a genius to develop that 
kind of advanced skill. 


Eward saw a scene he had never seen before in his life. Wrapped in 
white flames, a man swung the Holy Sword. In fact, he used multiple 
swords — sometimes, he used the Holy Sword, but he also swung the 
Moonlight Sword. Over time, his clothes and movements changed... 
But there was something that never changed — another man who 
fought beside the man with the Holy Sword. 


This second man, covered with scars, wasn’t wrapped in flames, but 
he kept fighting nonetheless. No matter how ruthless the enemy’s 
attack was, he didn’t stop. Every time his weapon shattered, he would 


pick up another from the ground. Some attacks seemed impossible to 
dodge, but the man avoided them somehow. That wasn’t the end; he 
even made counterattacks. 


Slowly, the memory from the distant past overlapped with the present. 


That was when Eward realized — the man full of scars was none other 
than Eugene Lionheart. 


“AWKKKKK!” Eward screamed in pain. His pain was greater than his 
shock from realizing the truth about his adopted brother. 


The moonlight that had seeped in through the gaps of the giant hands 
destroyed Eward’s magic. Directly facing the light, Eward’s body 
began to fall apart. He used the Demon King’s magic, but its power 
was not as great as when the Demon King used it himself. 


“Does it hurt?” Eugene blurted out, shoving the Moonlight Sword 
further into the gap between the fingers of the giant hands. 


His left arm was crushed. He also didn’t expect he would be hit by 
Ignition’s rebound in this critical moment. Still, he didn’t think he was 
unlucky. It had only cost Eugene an arm to take care of a Demon 
King’s remnant. Besides, his left arm hadn’t even been cut off. The 
bones in his left arm were just shattered, and the flesh around the 
bones had been crushed. He would recover without a scar. 


He felt pain, but his injury wasn’t painful enough to make him scream. 
Even when Eugene — no, Hamel had died with a hole in his chest, he 
hadn’t screamed even once. This kind of injury was nothing to him. 


“’m pretty sure the Patriarch’s broken heart hurts more.” Eugene 
bitterly looked at Eward. 


He couldn’t consider Gilead a great Patriarch or father. However, the 
man tried his best, and Eugene thought he was rather unfortunate. 


If Gilead had been a more active parent, Eward wouldn’t have fallen 
this far. Gilead was a sloppy father, and Tanis was a greedy mother. 


“If only...” Eward stuttered out a painful scream. Opening his 
reddish-black eyes wide, Eward glared at the Moonlight Sword. With 
Eward’s fragile mind, making a decision was impossible. However, the 
spirit that corroded Eward’s mind pushed his body forward with 
malice. 


“Tf only you weren’t here...!” Eward screamed. 


The giant hands that protected Eward’s body opened up. In spite of 
being cut apart by the moonlight, the fingers sprung forth at Eugene. 
No, they were not fingers anymore. The darkness filled with a desire 
to kill Eugene rushed over him, but it was scattered away by the 
increasingly bright moonlight. 


Eugene didn’t answer Eward’s frantic scream. His chest muscles were 
stiff, and his heart ached. Quite some time had passed since Eugene 
had started Ignition. He hadn’t struggled in this fight, but he had used 
an overwhelming amount of power compared to when he had fought 
Barang. 


“Tm getting tired,” Eugene murmured as he moved forward. He hadn’t 
finished using Ignition yet. When he wished to speed up, all his mana 
sparked up in reply, enabling him to spring forward like lightning. 
The darkness rushing in was ominous enough to crush people as soon 
as it touched them, but Eugene’s flame pushed away the darkness. 


“Tf only...!” Eward kept whimpering. 


Eugene quickly closed the distance between him and Eward. Different 
types of magic spells crossed Eward’s mind. He could use them to ride 
out the current situation. Yes, Eward had a bunch of magic he hadn’t 
used yet. Hadn’t he longed for this kind of magic ever since he was 
little? If he sacrificed Eugene, he would learn much greater magic 
than now. 


“...What should I do?’ Eward wondered. 


Right now, there was one thing the Eward severely lacked — the 
ability to make a judgment during combat. He couldn’t crush Eugene 
with his power, and using magic without any plan was meaningless. 


However, Eward wasn’t good at making a choice. He had been 
desperate to learn magic since he was little but had no talent in magic 
that he so desperately craved. Yet, he had never tried hard enough to 
compensate for his shortcomings. 


That was why it was too late for Eward to win. 


With the Moonlight Sword, Eugene pierced Eward’s heart. Even before 
Eward moaned, the Moonlight Sword shone. The pale moonlight lit up 
inside Eward’s body. 


His mouth opened wide, but he couldn’t scream. The moonlight was 
enough to destroy the man’s fragile mind. His very existence had been 
stained by the darkness, but the moonlight lit up the darkness, 
obliterating it. 


Wooosh! 


Eward’s limbs turned to ashes, disappearing. With cold eyes, Eugene 
watched Eward crumble into dust. The thought of asking Eward about 
any last words crossed Eugene’s mind, but he stayed quiet in the end. 


He just watched Eward die. Eward’s black eyes were returning to their 
original color, and his face was contorted from fear and pain. Waving 

his arms in the air, Eward opened and closed his mouth several times. 

Eugene forcibly moved his left arm to hold the Holy Sword. 


Stab! 


The light from the Moonlight Sword was already killing Eward, but 
Eugene shoved the Holy Sword into Eward’s chest as well to ensure 
that he died. 


Woosh... 


The light dimmed. Gasping for breath, Eugene put down the 
Moonlight Sword and the Holy Sword. 


Thud! 


The Annihilation Hammer, held in Eward’s hand, fell to the ground. 
Without leaving a trace, Eward crumbled into dust. 


Staying in mid-air for a moment, Eugene caught his breath. It felt like 
his heart was going to burst, and his whole body ached. However, he 
couldn’t rest now. The fight wasn’t really over yet. Continuing to catch 
his breath, Eugene looked down at the ground. 


The ground was originally covered with the darkness summoned by 
the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear. Underneath the 
darkness was the forest with bumpy grounds. However, only a giant 
hole remained on the ground now. 


With nonchalant eyes, Eugene followed the trail that his fight left, 
searching for his target. The Demon Spear, which fell first, was at the 
bottom of the hole. The Annihilation Hammer was next to the hole. 


“ ..Hector.” Eugene crumpled up his face as he couldn’t find Hector 
Lionheart. The last time Eugene had seen Hector was... when he was 
lying unconscious behind Dominic. Had he dissipated into dust in the 
middle of Eugene and Eward’s battle? 


‘Or else, did he run?’ Eugene wondered. 


Strangely, Hector had a pretty strong artifact. Maybe he also had a 
way to escape from this darkness. Clicking his tongue, Eugene slowly 
came down to the ground. 


[...Hamel, it won’t be a wise move to hold...] Tempest cautioned. 


“Those idiots had been using it, so I’m sure I will be able to use it.” 
Eugene chuckled as he reached out his hand for the Demon Spear. 


300 years ago, Hamel and Molon wanted to become the owner of the 
Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear. Hamel tried holding it 
several times, but every time he did, he felt like he was going to go 
insane. So, in the end, he gave up on being the owner of those 
weapons. 


Was he not worthy enough? The thought had crossed Hamel’s mind. 
The Demon Spear, the Annihilation Hammer, and the Moonlight 


Sword only accepted Vermouth as their owners, not accepting anyone 
else. Only Vermouth could use those ridiculously strong weapons. 


Hamel and Molon were also strong, but they weren't as strong as 
Vermouth. If someone needed to meet special qualifications to become 
the owner of the legendary weapons, only Vermouth met those 
qualifications. 


Hamel had thought so 300 years ago, but Eugene didn’t think so right 
now. The Council Head owned the Demon Spear. The Annihilation 
Hammer was owned by Dominic. Were they more qualified than 
Hamel and Molon? If ‘qualifications’ meant talent, then absolutely not. 
The only thing that made Doynes and Dominic more special than 
Hamel and Molon was their lineage as the Great Vermouth’s 
descendants. 


“...Even the Moonlight Sword,’ Eugene thought. 


He could now hold and swing the awful sword with ease, maybe 
because he had reincarnated as Vermouth’s descendant. 


Eugene stood in front of the Demon Spear. The ominous Spear was 
tenaciously emitting darkness, dyeing the ground black. After glaring 
at it fora moment, Eugene unhesitatingly reached out to grab the 
Demon Spear. 


Ooooo! 


Trembling, the Demon Spear in Eugene’s hand howled. His head spun; 
his mind was confused. He was in more pain than he had been when 
his left arm was crushed by Eward’s attack. As he gritted his teeth to 
stop screaming, Eugene pulled out the Demon Spear stuck into the 
ground. 


He came out of the hole and approached the Annihilation Hammer. 
[Sir Eugene...? You are okay, right?] Mer asked in fear. 


Without answering Mer, Eugene extended his crushed left hand and 
grabbed the Annihilation Hammer. 


When he grabbed the Hammer, Eugene’s view was covered with 
darkness, but he wasn’t surprised. 


Glaring at the darkness, he took a step forward. 


The darkness shook hard as it gathered up in one place. Although it 
didn’t have a specific form, this ominous darkness made every living 
being instinctively shudder. Eugene was familiar with this darkness. 
The ‘darkness spirit’ had previously existed in two pieces: one was in 
the Demon Spear and another in the Annihilation Hammer. However, 
the pieces now united and became one ‘darkness spirit.’ 


The spirit was the remnant of the two Demon Kings — the Demon 
King of Carnage and the Demon King of Cruelty. 


When he became conscious of the remnant, Eugene’s mind became 
unstable again. Staggering, Eugene grabbed his head. The truth of 
black magic, which had made Eward be in the raptures of happiness, 
was about to be engraved in Eugene’s mind. However, this engraving 
wasn’t the same as accumulating knowledge. If that truth remained in 
his mind, the darkness spirit would take over his body, regardless of 
Eugene’s will. 


It meant that Eugene would become a representative of the Demon 
Kings, whom he hated with all his heart. On top of that, the Demon 
Kings had already died 300 years ago. 


“Get lost,” Eugene spoke harshly as he took one more step forward. 
Woosh! 


The white flame wrapped around Eugene. As he kept marching on, the 
flame mane around Eugene flew in the air. 


He dropped the Annihilation Hammer and the Demon Spear. Before 
they touched the ground, Eugene pulled out the Holy Sword and the 
Moonlight Sword from the Cloak. Eugene had no intention of 
tolerating the existence of that ominous, horrible being, much less 
using its power. 


The converging pale moonlight and holy light lit up the darkness. 


Ciel Lionheart was intoxicated, but she didn’t experience 
hallucinations. It had already been three years since she started to 
train as a Black Lion. She never skipped her drug-tolerance training, 
so her tolerance was pretty high. Her mind wasn’t fragile, either. 


However, her body was powerless; her mind was groggy. The darkness 
spirit not only shackled Ciel but all sacrificial offerings. The spirit then 
dragged their minds into deep darkness. 


Everything felt like a dream, but Ciel knew what had happened wasn’t 
a dream. Still, it didn’t seem real. She couldn’t interfere, only able to 
watch. She saw a reality that felt like a dream. 


“.,.Where is... Eugene?” Ciel asked with trembling lips. It was difficult 
for her to speak. Her head ached, and her body felt heavy like wet 
cotton. 


Her eyes kept closing on their own, so Ciel forced them to stay open. 
Among the people who had been captured as sacrificial offerings, Ciel 
was the first to regain consciousness. 


“’..He is okay... right?” She pressed her uncle, Gion Lionheart, for an 
answer. With worried eyes, her uncle looked down at her, unable to 
pull himself together. 


Gion had realized something was going on in the forest. After he 
discovered that a large amount of demonic energy was accumulated 
elsewhere besides the center of the forest, the entire Black Lion Order 
marched into the forest. 


Dominic knew the Black Lion Knights well. They were too obsessed to 
make only the Lionhearts as the Black Lion Knights. As a result of 
their obsession, there wasn’t a single priest or a paladin in the Black 
Lion Knightly Order. 


The barrier had been meticulously made by the Demon King’s 
remnant and was truly powerful. However, since the Black Lion 
Knights didn’t have the Holy Sword and the Moonlight Sword, it was 
impossible for them to break the barrier. Even the captains on watch 
duty gathered up in one place to break through the barrier, but it 
wasn’t easy to break this kind of barrier with pure physical force. 


Gion included, the Black Lions hadn’t arrived at the scene of the 
incident because they had been able to break through the barrier. No, 
they had arrived because the barrier had been destroyed when a 
brilliant light filled the darkness. 


“,.He is injured, though...” Gion nodded, heaving a long sigh. After 
hearing his answer, Ciel raised her head with difficulty and searched 
for Eugene. 


With a haggard face, Eugene was sitting down on the ground. His 
bloody left arm was a mess. It wouldn’t have been strange for Eugene 
to have fainted already. Instead, he looked the same as he did when 
the semiconscious Ciel saw him inside the barrier. 


“’,.Are you okay?” Ciel spoke with a trembling voice. Her voice was 
small, but Eugene heard her. 


Looking at Ciel, Eugene grinned. “Do I look okay to you?” 


He was not gonna lie; he wasn’t fine. Without Kristina, Eugene would 
take at least a week to recover from his left arm injury and the 
internal injury he had sustained as a rebound from Ignition. 


“Don’t try to stay awake. Just sleep.” Eugene suggested to Ciel. 
“..1, I’m fine.” 


“T know you are not okay. It’s all over, so you don’t need to stay 
awake.” 


“'..1 have to... I want to say something to you.” Ciel didn’t change her 
mind. 


She could finally relax, but she was beginning to choke up with 
emotions. Thinking that this was how she would die, she was scared. 
Although she wished someone would come and save her, at the same 
time, she also wished for no one to come. Yet, neither of her desperate 
wishes had come true: Cyan, Gargith, Dezra, and Genia had come one 
by one... and failed to save her. Everyone had been overpowered and 
captured by the darkness. 


However, Eugene hadn’t come. Despite everything, she thought that it 
was fortunate. She hoped that Eugene had run away and gone outside 
the forest to ask for help. With the smell of blood filling her nose as 
Eward drew the magic circle, Ciel had gradually become unconscious. 
Then, when she was about to faint, she saw Eugene’s flame. 


“...You saved me,” Ciel quietly spoke after she calmed herself. 
“Don’t say it now.” Eugene shot her down. 
“Why?” 


“Thank me later. I’m going to hear it when you and I are both fine. 
You can say thank you then, very politely.” 


“ ..No, I don't want to. Hear it now...!” 


“No, I’m not gonna hear it now. You can thank me a hundred times 
now, but I’m not going to hear it,” Eugene said with a cheeky smile. 


Chapter 148 
The Remnant (5) 


‘Won‘’t it be better to just die than be in this much pain?’ Eugene seriously 
wondered as he lay in bed. 


Every time he so much as lifted a finger, his entire body was in such 
pain that Eugene had to grit his teeth to not scream. His body was so 
tightly wrapped with bandages that he felt stuffy. He was on so many 
medicines that smelled so disgusting they hurt his nostrils. 


It wasn’t Eugene’s first time experiencing a rebound from Ignition; he 
had felt it in his past life too. However, Eugene was certain that the 
current rebound hurt the most. Even with his past life included, he 
had never been in this much pain. 


“Errr... argh...” Eugene groaned, gritting his teeth again. He had just 
lifted a finger, but he felt like someone was shattering his bones with 
an icepick. 


The damn Lightning Flame was why he was in so much pain right 
now. The Lightning Flame significantly increased Ignition’s power, but 
the rebound also became significantly stronger. As a result, Eugene’s 
muscles were in extreme pain. Although he had trained and trained, 
his body couldn’t handle the rebound from the upgraded Ignition. 


“If you are now going to use Ignition and the Lightning Flame 
together, then should we call it Thunder Ignition?” Mer asked, sitting 
on a rocking chair beside Eugene’s bed. Putting down the book she 
was reading, Mer stared at Eugene with twinkling eyes. 


“Or is it Lightning Ignition?” 
“T might really kill you someday,” Eugene spoke as he glared back. 


“T think the name Ignition is really cool, but the version you use right 


now is different. It’s on another level altogether, so shouldn’t you 
change its name?” 


“MerMerMerdein, I’m really gonna kill you.” 
“My name isn’t MerMerMerdein.” 


“Ah fuck. Ignition is my technique, and I use it. Why are you trying to 
get under my skin by coming up with new names?” 


“Think of it as necessary advice.” Mer pouted as she got down from 
her chair. “...If you give your techniques really embarrassing names, 
you might not use that brainlessly dangerous technique anymore 
because you would be too embarrassed.” 


“You sound just like Sienna. She used to talk just like you, telling me 
to stop using Ignition.” Eugene grumbled, frowning. “I had to use 
Ignition in that situation. Yeah, it fucking hurts right now, but I don’t 
regret using it. I will continue to use it in the future when the 
situation demands me to. If I don’t, I will just regret it afterward.” 


“...1 don’t really know what pain is, but people are bound to hesitate 
if they know that they are going to be in pain,” Mer muttered, staring 
at the floor. 


“T don’t hesitate. If I decide to do something, I always do it. Besides, it 
won’t hurt much the next time I use it. As my body adapts to 
Lightning Flash, the severity of the rebound will drop back to 
normal...” 


“So is it Lightning Flash Ignition then?” Mer swiftly raised her head. 


“T can’t move right now because I’m in pain, so would you please 
knock yourself on the head?” 


“Unlike you, I don’t have a masochistic hobby of overtaxing my body 
or making myself suffer.” Mer puffed her cheeks in frustration, sitting 
on the edge of Eugene’s bed. For a moment, she looked at Eugene, 
feeling bad for him. 


He wouldn’t suffer any aftereffects as he usually recovered very 
quickly. There were no elixirs available in the Black Lion Castle, but 
there were many expensive, effective potions. Since Eugene had 
received proper first aid, his left arm would completely recover after a 
week of bed rest. Although Eugene was in such extreme pain that he 
thought it would be better to die, he would feel much better after a 
couple of days in bed. 


Mer also knew that, but that didn’t mean she could be nonchalant 
about Eugene’s injury. 


‘What if Sir Eugene never recovers and he has to spend his entire life in 
bed? What if he sustains irrecoverable injuries in a difficult fight like the 
last one?... Or dies during the fight?’ Mer nervously thought. 


Clicking this tongue, Eugene said, “Stop thinking about the worst 
scenarios. It brings bad luck.” 


“ ..-Huuh... how did you know? Can you read my mind?” 
“You are an open book.” 


“’,.. can’t help but worry. I don’t like to see you suffering. I’d hate to 
see you die even more.” 


“You really think of me as a maniac, huh? Do you think I like 
suffering and dying? Stop chattering. Just come and cut me an apple.” 


“'... don’t know how to cut it.” 


“Are you never gonna do it because you don’t know how? There can 
be stuff you are bad at or don’t know how to do. But you still have to 
try and practice in order to be good at it.” 


“Ok, geezer.” Mer pouted, looking at a fruit basket sitting on Eugene’s 
bedside table. Genos and Gion had brought the basket while Eugene 
was unconscious. 


Geezer—Eugene couldn’t really refute Mer, but he still felt a strange 
sense of incompatibility. 


Including his age from his past life, Eugene was over sixty years. His 
body had changed, but his soul hadn’t, so it wasn’t technically wrong 
to call him an old man, was it? However, the young girl who had just 
called him ‘geezer’ merely looked like a young girl. Wasn’t she actually 
a 200-year-old familiar? 


“Preposterous, my personality is that of a youthful mademoiselle,” 
Mer spoke like a character in an old novel. 


“What is up with your way of talking...” Eugene mumbled with a 
disgusted face. Mer dramatically stuck her tongue out at Eugene. 
Then, she picked up a big apple and started peeling it with a paring 
knife that was as small as her palm. 


Knock, knock. 


While Mer was having trouble peeling an apple, someone knocked on 
the door to Eugene’s room. It was Genos. 


“Come in,” Eugene answered. 


Genos entered the room and looked back and forth between Mer, who 
looked serious as she held the paring knife, and the bunch of apple 
skins, with a lot of apple flesh still attached, that fell on the floor. 


“,.Let me do it.” Genos offered. 


“T don’t need to know how to neatly peel off an apple while I live 
because I don’t need to eat apples. On top of that, you don’t need to 
peel off apples when you make an apple pie or apple juice,” Mer 
quickly said. Eugene wasn’t sure if she was making up excuses or just 
randomly babbling. 


Mer handed Genos the paring knife, and Genos skillfully sliced the 
apple as he spoke. “...The Council Head... No, Sir Doynes regained his 
consciousness.” 


“Is it fortunate news?” 


“...The Black Lions and the Council of Elders may think so, but Sir 


Doynes doesn’t think his survival is good news. The first thing he said 
after he regained his consciousness was, ‘Why did you save me?’” 
Genos put down the paring knife as he bitterly smiled. There was a 
plate full of bunny-shaped apple slices in front of him. Mer swiftly 
picked up a slice and ate it. 


“Tt’s impossible to save him anyway,” Eugene said calmly. 


“Yes, Sir Doynes refuses any further treatment. But... he says he wants 
to hear the whole story from you and express his remorse, Senior 
Brother.” 


‘Remorse, huh?’ Eugene thought as he made a sour face. 


The Council Head wasn’t the one who had requested Barang to kill 
Eugene. It was Dominic. However, the Council Head wasn’t blameless; 
he had talked too much to his grandson. 


Of course, this incident would still have happened even if the Council 
Head had kept his mouth shut. Dominic, Hector, and Eward’s 
conspiracy had nothing to do with Barang trying to assassinate 
Eugene. Dominic had done that on his own. 


“ ,.When?” Eugene reluctantly asked. 


“Tf you are okay with it, I will bring him here right now,” Genos 
eagerly spoke. 


“T don’t mind, but wouldn’t it be better for me to go? I’m asking a 
dying grandpa with a hole in his chest to come.” 


“Your injury is also severe, Senior Brother. And the Council Head 
insisted that he should be the one to visit you.” 


“Why is he insisting?” 


Genos didn’t answer, hesitating a bit. After checking whether or not 
the door was closed, he also checked if anyone was eavesdropping. 


“IT don’t know the exact reason, but I have some ideas.” 


“Ideas?” Eugene asked, tilting his head in confusion. 


“’..You have told me the whole story of the recent incident.” Genos 
began to speak, carefully choosing his next words. 


Before losing consciousness due to the rebound from Ignition, Eugene 
desperately held on and told the whole story to Genos. It included 
everything from the darkness spirit, which turned out to be the 
remnant of Demon Kings, Eward running amok, and Dominic and 
Hector’s betrayal. 


“...1 know you are strong, Senior Brother. But... no matter how strong 
you are... you are still young... It’s impossible... to kill Dominic, 
Hector, and Eward, particularly since they were together with the 
Demon Kings’ remnant.” 


“But I did kill them.” 


“Yes, you did. On top of that, the enemies were using the Annihilation 
Hammer and the Demon Spear, but the only injury you sustained was 

a fracture in your left arm. The reason you are on bed rest is that you 

are experiencing a rebound from using Ignition.” 


Genos stopped speaking for a moment. Then, swallowing hard, he 
stared at Eugene. 


“...senior Brother... Who are you?” 
“Ubi.” 


“You have found Sir Hamel’s grave, which no one found before you. 
Although you have told me that was where you found Sir Hamel’s 
secret manual... it isn’t enough to explain how you can be so strong. I 
know... I know how nonsensical this sounds, but... I have fought you, 
Senior Brother. While we fought using the Hamel Style, you used 
Asura Rampage and Lightning Counter so proficiently...” Genos 
desperately explained. 


“Stop.” Eugene raised his hand, heaving a long sigh. Above all else, 
Eugene really couldn’t hear Genos saying Asura Rampage and 
Lightning Counter. He could see Mer holding back her laughter after 


finishing half the apples on the plate. 


“T get what you are thinking right now, Junior Brother. Yes, I see 
where the Council Head is coming from.” Eugene nodded very 
slightly. 


He could deny their claims by making up excuses, but Eugene didn’t 
want to do that. Although he tried to sit as upright as possible, he 
could feel his injured body refusing to move. In the end, Eugene raised 
his head as high as he could as he lay on the bed and looked at Genos. 


“Tam Hamel,” Eugene said in a not-so-solemn way. 


He had previously thought that if he was going to reveal his identity, 
he would do it more seriously in a situation that would suit the hero 
from 300 years ago. However, he now figured it would be more 
embarrassing to postpone this moment only to do whatever 
magnificent reveal later. 


“ ..1 knew it...!” 


Silently urged by Mer, Genos had been cutting apples into bunny- 
shaped slices, but he instantly sprang up from his seat when he heard 
what Eugene said. He immediately put down the paring knife and 
apple, then kneeled in front of Eugene. 


Genos didn’t doubt Eugene. Instead, he felt much better after hearing 
this. A twenty-year-old man being that unbelievably strong — it 
would have actually been more ridiculous to think that Eugene had 
become that strong solely based on his inborn talent. 


Above all, if the hero from 300 years ago had reincarnated or 
possessed Eugene, Genos was now able to serve and respect Eugene as 
his senior brother without being embarrassed or complaining. Of 
course, Genos didn’t have complaints about calling Eugene his senior 
brother, but he was still a bit embarrassed. 


‘If Senior Brother is Sir Hamel, it is only right to serve and respect him.’ 


Even Genos had a hard time respecting a man younger than his 
daughter. 


‘No... if he is Sir Hamel, then isn’t it actually wrong to call him Senior 
Brother?’ 


When the thought crossed his mind, Genos trembled, feeling a shiver 
down his spine. 


“Teacher!” Genos spoke with teary eyes. As the heir of Hamel Style, 
he couldn’t help but shed tears of joy. He was enjoying the great 
honor of calling the great hero his ‘teacher.’ 


“How am I your teacher?” Eugene said with a sour face. 
“Everyone in the clan considers you our teacher, Sir Hamel...!” 


“But... well... technically, I never accepted you guys as my disciples. 
So why would you guys call me your teacher on your own...?” 


“You have taught me the new, correct Hamel Style, Teacher...! Why 
are you refusing to be called a teacher when you have accepted me as 
your junior brother and told me to call you senior brother?” Genos 
spoke with a hint of anger. 


“Alright, don’t get angry now...” Eugene heaved a big sigh. “Tell the 
Council Head to come to visit me. Or shall I go?” 


“No, I will go. Please stay in bed.” After neatly wiping off the tears on 
his face, Genos stood up. When Genos left the room, Mer also quietly 
stood up and lifted the Cloak of Darkness. 


“TI will be inside the Cloak.” 


“If you were going to go in, you could have gone in sooner. Why 
would you go in only after eating all the apples?” 


“T only ate it because you didn’t, Sir Eugene. Did you know that 
peeled-off apples turn brown over time? They look hideous. That is 
called the browning process.” 


“Uh... is that so...” 


“To stop the browning process, you have to put the apple slices in salt 
water or sugar water. It’s interesting, right? Lady Ancilla told me, but 
I prefer sugar water to salt water. Salt water is too salty.” 


“Are you going in, or what?” Eugene asked in annoyance. 

Mer sheepishly smiled and crawled into the Cloak. 

Leaning against the bed’s headboard, Eugene organized his thoughts. 
It had been two days since Eward had run amok. 


Just like Eugene, the people who had been captured as sacrificial 
offerings were still on bed rest. According to Gion, they would be able 
to recover by the next day at the latest. 


... The bodies of Eward, Dominic, and Hector hadn’t been recovered. 
There was nothing to recover, anyway. The only body found in the 
forest was of Deacon Lionheart. Deacon’s body had been laid ina 
coffin, and Carmen’s brother, Klein Lionheart, visited Deacon’s family 
to deliver his body. 


Gilead had been notified of the events, but even though he wanted to 
return, he had to stay at the palace for the time being. 


The Black Lion, dispatched to the Bossar Family, was found dead in 
their mansion’s warehouse. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the only body 
that was found. Over a hundred dead bodies were found inside the 
mansion — Tanis, Count Bossar, and the servants. They were all 
rotting. 


They had also found a diary in Eward’s room. However, no one had 
checked the diary’s contents. It was because Carmen, who had been 
dispatched to protect the main house, had threatened everyone to not 
check the diary before Gilead, Eward’s father and the Patriarch. 


“,..It’s absolute fuckery right now,’ Eugene thought, his head aching. 


‘The Council Head won’t be able to recover, so he must have delivered his 
will to the Council of Elders. He will probably die after he apologizes to 
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me. 


People were still sorting out the situation. Eward and Dominic had 
died. No one could confirm Hector’s death. Dominic and Hector’s 
families had already been arrested by the Black Lions. Although 
Eugene wasn’t sure what the Black Lions would gain from 
interrogating their family members, he was sure about one thing — 
the Lionheart clan’s reputation was in the gutter now. On top of that, 
the Black Lion’s reputation had been trashed and dragged in the mud. 
They were too helpless in the recent incident. 


“...Carmen Lionheart... She would probably become the Council Head.’ 


After Doynes Lionheart’s death, Carmen Lionheart would become the 
highest-ranking elder. 


“...But she would never want that, considering her personality. She still 
wants to work in the field... Then would Klein Lionheart become the next 
Council Head?’ 


Klein lacked dignity, but he didn’t seem to be a bad person. 


‘What would happen to the main family? I’m guessing the Patriarch would 
resign to take responsibility for raising a wuss son... Then is Cyan going to 
be the next Patriarch right away? Or is it going to be Gion? But they 
wouldn’t make the second son Patriarch, especially since he has already 
become a collateral family member.’ 


Gion wouldn’t want to become a Patriarch, either. Frowning, Eugene 
sighed. 


There was one thing that troubled Eugene — too much spotlight was 
on him right now. Even Genos had doubts about Eugene’s real 
identity, so it was safe to assume the Council Head was probably 
thinking the same. 


‘,..Ill just tell the Patriarch that I was able to do all that because of the 
Holy Sword.’ 


While he was entertaining these thoughts, he heard a knock. 


“Come in,” Eugene answered. 


The door opened right away. Eugene was expecting Donyes to be ina 
wheelchair or have someone help him walk. However, Doynes walked 
in without any support. 


Still, looking at how Doynes was practically forcing himself to keep 
his eyes open, Eugene could see that the man was dying. Donyes’ face 
was livid, and his cheeks were hollow. As for the hole in his chest, 
Eugene couldn’t see anything because Donyes was wearing a uniform 
to cover it. 


“Ts it okay for you to move around like that?” Eugene cautiously 
asked. 


Even though he was staggering, Donyes walked on his own. After he 
closed the door, he stared at Eugene for a moment, then bowed his 
head. 


“It’s an honor to meet the Great Hamel.” 


‘He is not even asking me whether or not I am Hamel,’ Eugene thought as 
he reluctantly nodded. 


“Uhm... I... am also... uh... glad to meet my friend’s descendant.” 


Chapter 149 
Bedside Visits (1) 


The awkwardness was unbearable. 


If he hadn’t been so injured, he would have at least been able to turn 
his head away or adjust his posture. But right now, for Eugene, 
moving anything below his neck was a daunting challenge. So Eugene 
could only keep up an awkward expression while staring at the crown 
of Doynes’s head as the man bowed to him deeply, with the utmost 
respect. 


“...That’s... in your poor state of health... why don’t you stop that and 
take a seat?” Eugene recommended. 


“Tm fine like this,” Doynes rejected the offer. [1] 


“No, what do you mean by ‘I’m fine’? Didn’t you get stabbed through 
the chest? Let me just say, as someone who also had a hole pierced 
through his chest, I’m very familiar with what it feels like.” Eugene 
rambled awkwardly as he recalled the memories of his past life. “It’s a 
very shitty and hollow feeling, isn’t it? Hmmm... um... well... the 
hole that ran me through may have been larger, but still... I wasn’t 
able to walk around like you, and I just had to lie there waiting for 
death, you know?” 


“How amazing,” came the response from Doynes. 


Embarrassed by the words he had spewed out, Eugene coughed 
awkwardly. 


“’..Um... I wasn’t trying to brag that my chest hole was bigger...,” 
Eugene stiffly apologized as he desperately tried to shake loose the 
fixation with chest holes rattling around inside his head, but it wasn’t 
going the way he wanted it to. 


If you really thought about it, having a hole through the chest was an 
injury with many connotations for Eugene. His death in his previous 
life had also been due to a hole in his chest, and Sienna, still sealed in 
the World Tree, also had a hole in her chest... 


“ ,.Didn’t I tell you to stop standing there and take a seat? My body 
isn’t in great shape either, so having to look up at you standing there 
is a bit difficult,” Eugene complained. 


“Yes,” Doynes agreed and, without any further attempts at refusal, sat 
down on a chair near the bed. 


As the distance between them shortened, Eugene was better able to 
feel the aura of death lingering around Doynes. 


“How much time do you have left?” Eugene asked. 
“IT won’t make it through the night,” Doynes answered in a calm voice. 


“Tf you summon a high priest from the Holy Empire, there’s still a 
possibility that you could be saved, or perhaps we can call for the 
Saint,” Eugene proposed. 


“T?’m the one who knows my own body the best,” Doynes refuted. 
“Even the blessing of the Saint won’t be able to revitalize this body of 
mine.” 


There was no change in Doynes’ expression as he continued to speak. 
“...This current situation... it’s evidence of how incompetent the 
Lionheart clan — no, the Black Lions have become. We were so 
arrogant and drunk on the honor of being the descendants of a great 
hero that we weren’t able to properly live up to the demands of our 
position.” 


“You’ve realized this far too late,” Eugene chided. 


“Tt’s because the world has been too peaceful,” Doynes said 
regretfully. 


“What’s ridiculous is the fact that Vermouth’s descendants have 


become so drunk on peace. If my body was healthy and I still had the 
strength that I used to have in the old days, I would have made all of 
you arrogant Black Lionsl2] kneel down and then beaten you with a 
paddle,” Eugene threatened. 


“My apologies,” Doynes said as he bowed his head once more. “... 
Allow me to take the guilt of that sin with me when I pass. Any 
further mockery will only fuel the discontent of the younger 
generation. So please, I hope you keep this fact in mind and take care 
of us.” 


“You’re not asking me to join the Black Lions, are you?” Eugene asked 
skeptically. 


Doynes shook his head as he said, “I’m well aware that the Black Lions 
are far too small to retain you, Sir Hamel. However, as Sir Hamel does 
have a relationship connecting himself to the Black Lions, I hope you 
can watch over the changes in the Black Lion Knights, even if it’s from 
a distance.” 


“Changes, you say?” Eugene smacked his lips and tilted his head 
curiously. “Stop being so vague and tell me, what exactly are you 
going to change?” 


“The Black Lion Castle will be opening its doors.” 
“Its doors?” 


“As you may be aware, Sir Hamel, the Black Lions aren’t a place one 
can join just because they want to. The restrictions are relatively 
looser for any member of the main family who wishes to join, but for 
a collateral descendant to become a Black Lion, they must first possess 
skills that we can’t help but recognize.” 


“That’s right.” 


“ ,.From now on, if there is a child who wishes to become a Black 
Lion among the collateral descendants attending a Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony, they can be brought directly to the castle for 
further training—” 


“The Bloodline Continuation Ceremony itself is the problem,” Eugene 
interrupted as his face twisted in a scowl. “The changes that you’re 
talking about will, in the end, only increase the number of Black Lions 
in the next generation. Well, that might indeed be good in terms of 
boosting the clan’s power. Even if the quality decreases a little, the 
increase in quantity more than makes up for it, and even if it means 
teaching a dunce from a young age, they should still be of some use.” 


However, as long as the tradition of the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony remained, any other changes would be inadequate. 


“In the aftermath of this incident, didn’t you say that a couple of the 
collateral branches have suspiciously gone missing at the same time? 
This fact shows us that this treasonous affair arose from the 
dissatisfaction that the collateral descendants bear towards the main 
family. And where does this dissatisfaction come from? It’s all because 
of that idiotic Bloodline Continuation Ceremony,” Eugene criticized. 


Doynes hesitated. “... However... the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony is our great ancestor’s—” 


“That bastard Vermouth must have been senile,” Eugene burst out. 
Unable to control his anger, he unconsciously tried to leap to his feat. 


Of course, the moment he tried to exert any strength with his body, he 
had to restrain himself from screaming at the terrible pain coursing 
through his whole body. 


...Frankly, the tradition wasn’t completely incomprehensible. 
Vermouth had taken more than ten wives and had had dozens of 
children. Among his many children, the most outstanding child had 
become the family's next Patriarch. 


But what about after that? This left behind numerous siblings who 
hadn’t been able to become the Patriarch. The situation would have 
been neatly tied up if the next Patriarch had just conducted a purge, 
but it would have been ridiculous for the children of a hero to fight 
among each other, killing their own siblings. In the end, the first 
generation all passed away, and the numerous siblings also gave birth 
to multiple children once more. 


The problem began from there. Vermouth had died, leaving behind his 
legacy, the Great Hero’s Lionheart clan. And the collateral families 
that hadn’t become the main family tried to inherit the great legacy 
and gain glory. 


“The Bloodline Continuation Ceremony was necessary,” Doynes 
insisted after letting out a long sigh. “The Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony ensured that the main family kept its unique stature and 
prevented any collateral families from overpowering it. If it weren’t 
for the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, the clan as a whole might 
have disappeared long ago due to infighting.” 


“I know,” Eugene acknowledged as he relaxed his expression. “... 
Vermouth, that bastard. He must have created the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony because he had his own reasons for doing so.” 


As for what that reason was, thoughts that Eugene didn’t want to 
think kept unfolding in his head. 


Along with the main family’s White Flame Formula, the coercive 
tradition of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony had ensured the 
main family’s superiority. For the past three hundred years, this had 
allowed the main family to amass strength that couldn’t be surpassed, 
even as the collateral branches gradually increased in numbers. If 
there had been no Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, and the White 
Flame Formula had been passed to all Lionheart descendants, then... 


Would the Lionheart clan really look like it did now? Everyone would 
receive the same treatment, but only one of them got to be specially 
referred to as the ‘main family.’ Would the other branches, apart from 
the direct line, really recognize them as the main family? Perhaps, like 
Doynes had said, the Lionheart clan may have immediately 
fragmented due to infighting. 


And what about now? Multiple factors ensured that the collateral 
branches could not overcome the direct line’s superiority: the main 
family’s unique status, storing all of Vermouth’s heirlooms except for 
the Moonlight Sword in the main family’s treasure vault, and 
inheriting the White Flame Formula in its perfect form, along with the 
use of the special leyline. 


All of this had guaranteed the main family’s continued existence for 


these past three hundred years, as well as its ability to control the 
growing number of collateral branches. 


But all of that for what reason? 


‘...Was it really all for the clan’s honor?’ Eugene asked himself 
uncertainly. 


Vermouth had been involved in Hamel’s reincarnation. 


Eugene had been able to confirm that through his meeting with 
Sienna. Hamel’s soul had been sealed inside the necklace that Sienna 
had kept with her ever since he died as Hamel’s memento. Vermouth 
had stolen that necklace from Sienna. 


‘,..Vermouth... if you intended for me to be reincarnated as a 
Lionheart... ’ 


Eugene didn’t know how exactly his reincarnation had been 
accomplished. 


However, a few things stood out glaringly when he thought about it in 
simple terms. The body he had been reincarnated into was superior to 
the body from his previous life. No, it was so far superior that it even 
stood out among the Lionhearts. In order to guarantee that he would 
be born in a body as excellent as this, the most convenient method 
would be to first increase the total number of descendants. 


‘...It’s just a guess, but... what if it’s the truth?’ 


Had Vermouth purposefully increased the number of his descendants 
in order to give Hamel the best body possible? 


In order to preserve the core of the Lionheart clan’s strength, 
Vermouth had made sure that the main family was special. 


And what if Hamel was reincarnated as a collateral descendant? That 
still wouldn’t be a problem. As long as the foundation of his body was 
excellent, with the memories of his previous life to draw from, Hamel 
would definitely grow strong enough that he would eventually be able 


to suppress the main family. 


Things had somehow gone so well that Eugene had been adopted into 
the main family and had even inherited the White Flame Formula, 
but... even if that hadn’t happened, he could still have somehow 
trampled the main family and claimed all of the main family’s power 
for himself. 


“...Get rid of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony,” Eugene muttered 
with a sigh. “There’s no more need for it. It also led to the current 
problem. If we just get rid of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, 
most of the complaints from the collateral lines will disappear.” 


Doynes still hesitated, “...But...” 


“Are you still going to be stubborn even though it led to you getting 
stabbed in the back?” Hamel asked scornfully. “Like you said, the 
world has been so peaceful that even the Lionhearts have become 
incompetent idiots. However, now, things won’t be as peaceful. You 
never know when Helmuth might declare the start of the war, and the 
collateral descendants harboring a grudge against the main family 
have all disappeared.” 


Doynes listened silently. 


“Tt’s a good time for a change,” Eugene insisted as he glared at 
Doynes. “If you’re going to die before the end of the day, then you 
should leave a will before closing your eyes. You are the Immortal 
White Lion, after all. Your death may not be the most honorable, but 
your name still holds sway over the other elders. So if you abolish the 
Bloodline Continuation Ceremony in your will, even the elders won’t 
be able to raise any strong objections to it. No one wants to be the 
first to say it, but they all know that this situation arose because of 
this fucking tradition rotting the clan from the inside.” 


Doynes didn’t respond immediately. 


While Doynes closed his eyes and pondered the matter for a few 
moments, Eugene snickered and continued speaking, “Actually, who 
am I to try to pressure you into this? You don’t need to leave a will if 
you don’t want to. Because after you die, I’ll take this mess apart and 


try to fix it on my own. Of course, it would have to be a rough fix that 
wouldn’t really compare to a will left by the Immortal White Lion, but 
what can you do?” 


“Hahaha...” Doynes burst into laughter at this blatant threat. “To 
receive advice from not just anyone, but from a hero who lived three 
hundred years ago... Alright, I understand. I’ll make sure... to leave it 
in my will.” 


The Bloodline Continuation Ceremony had been a tradition for three 
hundred years. As someone who had lived for a hundred and twenty 
years, Doynes was a living witness to the history of the Lionheart clan. 
As a former member of the main family, he had been one of the 
beneficiaries of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony. Therefore, 
denying the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony felt the same as 
denying the foundation of the Lionheart clan, which he had held such 
pride in for his entire life. 


However, it needed to be done. Doynes acknowledged just how much 
of a disgraceful affair this incident had been and also recognized that 
the grandson who had stabbed him through the chest hadn’t felt the 
same sense of pride that he did... 


“My grandson... Dominic, did he die with regrets?” Doynes asked. 


“There shouldn’t have been any room for regret,” Eugene replied 
thoughtfully. 


“That’s disappointing,” Doynes chuckled before continuing. “I wanted 
him to die while regretting his choices and actions. But, if he died 
without even having any chance to feel regret, doesn’t that mean his 
death was so painful that he couldn’t spare any thoughts for regret?” 


“Tt was quite a terrible death,” Eugene agreed. “...But the deaths of 
those who covet what they do not deserve and fall to evil are always 
terrible.” 


“T owe you a great debt, Sir Hamel,” Doynes said as he got up once 
more and deeply bowed his head to Eugene. “...At the same time, I 
have committed a great many sins. If Sir Hamel hadn’t stopped them 
there, all the children of the main family would have been offered up 


as sacrifices... and Eward would have been completely possessed by 
the remnants of the Demon Kings. For the descendant of the Great 
Lionheart who slayed the Demon Kings... to be used as a tool to revive 
those same Demon Kings... such a thing could never be allowed to 
happen.” 


Eugene coughed. “Hm, now that I think about it... it doesn’t seem like 
they would really have been reborn... since they were just some 
remnants. In other words, it really wasn’t all that serious. They were 
just a couple of scumbags.” 


Eugene had been trying to say all this with a dignified expression, but 
he had raised his chin a bit too high, and now his neck was throbbing 
in pain. 


Strangely enough, the cloak he had left on the sofa appeared to be 
wriggling. Eugene imagined Mer covering her mouth with her hands 
as she tried to hold back her laughter inside the cloak. 


“ ,.Ahem... by the way, how did you realize the fact that I’m Hamel?” 
Eugene questioned Doynes, trying to change the subject. 


“T saw it in a dream,” Doynes confessed. 
“A dream?” Eugene repeated in surprise. 
That was quite an unexpected answer. 


“After being ambushed by Dominic and collapsing... it seems that my 
consciousness still had a slight connection to the Demon Spear. It must 
have been because it’s been in my hand for dozens of years, and it’s 
quite an ominous and mysterious weapon. In this dream, I saw how 
you drove Dominic to his death, Sir Hamel,” Doynes paused for a 
moment as he finished speaking and stared down at his own hand. 


His one remaining hand was trembling in fear just from imagining the 
scene he had witnessed in the dream. 


“That strength and that technique could never belong to a twenty- 
year-old young man. Also... the rage that you showed at the tomb of 
our great ancestor was closer to the betrayal that someone would feel 


towards their friend rather than towards a revered ancestor,” Doynes 
explained. 


“.,.Indeed,” Eugene muttered with a nod of understanding. 


When he had discovered that Vermouth’s coffin was empty, Eugene 
hadn’t been able to fully restrain his emotions. A sense of betrayal 
towards Vermouth had taken hold of him and had shaken him to his 
core. 


Doynes hesitated before continuing, “...The Demon Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer—” 


“Mer,” Eugene called out without allowing Doynes to finish his words. 
At his call, Mer’s head popped out from between the folds of his cloak. 


“Yes, did Sir Eugene, who has been injured to the point where he’s 
unable to move after a fight with a couple of scumbags, call for me?” 
Mer asked teasingly. 


“.,.Watch your words,” Eugene warned her. “I’m not injured. This is 
just muscle strain.” 


Mer nodded. “Understood. You are suffering from so much muscle 
strain that you’re unable to move after a fight with a couple of 
scumbags, correct?” 


“You're really going to get it once my body is all better,” Eugene 
threatened Mer. 


Ignoring the threat, Mer asked, “So why did you call for me, Sir 
Eugene who’s only able to move his lips?” 


“.,.Get the Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer... out of my 
cloak,” Eugene ground out while holding back the anger boiling away 
inside of him. 


Mer just stuck her tongue out at him before popping back inside the 
cloak. 


Turning to Doynes, Eugene demanded, “Did you just laugh?” 
“Not at all,” Doynes denied. 

“T feel like you were laughing, though?” Eugene accused him. 
“Not at all,” Doynes repeated. 

“You were laughing on the inside, weren’t you?” 

“Not at all.” 


By the end of this brief interrogation of an old man who was 
scheduled to die later today, Mer came out of the cloak dragging the 
huge Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer with a strained 
whimper. Both these weapons were patently larger than her own 
body. 


“T’m holding on to these. You don’t have any complaints, right?” 
Eugene stated as he gestured to the Demon Spear and the Annihilation 
Hammer with his chin. 


Those were no longer the same former armaments of the Demon 
Kings. Although their form hadn’t changed, the demonic power that 
had formed the foundations of these weapons had been cleanly erased. 


Instead, a portion of the lightning-flames that flowed through 
Eugene’s body had been poured into the Demon Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer. Due to this, Eugene felt like there was a strong 
possibility of a specific thing pertaining to those weapons. He wasn’t 
able to test this suspicion right away, as his body wasn’t strong 
enough. But considering the fact that the lightning-flames now resided 
in the place of the spirit of darkness that had disappeared along with 
the demonic power... He might not be able to reproduce their special 
attacks, but it might still be possible to use the Demon Spear and the 
Annihilation Hammer as powerful weapons. 


“..Who else could be the master of those weapons if not Sir Hamel?” 
Doynes said, having already decided not to show any further 
resistance to Eugene’s words. 


Though they had only chatted for a while, this great hero from three 
hundred years ago still had the same fiery personality as described in 
the fairy tale passed down throughout history. 


“T’m sure you have a lot to attend to,” Eugene prompted Doynes. 


The aura of death that he had been feeling from Doynes had 
continued to deepen over the course of their conversation. 


esas Dominic might have been your only descendant, but... even so, 
shouldn’t you at least say goodbye to the elders you’ve known for such 
a long time,” Eugene suggested. 


“T also need to prepare a will,” Doynes agreed with a chuckle as he 
stood up. “...Thank you so much for your consideration, Sir Hamel... 
As a knight, I feel it’s a great honor to have met with you like this. If I 
only had enough time, I would have liked to ask you to regale me 
with some of your past sagas, Sir Hamel.” 


“No way, that would be too embarrassing,” Eugene expressed his 
rejection with a disgusted look as he shook his head. Then, changing 
the subject, Eugene asked, “...So, who is going to be the next Head of 
the Council?” 


“Y’m thinking of Carmen, but she probably won’t be willing to take the 
position,” Doynes admitted. 


“Tf that’s the case, then her younger brother will probably become the 
Council Head,” Eugene mused. 


“Yes,” Doynes agreed. 

Eugene suddenly asked, “Is it alright if I make just one request?” 
“Please, speak freely.” 

“Leave the main family out of it.” 


Doynes, who had withdrawn respectfully, raised his head to look at 
Eugene. 


“T mean, you shouldn’t pointlessly harass the Patriarch over this 
issue,” Eugene specified. “Because, without anyone adding on to his 
troubles, he must be the one whose heart is suffering the most right 
now.” 


“ ..Hoho,” Doynes chuckled with a faint smile at these words. “It’s a 
blessing for the main family that you cherish them like this, Sir 
Hamel.” 


“That said, I have no intention of becoming the Patriarch,” Eugene 
insisted cautiously. 


“However, as Sir Hamel cherishes both of the twins and the main 
family, even if you don’t become the Patriarch yourself, I’m sure you 
will lead the main family to unprecedented glory,” Doynes declared 
confidently. 


The only regret that remained in Doynes’s heart was a desire to see 
such a sight in person. However, it was impossible to sustain his life, 
and someone had to take responsibility for this situation. So with his 
death, he would ignite the sparks of reform for the clan. 


‘,..My death might be tainted with disgrace, but... ’ There was a bitter 
smile on Doynes’s face as he turned to leave and thought to himself, ‘It 
seems that with my death, I can still be of some use to the family.’ 


While being called the Immortal White Lion, he had lived for a 
hundred twenty years. Yet he had never once imagined that he would 
actually die like this. 


However, Doynes didn’t resent being consigned to such a death. In the 
end, all of that was inconsequential. With his blind trust in his 
grandchild and his own arrogance in thinking that everything he did 
was for the sake of the clan, Doynes had dug this grave for himself. 


Sure, it was an ugly and dishonorable death, but before he died, he 
had learned that a legend from three hundred years ago now resided 
in the Lionheart clan. 


Doynes quietly closed the door behind him. Outside the door, Genos 
was waiting patiently. 


Genos approached to offer his support, but Doynes shook his head in 
refusal. 


“Let’s go,” Doynes said. 


The two then headed off to the Round Table, where all meetings of 
the Council of Elders were held. 


Doynes insisted on walking toward the Tower of the Round Table on 
his own two feet in order to leave behind his final will. 


Chapter 150 
Bedside Visits (2) 


Doynes’ funeral was held so quietly that it was hard to believe it was 
the funeral for an elder who had lived to a hundred twenty. 


Usually, for the funeral of such a distinguished figure like Doynes, it 
wouldn’t have been strange even if all of the Lionheart’s collateral 
branches, prominent foreign dignitaries, and even the Emperor of 
Kiehl attended personally as mourners. However, Doynes had 
specifically mentioned in his will that he didn’t want a grand funeral 
and opted for a simpler ceremony solely attended by those family 
members currently at the Black Lion Castle. 


Eugene was unable to attend the funeral because of his physical 
condition, but he was still able to lie down by the window and look 
down on the funeral procession. 


Everyone was wearing dark formal clothes as they walked down the 
flag-lined procession. Although it hadn’t been a glorious death, the 
elders and all the Black Lions present still mourned the passing of the 
respected Immortal White Lion, who had ruled the castle for decades. 


The Captains of the Black Lion Knights carried the black coffin. 
Doynes was to be buried in the Black Lions’ Graveyard behind the 
castle. 


Although he wasn’t able to participate in the procession, Eugene also 
gave his condolences to Doynes. Though he hadn’t fully brought this 
situation down on himself, in the end, Doynes had died because he 
hadn’t raised his child... no, his grandson, well. 


“ ,..It seems that educating your children never goes quite as you 
desire.” Eugene was looking out of the window with a swollen face 
but now muttered to himself as the funeral came to an end. 


“T don’t need any education,” Mer suddenly spoke up from her 
preoccupation with slicing apples on the other side of the bed. 


She was working hard to reproduce the rabbit-shaped apple slices that 
Genos had carved for them. 


However, it wasn’t going well. Despite her best efforts, the bodies of 
the rabbits that she made were crushed and lumpy, and their ears 
were blunt and thick. Mer really wanted to make a rabbit that was as 
sleek and smooth as the ones Genos had carved, but... 


“If you want to know why, it’s because I’m so perfect that I don’t need 
any education,” Mer declared proudly. “The base for my character is 
astounding as well. From childhood, Lady Sienna has always been 
bright and compassionate.” 


“T’m not sure about anything else, but it looks like you need education 
on how to peel apples,” Eugene remarked. 


“Lady Sienna probably isn’t able to wield a dagger... or a fruit knife 
very skillfully either,” Mer protested. “I might be experienced in the 
theory of magic, but I’m new to this sort of petty work. However, I 
still don’t need any education. I can learn just fine on my own.” 


“Tt seems that you’re not aware of this, but Sienna was also pretty 
good at wielding a knife,” Eugene revealed. 


At these words, the fruit knife fell from Mer’s hands. Her eyes opened 
wide, and she stared at Eugene like she had received a huge shock. 


“Eh?” Mer cried out wordlessly. 


“TIsn’t it ridiculous to believe that a wizard can only swing a staff 
around? I’m not sure about a wizard whose only role is to stay in the 
back apart from casting spells, but the battlefield in our era was a real, 
fucking mess.” As he drew on his memories from three hundred years 
ago, Eugene continued, “...Anise was quite good at cracking heads 
open with a mace... and Sienna used daggers that she could hide in 
her pockets.” 


“'..Yowre saying she gave up Akasha to use daggers instead?” Mer 


asked in disbelief. 


“You’ve had a good look at it, so you should already know why. 
Akasha’s design is a bit poor if you want to use it as a weapon instead 
of a magic staff. What happens if you break the Dragonheart due to a 
careless swing?” Eugene reminded her. 


Though it wasn’t like he had never suggested using Akasha as a 
weapon. 


—If you’re worried about the Dragonheart breaking, you can just cast 
a reinforcement spell on it. 


—Why are you making such a fuss about my decision to stab my 
opponents with my daggers instead of swinging my staff? 


—No, fuck, you’re just a wizard in the first place. You should just 
quietly stay behind the scenes casting your magic. Why do you need 
to come to the front and use a dagger instead of using magic? 


—TI’m fully capable of covering an opponent and stabbing him with 
my daggers, so don’t... Hamel, are you actually worried about me? 


—TI’m not worried. I’m more confused... 


—You’re worried that I’m fighting on the front instead of staying on 
the rear where it’s safe, aren’t you? 


—I mean, if you’re a wizard, you should know your place and just stay 
squeezed into the back... 


—Heh... hehehe. Thanks for your concern. I mean, there’s no need for 
it, but, um, you... you were concerned for me in particular, huh? Like 
you just said, I guess I should know my place! 


—No, like I said, ’m not worried... 


Sienna did have her reasons for personally stabbing the enemy with a 
dagger. One of the oldest spells in use, ‘Curse,’ wasn’t just a black 
magic spell; it also had a generic magic variant. The conditions for 


casting the black magic version of Curse were simple compared to its 
power, but many conditions were required for the generic version of 
Curse to be cast properly. 


Amongst these conditions, the most important were the blood and 
flesh of the enemy. Whenever Sienna had swung her Cursed dagger at 
the forefront of the party, it had weakened all the monsters in the 
battle. 


However, was there really a need for that? 


Eugene had asked himself the same question several times during his 
previous life. Although they had seen quite a lot of benefits from 
Sienna’s use of Curse during battles with large groups of foes, wasn't it 
still much more effective to hit the enemy with a large-scale spell cast 
from the rear of the party than to come to the forefront and swing a 
dagger...? 


—From now on, stop coming forward! 
—I will do what I want! 


—If you’re going to come out like that, at least go over and stay by 
Molon’s side instead of coming to me! Why do you keep playing 
around near me? 


—P-p-playing around? You son of a bitch! 
—You’re being a burden, so just back off a little! 
—Don’t say something so foul, Hamel. 

—Your words were a bit harsh. 


—Why are you all taking Sienna’s side? She’s the one who keeps 
coming over to mess with me! 


—tThat’s... that’s because Sienna also wants to watch your back— 


—I-i-i-it’s because I want to put a dagger in your back, you bastard! 


“’..Well... in any case, unlike what you might expect, Sienna was also 
pretty handy with a dagger,” Eugene confirmed. 


“...1... Lcan be good at stabbing stuff with a dagger, too,” Mer insisted 
stubbornly. 


Narrowing her eyes, Mer held the fruit knife in a two-handed grip. 
Then she began stabbing into the empty air as if trying to show off her 
skills. 


Eugene didn’t discourage her and just watched Mer stab into the air 
with her dagger with the feeling of watching a child in a talent show. 


He even gave her some advice, “If you stab like that, the blade won’t 
sink in. You need a bit more of an angle, just like that, and put some 
more weight into it...” 


Just sitting there watching this was enough to make Eugene’s body 
twitch in impatience. He had been lying in bed for three whole days. 
Since he couldn’t even move his body because of the lingering pain, 
he couldn’t help but be bored. Eugene was so bored that he even 
missed Kristina, who had gone off to investigate the Holy Empire. 


‘...She might not be as good as Anise, but she’s pretty good at 
performing miracles. If Kristina were here, wouldn’t my body have 
gotten better immediately?’ 


While wistfully thinking such thoughts, he kept teaching Mer some 
dagger techniques. 


The door suddenly swung open without a knock. There weren’t many 
people in this castle who would thoughtlessly barge into Eugene’s 
room like this. 


“Are you trying to pull some shit just because my body is currently in 
bad shape?” Eugene asked as he gave a sideways scowl to Cyan, who 
was now standing in Eugene’s doorway. “You need to knock before 
you enter, you rotten bastard. As soon as I get better, Pll be sure to 
reeducate you in the rules of etiquette.” 


“We’re brothers, so why...” Cyan grumbled, even as he slowly stepped 
backward and closed the door behind him. 


Knock knock. 


Mer giggled and stopped playing with her dagger at the sound of Cyan 
knocking and reopening the door. 


“’,.Are you trying to raise your familiar as an assassin?” Cyan asked 
with an uncertain expression as he turned to look at Mer. 


The way she held that dagger in her tiny hands... 


Cyan coughed and continued. “That’s... it actually sounds like a pretty 
smart idea, but if possible, maybe you should reconsider it? I think my 
mother will dislike the idea... and I can’t say I feel very comfortable 
about it either.” 


“Stop talking nonsense. How is your body?” Eugene asked. 


“Tt’s fine,” Cyan replied with a shrug. “...Although it’s embarrassing, I 
must admit that the injuries I sustained during my battle weren’t very 
serious...” 


“But what about your head?” 
“From what I can tell, there don’t seem to be any problems.” 


As he said this, Cyan walked into the room. Eugene turned to look at 
Gargith and Dezra, who casually followed behind Cyan. 


“And what are you two doing here?” Eugene asked them. 


“We’ve come here to give you our thanks,” Gargith responded as he 
flexed his pectoral muscles. 


Even Dezra, slouching next to Gargith, bowed her head deeply after a 
few moments of hesitation and said, “If it weren’t for you, we all could 
have died there, so...” 


“Since when did people start coming to give thanks empty-handed?” 
Eugene asked with a petulant tilt of his head. 


He had only said this as a joke, but as if waiting for this signal, 
Gargith reached into a thick pocket and pulled out a potion. 


Gargith began to speak, “Our family’s revolutionary—” 


Only for Eugene to cut him short, “Alright, fine. I'll save it for my later 
use, so just leave it on the desk somewhere.” 


“J... I haven’t prepared anything special, but... I won’t forget this 
favor for the rest of my life,” Dezra spoke hesitantly, unsure what to 
do or say. 


Should she at least try to offer a cash reward? But just how much 
should she give for having saved her life? Was there any meaning in 
giving money to the main family, who were already rolling in so much 
cash that most of it was probably just rotting away? Or perhaps she 
could try to repay him with some other piece of valuable treasure? 


“Hmmph,” while Dezra was lost in her own thoughts, Cyan let out a 
snort. “If you’re done giving your thanks, why don’t you head back 
out for a bit? I need to have a serious talk with my brother about this 
latest incident.” 


“Eugene, you need to follow the directions when you take the 
supplements,” Gargith entreated before leaving. “Don’t get greedy and 
take them on your own. Make sure to call for my help.” 


Eugene sighed, “Like I said, Pll use them later...” 


After Gargith and Dezra had left, Cyan let out a long sigh and plopped 
down on the sofa near Eugene’s bed. 


“...Your body really is fine, right?” Cyan asked in concern. 


“T said that it’s fine. I should be all better after a few more days or 
so?” Eugene replied with an indifferent expression as he openly stared 
at Cyan’s face. 


This proud and self-centered brother of his seemed unable to fully 
resolve all the feelings lingering in his heart and could only reveal 
them through the pout on his lips. 


Eugene didn’t have any intention to try and sympathize with the 
confusion and anxiety that Cyan must be feeling, but he still opened 
his mouth to offer at least some comfort. 


“What’s the matter?” he asked. 
Cyan stayed silent. 


“We’re brothers, aren't we? It probably won’t happen in my lifetime, 
but if I was ever disgracefully held captive like you were... wouldn’t 
you do the same thing that I did and try to save me without going 
back and forth on whether you could or not?” Eugene asked 
hypothetically. 


“...It wasn’t disgraceful,” Cyan spat out as his shoulders hunched in 
embarrassment. “I was just... careless... I was also in a lot of distress 
since Ciel had just been captured by them.” 


“Of course, that must have been the case,” Eugene agreed half- 
heartedly. 


“.,.I didn’t know that Eward would really be that crazy,” Cyan argued. 
“T... I was just trying to do my duty as the heir of the main family. I 
wanted to save Ciel and punish Eward, who had fallen into insanity. 
But to think that Hector of all people would be collaborating with 
Eward—! If I hadn’t been flustered by Hector attacking me, I would 
have been able to save Ciel without your help.” 


“Really?” Eugene asked skeptically as the corners of his mouth curved 
up in a sly smile. 


Noticing that Eugene was looking right at him with such a blatant 
expression of disbelief, Cyan chewed on his lips in embarrassment 
before letting out a deep sigh. 


“...No, I couldn’t have,” Cyan admitted. “On my own, I wouldn’t have 
the means to save Ciel and stop Eward. It’s true that I was careless and 


distressed, but... in the end, that’s all just an excuse.” 


“As long as yow’re aware of that,” Eugene said, nodding his head in 
appreciation. “It’s not like you were crippled anyhow. You managed to 
survive safely. Then it’s all fine. You just have to admit your mistakes 
and do better next time so that something like this doesn’t happen.” 


“.,.I know,” Cyan accepted sulkily. 


Eugene warned him, “From now on, things will get very difficult for 
you. With as much of an impact as this incident has had on the main 
family, you have to do an even better job as the next Patriarch. You 
get what I’m saying, right? You need to train harder and become 
stronger, or else do you want to end up getting beaten up wherever 
you go?” 


As Cyan quietly listened to Eugene’s speech, he couldn’t help but feel 
a seed of doubt rising inside him. Eugene’s words were valid, and 
there was nothing to refute... But was this advice really something 
that should come out of the mouth of a brother who was around the 
same age as him? 


Cyan cursed. “...Bastard. I know you’re right, but do you really need 
to talk to me like you’re some old man?” 


Eugene brushed off the insult. “Isn’t that just because my mind is 
much more mature than yours? Brother, could it be that your mental 
age is still stuck at when you were thirteen?” 


Cyan didn’t respond and just pouted his lips. He sat like that on the 
sofa for a few seconds, clasping and unclasping his hands, then he 
slowly raised his gaze to look up at Eugene. 


Hesitantly, Cyan proposed, “Since something like this happened, why 
don’t you just become the Patri—” 


“Are you looking for a beating?” Eugene interrupted him with a 
growl. 


“Ahem... Alright, I’ve got it, so don’t get angry.” 


Cyan immediately backed down, his tail curling up between his legs as 
he avoided eye contact. 


“...1 heard some news from the elders earlier. Father will be coming to 
the Black Lion Castle in two days at the very latest. The Red Tower 
Master and the White Tower Master will also be coming here at the 
same time,” Cyan reported. 


But why? 


Eugene was about to question Cyan out of reflex, but he managed to 
swallow it back. It really wasn’t difficult to infer their reasons for 
coming here. 


In order to understand the truth behind this situation more 
thoroughly, the Lionheart clan would need the help of these 
Archwizards. Eward had died, and the magic circle he had drawn had 
been swept away during their fierce battle. 


However, Eugene was able to remember exactly what that magic 
circle looked like. He had only gotten a brief glance at it, but Akasha 
allowed Eugene to store all the magic circles he had ever seen inside 
his head. Eugene wasn’t the only one who remembered it either; Mer 
had also memorized it. 


Besides that, there was also the spirit of darkness. The White Tower 
Master, Melkith El-Haya, was the best Spirit Summoner of her time. 
Although she hadn’t made any contracts with a spirit of darkness, 
there was no greater expert than Melkith when it came to spirits. 


‘In fact, the best thing would be to summon the Black Tower Master, 
buts.” 


There was no way that the Black Lion Castle would welcome his 
presence. Since black magic had been involved in this incident, they 
would have no reason to want even more black wizards to get dragged 
into this. 


“What about the Holy Empire?” Eugene asked as he tilted his head in 
curiosity. 


With the Red Tower Master and White Tower Master, they would have 
more than enough experts in terms of magic and spirits, but in 
Eugene’s opinion, they would also need the Holy Empire’s help 
investigating the traces of black magic. 


“’,.We sent an invitation to Assistant Bishop Kirstina, but it appears 
that she was forced to reject it due to being too busy. Instead, an 
Inquisitor will be visiting us.” 


“Hm 9 


An Inquisitor, huh? Eugene recalled the Inquisitors that he had met 
three hundred years ago. They were hunters who tracked down and 
erased every trace of black magic, fanatics who had even more faith in 
their God than anyone else in the Holy Empire. These were a group of 
people who, while hunting black wizards, could be even crueler than 
the cruelest black wizard. 


“... They are quite the experts,” Eugene admitted thoughtfully. 


They were not able to cast miracles as powerful as Kristina’s, but they 
were certainly of more use than Kristina when it came to tracking 
down black magic. 


“But why didn’t Ciel come with you?” Eugene asked after belatedly 
realizing Ciel’s absence. 


He had seen the two of them standing together during the funeral 
procession earlier, but it was strange that Ciel hadn’t accompanied 
Cyan when even Gargith and Dezra had chosen to visit. 


“Well, I did tell her to come with me,” Cyan said, smacking his lips. 
“But Ciel said that she would come by herself later.” 


“But why?” 


“How should I know?” 


Ciel glared at her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing a dress 
uniform that was solid black from top to bottom. It was the 
prestigious uniform of the Black Lions, but she still felt stuffy seeing 
all the buttons on the dress shirt underneath done up neatly. 


The funeral was over. It didn’t matter even if she did change clothes. 
However, she couldn’t just change right away. 


She needed to firm her resolve. 


This would be her first time taking part in a bedside visit. That 
barbarically strong guy was currently confined to lying in bed, unable 
to lift even a finger. 


‘...This is my first bedside visit, but it might also be my last,’ Ciel 
reminded herself resolutely. 


Although most of Ciel’s wardrobe consisted of dress uniforms and 
training clothes, there were still a few other clothes she had never 
worn before. Most of these were clothes that she had received as 
birthday gifts. She had intended to wear them if she ever needed to go 
to a party, but wouldn’t it be fine for her to wear one of these outfits 
to commemorate her first, and potentially last, bedside visit? 


Ciel imagined a voice asking her, ‘Are you crazy?’ 


Of course, that rude bastard might say such a thing as soon as he saw 
her in such a fancy outfit, but it didn’t matter. In fact, Ciel actually 
wanted to fluster Eugene by doing this and hopefully alleviate the 
currently gloomy atmosphere through an exchange of jokes. 


“...Alright,” Ciel said, having mustered her resolve. 


Then she began determinedly undoing the buttons on her dress 
uniform. After taking off her clothes, she walked over to her wardrobe 
and stood in front of it. 


Then she spent quite some time choosing what to wear. She needed 
something that wasn’t too extravagant. Not like this dress, for 
example. Just why were its chest and back cut so low? 


Ciel hesitated. ‘...If I wear this... ’ 


After imagining a crumpled look on Eugene’s face that made it appear 
like he had just taken a mouthful of shit, Ciel snickered to herself. 
Although seeing such an expression on him would also be amusing, 
she didn’t want to wear this crazy dress just to elicit such a reaction. 


“You, I’ll leave for later,” Ciel promised the dress. 


After making a quick mental note regarding the dress, Ciel resumed 
tearing through her wardrobe. In the end, what Ciel chose was a 
simple and neat dress that wasn’t too fancy. Ciel patted the wrinkles 
out of the skirt with her hand, then looked at her reflection in the 
mirror. 


It had been a long time since Ciel last wore a skirt. After staring at her 
appearance for a few moments, her gaze shifted toward her uncovered 
collarbone. 


‘That guy always goes around wearing that strange necklace, doesn’t 
he,’ Ciel recalled. 


The necklace appeared ancient. As it seemed to have a story behind it, 
Ciel had asked Eugene for the details several times ever since they 
were young, but Eugene had never once given her an answer. 


‘What’s with that necklace?’ 
‘Isn’t it pretty?’ 
‘,..Well, it suits you.’ 


‘Would you like me to give you a necklace as well? One that’s exactly 
the, same, as, mine.’ 


While imagining such an exchange of words inside her head, Ciel 
rummaged through her accessories. She had received quite a few 
necklaces as presents, so she had to choose one that wasn’t too 
extravagant and was something similar to Eugene’s necklace... After 
selecting a necklace laced with a few small jewels, Ciel hung it around 


her own neck. 


“.,.Earrings and bracelets would be a bit too much, right? It’s not like 
we're going to a party,” Ciel muttered to herself. 


The funeral may have been over, but she still shouldn’t wear an overly 
colorful and flashy outfit. The dress Ciel had chosen after struggling so 
much just now was also a black one-piece. 


“Fine then,” Ciel murmured. 


She reached up and changed the shape of her hair a few times. Should 
she let the ends of her hair hang loose or perhaps tie it up? Maybe she 
should brush it over her shoulder? But the casual look would probably 
be better. 


After spraying on a gentle perfume, her preparations were complete. 
Ciel left her room with a satisfied smile and headed over to the suite 
of rooms where Eugene was staying. 


“Ciel, what are you doing—?” 
“Tl kill you if you say another word.” 


Cyan had run into Ciel on her way there and addressed her with 
surprise, only for Ciel to silence him with a threat and immediately 
leave him behind as she headed up the stairs. 


But Ciel silently stopped walking before she had even reached the end 
of the hallway. 


Genia was standing in front of the door to Eugene’s room, sighing 
deeply as she cradled a large bouquet of flowers. 


Chapter 151 
Bedside Visits (3) 


When she saw the bouquet in Genia’s arms, Ciel silently backtracked 
before quickly spinning around and barging into Cyan’s nearby room. 


“What the—” Cyan, who had just returned to his room, cried out in 
surprise as he turned around to face the sudden intruder. 


Ignoring her brother’s alarm, Ciel just looked around his room with 
narrowed eyes. 


‘There it is,’ Ciel thought to herself in delight as she reached her hand 
towards the flower vase resting on a table. 


Her older brother had a girlish side to him that really didn’t suit his 
character, so even his room at the main estate was always decorated 
with flowers. 


“What are you doing?” Cyan asked, his jaw dropping as he saw Ciel 
pull the flowers out of their vase. 


However, Ciel didn’t bother answering. After shaking the water off the 
flower stalks, she roughly tore off their roots and then resumed 
looking around the room. 


Cyan tried to get her attention, “Hold on—” 


But Ciel just boldly threw open his closet. Seeing this, Cyan’s eyes 
filled with anxiety and shook in panic. From a young age, Cyan would 
hide the things he couldn’t allow others to see, like certain naughty 
books filled with his own specific kinks, underneath his bed or deep 
inside his closet... 


His voice wavering, Cyan called out, “That... Ciel, just what in the 


world are you—” 


“Brother,” Ciel cut him off as her hands, which had been rummaging 
through his closet, dug into its depths to retrieve something. “Lend me 
this.” 


The item that Ciel had retrieved was an old-fashioned silk scarf that 
was part of a formal dress suit. It was a congratulatory gift for Cyan 
from one of the best fashion designers on the continent for becoming 
an adult. Unfortunately, after Cyan officially became an adult, he 
hadn’t yet had the chance to leave Black Lion Castle, so he hadn’t 
gotten around to wearing that suit and scarf set. 


“'..No... that’s a bit...,” Cyan hesitated. 
“T don’t want the clothes. I just want the scarf,” Ciel bargained. 


Cyan tried to explain, “That’s, um, the clothes and the scarf together 
are a Set...” 


“Tf you keep arguing like this, ’'m going to take out the books you’ve 
hidden at the bottom of your wardrobe and read them,” Ciel 
threatened. “After that, I’ll also tell our mother about their contents 
and spread rumors around Black Lion Castle.” 


“You... don’t you know how old I am? I’m also an adult! Even mother 
can no longer scold me about such matters!” 


“Yeah, I know that. She probably won’t scold you. Instead, she’ll just 
stare at you with a very, very complex look in her eyes, brother. And 
so will I.” 


As if to demonstrate the said look, Ciel turned her head and stared at 
Cyan. Cyan shuffled backward in the face of his sister’s gaze, which 
was filled with something subtle yet complex, and was a swirling mix 
of many different emotions. If he refused her here, it was clear that 
this hateful little sister of his would look at him with these sorts of 
eyes for the next ten years at the very least. 


“.,.T-take it,” Cyan gave in. 


“Thanks,” Ciel said with a wide smile as she nodded. 
Riiip! 


Then, right in front of Cyan’s eyes, Ciel tore the scarf into two. Cyan’s 
jaw dropped open at his younger sister’s merciless actions. Ciel ripped 
the scarf a few more times and then gathered the flower stalks 
together. With one of the longer strips of silken cloth, she tied the 
flowers into a bouquet, then used the rest of the strips to cover the 
bouquet in ribbons. 


When all of this was done, Ciel’s hands were now holding a stylish 
bouquet made using the entirety of the high-class silk scarf. While 
admiring her dexterity and aesthetic sense, Ciel scanned the creation 
from all angles. 


“...You tore up the gift I received for my coming-of-age... just to make 
a bouquet...?” Cyan confirmed in disbelief. 


“T’m taking this as well,” Ciel informed him as she took a large 
jeweled brooch from his accessory box. “This brooch doesn’t suit you, 
brother.” 


Cyan protested, “But I’ve never even worn it—!” 


“Your sense of aesthetics has been messed up since you were young,” 
Ciel critiqued. “Where exactly were you going to go while wearing 
such a large bejeweled brooch?” 


Unable to respond, Cyan could only stand there silently, his shoulders 
trembling. Ciel placed the brooch in the center of the bouquet’s 
ribbons as a decoration and then nodded with a look of satisfaction. 
Although it was much smaller than the bouquet Genia had been 
holding, hers couldn’t compare in terms of sincerity and value that 
Ciel had placed in this bouquet. 


‘Especially since I’ve made it personally.’ 


With a happy smile on her face, Ciel left Cyan’s room. 


... Meanwhile, Genia was still hesitating in front of the door to 
Eugene’s room. 


Her memory of what had happened was vague. The moment she was 
led into the depths of the forest by the demonic power... a wave of 
darkness had surged toward her from her rear. It had been a sudden 
surprise attack. She thought that she had reacted to it well, but she 
couldn’t remember what had happened after a certain point. 


After regaining consciousness, she remained in bed for two whole 
days. During that time, she had heard the entire story. Something 
about how Eward Lionheart, the eldest son of the main family, had 
gotten involved with a darkness spirit possessed by remnants of the 
Demon Kings... Since Genia wasn’t interested in magic, she couldn’t 
get a clear understanding of what had really happened. 


As such, she decided to just think of it in simple terms. The eldest son 
of the main family had gone crazy. Dominic, the Captain of the Black 
Lion Knight’s First Division, had also gone crazy. 


...And so had Hector. 


“ ..Phew...,” Genia released a heavy sigh as she looked down at the 
bouquet in his hands. Although it was hard for her to believe, she had 
no choice but to believe what had happened. After going insane, the 
three responsible for this incident had been killed. What was even 
harder for her to believe was that the one who had killed these three 
and saved the hostages was none other than Eugene Lionheart. 


“...No... was it really?’ Genia thought doubtfully. 


However, what reason could the Knights of the Black Lion have for 
lying about such a thing, even as they admitted to their own failures? 


Genia plaintively thought to herself, ‘The one who saved me really 
wasn’t my father?’ 


But he had plainly said that he hadn’t. 


Genos felt deep gratitude that his much-esteemed grandmaster Hamel 
had been reincarnated as Eugene and had saved his one and only 


daughter from this crisis. Also, he wanted his daughter to feel the 
same gratitude and reverence for their Grandmaster Hamel that he 
did. 


... However, Genos couldn’t reveal Eugene’s true identity to his 
daughter. He hadn’t received permission to inform her. The fact that 
Eugene was Hamel was a secret that Genos needed to keep for the rest 
of his life. But... Genos really wanted to tell her. His lips itched with 
the urge to say it. Genia also shared his respect for Hamel, so he 
wanted them to show their respects to their master with a sincere 
heart together; once his daughter knew the whole truth... 


That was why Genia was here. The bouquet had been placed in her 
hands by Genos. He had pushed her in the back and told her to come 
here and thank her lifesaver. 


But Genia didn’t know about her father’s thoughts. Her mood was 
currently dampened due to a mix of various different factors. Hector, 
her close friend and rival since childhood... had betrayed the 
Lionheart clan. Then he had just died. 


So, could Eugene be said to have gotten revenge on Hector for her? 
Although she didn’t think that things really went that far... Genia still 
had a hard time accepting Eugene. It wasn’t like Genia couldn’t 
recognize his skill, but she felt jealous of how much appreciation her 
father seemed to show Eugene. 


A voice suddenly called out to her, “Is it okay if I head in first?” 


Strolling over, Ciel now stood beside Genia. Genia had been engrossed 
in worrying about what kind of expression she should show Eugene 
and how she should express her gratitude. Ciel’s sudden arrival 
startled her, and she turned to look at the unexpected intruder. 


“Unless you plan on going in now, that is,” Ciel said with a smile as 
she tossed her hair back in an elegant gesture. 


As she did so, Ciel carefully examined both Genia’s appearance and 
the bouquet’s. 


‘So it was a misunderstanding,’ realized Ciel. 


Having come here all by herself, with a bouquet of flowers at that, 
Ciel had felt the need to check if Genia might be harboring certain 
indecent intentions. But seeing the blatant reluctance all over Genia’s 
face, it seemed clear that Genos had pushed her into doing this. 


“Tt looks like you feel uncomfortable heading in on your own?” Ciel 
observed as she placed her hand on the doorknob with a soft smile. “If 
that’s the case, let’s head in together. I was also feeling a bit 
embarrassed to go in by myself.” 


“Ah... is that so?” Genia said, her expression relaxing as she felt 
sincere gratitude towards Ciel’s proposal. 


Ciel had done several calculations before making this offer. Genia was 
twenty-seven years old, while Ciel was twenty. Although Genia wasn’t 
that old, a seven-year age gap was still pretty large. 


‘As for appearances, well... I’m still better,’ Ciel thought smugly. 


Ciel’s appearance had been praised ever since her childhood. Ciel 
knew all too well that she was seen as sweet, cute, and pretty. 


‘She’s wearing such a drab outfit. And as for me? It looks like I made a 
good decision to get changed before coming here. When we enter together, 
there'll be an obvious difference between the two of us.’ 


She had even sprayed on some perfume and put on a necklace. Ciel 
turned the doorknob with a wide smile. 


“T won!” 


The moment the door opened, Mer, who had been sitting on the sofa, 
leaped up with a cheer. With a triumphant expression, she approached 
Eugene, who was still lying in bed and reached her hands out toward 
him. 


“You were already standing out there for quite a while. If you were 
going to enter, couldn’t you have at least waited one more minute 
before coming in?” Eugene complained, his face twisting into a fierce 
scowl, and he glared at Ciel and Genia. “I lost the bet because you 
came in too early!” 


“Didn’t I say so?” Mer bragged. “I said she was slowly getting ready to 
come in, but Sir Eugene, you insisted that she would come in a bit 
later. So that means I won. In other words, Sir Eugene, you lost. You 
know what that means, right?” 


“Just do it quickly,” Eugene said resignedly. 
“Please admit your defeat.” 
“Fine, I lost. Now just do it quickly!” 


Hearing this retort, Mer snickered. Then she pulled one of Eugene’s 
limp wrists out from beneath his blanket and rolled up his sleeve. 


“T won’t take it easy on you,” Mer warned. 

Eugene snorted, “Who asked you to?” 

“T know that your body is in pain, but a bet is a betl1],” Mer insisted. 
Fuu, fuuuh. 


After Mer brought her index and middle finger together, she blew on 
them to warm them up, then mercilessly delivered a slap to Eugene’s 
wrist. 


Snap! 


The slap landed with a sharp noise. Normally, the attack wouldn’t 
even have stung him, but in Eugene’s current state, this blow 
penetrated deep into his bones and even shook his soul. 


“Kaaargh...!” Eugene clenched his teeth as he choked back a scream. 


However, this violent reaction only startled Mer more. Her shoulders 
shook as she scanned Eugene’s expression. 


“A-are you okay?” Mer asked timidly. 


Eugene squeezed out, “It’s—It’s nothing...!” 


“You... you really mean that, right? You aren’t going to get mad at me 
for this later?” 


“T said it’s nothing!” 
“Let’s pinky promise,” Mer insisted. 


Having forced Eugene to make such a promise, Mer returned to her 
seat with a smile. Enduring the pain in his wrist that had yet to fade, 
Eugene lifted his head. 


...What in the world were they doing? 


Ciel had imagined having a conversation with Eugene several times, 
but she hadn’t expected to be met with such a comedic situation as 
soon as they entered his room. 


“ ..Ahem,” Genia coughed as she presented the bouquet she was 
holding in her arms to Eugene. “...I’ve come here to give you my 
thanks.” 


“I thought so,” Eugene said with a nod. 


“...This bouquet carries not just my gratitude but my father’s as well,” 
Genia added. 


As Eugene recalled the sight of Genos with tears flowing from his 
eyes, he felt a bit embarrassed. 
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...l’ll gratefully accept this,” he said politely. 
Ciel butted into the conversation, “Take mine as well.” 


Then, as if she had been waiting for this, Ciel pushed her bouquet 
onto him. She presented it at an angle where the ribbons and the 
jeweled brooch could be seen clearly from the front. 


“Pretty, isn’t it? I even made this bouquet myself,” Ciel bragged. 
“What’s with this jewel?” Eugene asked. 


“Tt’s a brooch. It’s meant to decorate your chest. Would you like to try 
it on?” 


“Maybe later.” As Eugene responded, he glanced at Ciel’s attire. 
“And what’s with your clothes?” Eugene asked. 
“ ..Hm?” Ciel questioned wordlessly. 


“And what’s with that necklace? Since when did you go around 
wearing necklaces?” Eugene demanded. 


Ciel had been prepared for such a question. 
“Isn’t it pretty?” Ciel asked with a slight tilt of her head. 


By doing so, Ciel emphasized the curve from her neck to her 
shoulders, even as the corners of her mouth curled up in a 
mischievous smile. 


“Nope,” Eugene said with a shake of his head. 

“..What?” came Ciel’s indignant response after a short delay. 
“Tt doesn’t really suit you,” Eugene declared. 

How could he say such a rude thing right to a person’s face? 


“Instead of such a shiny necklace, I think a different necklace would 
suit you better,” Eugene elaborated. 


Surprise colored Ciel’s reaction, “Ah... Oh? Really?” 


“Your clothes are certainly pretty,” Eugene complimented. “This feels 


like the first time I’ve seen you dress up like this.” 
“,.Is that right?” Ciel said shyly. 


Her heart was shaken by this unexpected turn in the conversation. Ciel 
smiled softly and brushed her hair back in an elegant gesture. 


“Do you remember what you said? You told me to save my thanks for 
later when I was all better, and you’d be expecting sincere thanks 
from me?” Ciel reminded him. 


Then, so that he could get a good look at her, Ciel spun around on the 
spot. The subtle perfume she had sprayed on her body was dispersed 
through the air by her spin and carried over to Eugene. 


“So thank you for saving me,” Ciel said gratefully as she slightly raised 
the hem of her skirt and bent both her waist and knees. 


Without bowing her head down completely, Ciel stared at Eugene 
with a playful look in her eyes. 


“So, this favor for having saved my life, how exactly should I go about 
repaying it?” Ciel asked suggestively. 


Instead of answering her question, Eugene commented with a frown, 
“But it feels like your thanks isn’t all that sincere?” 


Ciel was left speechless. 


“Your knees should be bent a bit more... and your head should be 
bowed down fully. Wouldn’t that be a more sincere thanks?” 


“Like Pve always said, for a younger brother, you really are cheeky 
towards your older sister.” 


Ciel’s expression contorted into a scowl as she stood back up. Then she 
flounced over and plopped down next to Eugene. 


“Then how about this? While your body is recovering, I’ll come over 


to nurse you daily,” Ciel offered. 


“T can take care of nursing him,” Mer lifted her head and interjected, 
only for Ciel to snort and wave a finger at her chidingly. 


“How can you be a nurse when you can’t even peel a single fruit 
properly?” Ciel retorted. 


“Being able to peel a fruit isn’t important when it comes to nursing,” 
Mer protested. 


Ciel sniffed, “Then what do you think is important?” 


“You need to change Sir Eugene’s bandages, wipe the sweat off his 
body, change his clothes, change his underwear, massage his muscles 
so that they don’t stiffen, and help him with his poo and pee,” Mer 
listed diligently. 


Ciel’s lips parted slightly in shock. She turned to look at Eugene in 
disbelief, even as Eugene turned to look at Mer with the exact same 
expression. 


“Are you crazy?” Eugene scolded her. 

“But isn't that what a nurse does?” Mer argued back. 

“When did I ever ask you to help me with my poo and pee?” 
“T’m prepared to do so at any time.” 

“T don’t need it!” Eugene roared. 


“Now that I think about it, it’s quite strange. You’ve been spending the 
last two days convalescing in bed, but why haven’t you gone to the 
toilet even once? You haven’t sweated either,” Mer pointed out as she 
blinked and tilted her head to the side. 


“,.-His poo and pee...,” Genia, who had been listening quietly, 
suddenly murmured. She glanced at Eugene with an uncomfortable 


expression and admitted, “...I never thought that such words would 
grace the lips of the people from the main family.” 


“Haven't I already resolved this misunderstanding?” Eugene sighed in 
exasperation. “I have never asked someone to help me poo and pee, 
and I have never asked them to help me change my clothes either.” 


“Then, could you be wearing a diaper?” Genia said with disgust as she 
took a step back, unconsciously glancing down at Eugene’s lower 
body. 


Of course, his lower body was covered by a blanket, so nothing could 
be seen. 


Exasperated, Eugene confessed, “...That’s... ’m dealing with all that 
by using magic. I’m also using magic to clean myself, so that’s why I 
don’t need to change my clothes. Are you satisfied now?” 


“Even if that’s the case, I’m still ready whenever,” Mer chimed in. 


“Turn it down a bit,” Eugene scoffed as he rolled his eyes at Mer for 
that unnecessary comment. Then he turned to glance at Ciel and 
Genia, who were still staring at him, to warn them, “...Don’t have any 
strange ideas.” 


“Tm not thinking of anything strange,” Ciel said as she leaned back 
and shook her head. “...It’s just, well... I’m fine with changing your 
bandages, but... anything more than that is a bit too much.” 


“That goes for me as well,” Genia agreed. 


“When did I ever ask you to? Stop bothering a sick patient and just 
leave,” Eugene shot back with a scowl as he gestured to the door with 
his chin. 


At this gesture, the wind responded to Eugene’s will and popped open 
the closed door. 


“Tt hasn’t been that long since we arrived, and you’re already asking 
us to leave?” Ciel complained. 


“The patient’s comfort is paramount,” Eugene stated. 
“You’re saying that being with me isn’t comfortable?” 
“Why ask something so obvious?” 


“Why not? Is it a psychological reason? Does my being in the same 
room as you while dressed up like this stimulate you psychologically?” 
Ciel asked with excitement. 


“Tt isn’t your clothes that are stimulating; it’s the nonsense that you 
keep spouting. And do you know what type of stimulation I’m feeling? 
It’s rage. So if you don’t like it, then just get lost!” Eugene let out a 
roar. 


At this outburst, Ciel just stuck her tongue out at him and stepped 
back slightly. However, Genia didn’t allow herself to retreat. After 
hesitating for a few more moments, she reached into her pocket and 
pulled out a necklace with a whistle hanging on it. 


“..If you need any help, please blow this whistle,” Genia said as she 
hung the necklace around Eugene’s neck. 


Since he wasn’t able to properly move his body, it was impossible for 
him to resist. Eugene glared at the whistle hanging from his neck, then 
summoned a breeze to lift the whistle to his mouth. 


Peeeep! 


Seeing Eugene blow this whistle right in front of her, Genia blinked in 
confusion. 


Spitting out the whistle, Eugene continued speaking, “Take Ciel and 
leave this room immediately.” 


“Don’t you think you’re being a bit too rude,” Ciel chided. 


“You’re the one who came here for a bedside visit only to make my 
blood pressure explode!” Eugene roared once more. 


“Seeing how loud your voice is, it seems that we don’t need to worry 
about you,” Ciel said with a wide smile as she grabbed Genia by the 

sleeve and pulled her along. “Well then, let’s head out now and stop 

disturbing him, big sis.” 


“ ..Big sis?” Genia repeated in surprise. 


“You’re seven years older than me, after all. Could I be making you 
uncomfortable by calling you big sis?” Ciel asked tentatively. 


What should she say...? There didn’t seem to be any hidden meanings 
behind Ciel’s words, and it wasn’t unusual to be called that 
considering their family situation, but... Genia still felt subtle 
displeasure. Of course, she wouldn’t take her annoyance out on this 
young lady of the main family just because of a speck of resentment. 


“.,.Not at all,” Genia eventually allowed. 


Turning to Eugene, Ciel instructed, “Rest well. Call me if you’re bored 
or need any help. Also, about going to the toilet, if at all possible, you 
shouldn’t hold it and just go to the bathroom even if you do need 
assistance.” 


Eugene’s only response was, “Get lost!” 


Ciel left the room after showing him a final cheeky smile. While 
Eugene was still panting in anger, Mer took the bouquets that Eugene 
had received and moved the flowers into a flower vase. 


“Still, it looks like everyone is worried about you, Sir Eugene, and 
grateful as well,” Mer commented happily. 


“I saved them all, so it’s only natural for them to feel that way,” 
Eugene said complacently. 


“Doesn’t that make you feel proud or rewarded?” 


“Just like it’s natural for them to feel that way, I only did what I was 
supposed to have done, so why should I feel proud or rewarded?” 


Eugene had responded to her question without much thought, but Mer 
still smiled widely at this answer. 


“You are a good person,” Mer stated confidently. 
“Did you think I was a bad person?” Eugene just asked sarcastically. 


“What I mean is, you’re a much better person than I imagined when 
reading the fairy tale,” Mer explained. 


Eugene just turned to look out the window without saying a word in 
response to that. Mer sat next to Eugene and resumed peeling the 
apples while humming a song. 


“.,.-Those apples sure are pitiful,” Eugene eventually muttered. 
“Huh?” Mer grunted in confusion. 
“T didn’t say anything,” Eugene denied it. 


The apple peels were falling off in uneven shreds. 


